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EDWIN LANDSEER, R. A.

Edwin LANDSEER is beyond all comparison the best animal painter of the age, or indeed of any past

age. Nor is he excellent in this department alone, his treatment of the human figure is almost equally

masterly; for whether his subject be the rude and weather-beaten shepherd of the bleak Scottish high

lands, or the tender and delicate offspring of the rich and courtly, his delineations are truthful and char

acteristic. His animals have less violence of motion, and terrible energy than those of Rubens

or Snyder, but they are more true to nature. The heads of Rubens' lions are painted on the principle

of a resemblance to human features, just as it was Gilbert Stuart's practice in portraiture, to seek in

the leading traits of his setters, a resemblance to some one of the lower animals: thus, while painting

Washington, he kept in his mind the idea of a lion, and in that of John Adams, the owl, and so on.

But Landseer aims only at producing the truest and most vivid representation of the object before him,

and so complete is his triumph, that no historical painter has succeeded better in that highest and most

difficult thing in art—expression,-than has the subject of our present notice, with only dogs and horses

for his materials. What pictures of the “human form divine” can be found more perfect in expres

sion than the “High Life” and “Low Life” of this artist known to the American public by two fine

lithographic prints. The “Too Hot,” engraved for our present number, is well deserving of the po

etical panegyric that accompanies it.

Landseer's pictures are free and spirited in composition, rich in color, and forcible in effect. His

conception of a subject is as striking as his execution is vigorous and brilliant, and no one surpasses

him in depicting the surface of objects; hence the unrivalled beauty of the still-life portions of his pic

tures. It is not improbable that the power of painting well, depends in a measure upon the peculiar

construction of the visual organ. The pencil of one artist is guided by the inward eye of the mind,

that of another by the outward physical sense, and, as with the larger proportion of mankind, the

charms of execution will ever exercise the greater influence, the works of E. Landseer cannot cease to

be popular, while with the same class the sublime compositions of such men as Blake or Fuseli are re

garded with indifference.

Landseer's pictures possess the property of captivating the spectator at first sight, and the spell is

equally on the learned and unlearned in art. This results mainly from his power over what is techni

cally termed chiaro-scuro, or the general management of the light and shadow as a whole, and the sub

ject chosen for our present number is one of his happiest efforts in this pārticular that we can remember.

We here see carried out the principle of large portions of the objects melting into the background and

shadows, an extension of form, by the dark side of an object being carried out by a still darker shadow,

and in the light masses by light in a similar manner. The effect is wisely conducted upon the winning

and losing scheme, in which the prominent points maintain their superiority by the other parts being

sacrificed to their advantage. It is especially in the management of this department of painting that

the English school excels, and it is to the influence and example of Sir Joshua Reynolds that this dis

tinguishing peculiarity is to be attributed. When writing against insipidity, he says:–

“I am no enemy to dark shadows. The general deficiency to be observed in the painters of the last

age, is feebleness of effect; they seem to have been too much afraid of that midnight obscurity of parts,

which alone gives the force of nature, and without which a picture is apt to be wholly wanting in

strength and solidity.”

It must be confessed, however, that Landseer cannot be always admired for concentration of effect,

nor is it surprising that, with his extraordinary facilty in depicting the various objects in nature, he

should go on multiplying the examples of his skill until his picture is too crowded. “Bolton Abbey in

the olden time,” familiarly known to the public by the fine mezzotinto engraving of it by Cousens, is an

example of the want of repose to which we allude; every part taken separately is perfect, but the work

as a whole would undoubtedly be improved by the omission of the girl with the fish, and the straw bon

net on the pavement, leaving an equal amount of empty surface in the space they occupy.

Edwin Landseer was, like Lawrence, remarkable for precocity of talent. The fine portrait of “the

old lion Nero,” was done by him when only twelve years of age.
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- - ... ---,e ueu to your dog's tail.

- -- ~--, ..v praise could be too warm ior your “Too That every dog's his day

Hot.” I've oſt{j say:

Though Byron, it must be allowed, was wildish, But, Landseer, yours shall last for ages,

And his best poem (So shall these pages,)

(So all will say who know him,) And after times shall know you what you are,’
Very Childe-ish; Quite a Dog-Star.
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TOO HOT,

BY MR. HOOD.—FROM THE AMULET.

Illustrated by an Engraving by Mr. Sartain, from Landseer's Picture.

“Too Hot!” Ha, ha! Landseer, you're a queer chap;

And so all they

Will say

Who see these lap-dogs at their lap.

The most fastidious will find a treat

In your dogs meet.

The pretty creatures!

What life in all their features |

They seem to move and chatter

Over the scalding batter:

And we appear

To hear

Each cur-sory remark.

“Throw physic to the dogs,” they say

. In the play;

And really one might almost fancy,

(Such is the painter's necromancy,)

That any one of these could take a little bark.
And I’ve a notion

There's not a rat

Or cat

Could look on this “still life” without emotion.

What humor in their faces ! there's not one

But is a perfect picture of ſun.

Wags all, and satirists, and dogs of mind,

Their very tails are waggishly inclined.

Landseer, thou bright R.A.!

Who, who shall say

What's due

To you,

Unless Apollo, glorious god of day,

In whose bright car the eternal gas-light shines,

Would drop us a few lines?

Oh! had I Byron's power

(Author of the Giaour,)

I’d let 'em know what’s what!

For Sir, noPº. could be too warm for your “Too

ot.”

Though Byron, it must be allowed, was wildish,

And his best poem

(So all will say who know him,)

Very Childe-ish;

Wol. II. No. I. 1
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Or were I like great Little, who doth ring

So sweetly love's alarum,

How I would sing,

And make the world rejoice

Oh! would l had that heavenly voice,—

Moore's Vox Stellarum !

Or were I Doctor Southey, whose invention

And happy turns

Have been so much admired by men!

Would I'd his pen —

I'd rather have his pension.
Perhaps the most appropriate poet, living

Or dead, for giving

Effect to your “Too Hot” were BURNs.

I've known full many a painter in my time,

Of many an age, and many a school and clime;

But, Sir, I never knew

Such a dog fancier as you.

What Rubens was to lions, Cuyp to cows,

Morland to sows

And hogs,

You are to dogs.

There's an attractiveness about your harriers,

Pugs,poodles, mastiffs,greyhounds, turnspits, tarriers

s far to settle the great philosophic schism

About animal magnetism. "

There's not a dog but owes you more, I vow,

Than e'er he owed his pa,

Or his dog-ma;

And not a cur that meets

You in the streets, +

But ought to make you a profound bow

Wow.

Excuse these dog-grel rhymes, my dear

Landseer!

They're bad enough, I own;

But yet they shall go down

To late posterity, (so e'en let critics rail,)

Like a tin kettle tied to your dog's tail.

That every dog's his day

I've oft heard say:

But, Landseer, yours shall last for ages,

(So shall these pages,)

And after times shall know you what you are,

Quite a DoG-STAR.
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[MAY,

THE ADVERTISING SYSTEM.

From the Edinburgh Review.

1. César Birotteau. Par M. de Balzac. Nou

velle Edition. 8vo. Paris: 1841.

2. Histoire de JM. Jobard. 8vo. Par Cham.

Paris: 1842.

M. BIRoTTEAU is a worthy citizen, who,

impatient at the slow results of industry,

resolves to make his fortune at a bound. M.

Jobard is a simple-minded believer in Ad.

vertisements. Which of us does not, in

some respect, resemble a Birotteau or a Jo

bard"—was the question we asked ourselves

as we laid down the works in which their

adventures are recorded, and took up the

extra-sheet of the Times. Here, within the

compass of a single Newspaper, are above

five hundred announcements of wants or su

perfluities—remedies for all sorts of ail

ments—candidates for all sorts of situations

—conveyances for those who wish to travel,

establishments for those who wish to stay at

home—investments for him who has made

his fortune, and modes of growing rich for

him who has that pleasure yet to come—

elixirs to make us beautiful, and balsams to

preserve us from decay—new theatres for

the idle, new chapels for the serious, new

cemeteries in pleasant situations for the

dead:—carriages, horses, dogs, men-ser

vants, maid-servants, East India Directors,

and Governesses, how is all this to be dis

regarded or disbelieved, without wilfully

shutting our eyes to the progress of society;

or living in an habitual state of apprehen

sion, resembling that of the late Mr. Accum

of “Death in the Pot” celebrity, who be.

lieved that every thing he ate was poisoned

more or less, and regarded every butcher as

a Caesar Borgia, and every cookmaid who

boiled a potato for him as a Marquise de

Brinvilliers in disguise 1

In short, there is no disguising it, the

grand principle of modern existence is no

toriety; we live and move and have our be

ing in print. Hardly a second-rate Dandy

can start for the moors, or a retired Slop.

seller leave London for Margate, without

announcing the “fashionable movement” in

the JMorning Post ; and what Curran said of

Byron, that “he wept for the press, and

wiped his eyes with the public,” may now

be predicated of every one who is striving

for any sort of distinction. He must not

only weep, but eat, drink, walk, talk, hunt,

shoot, give parties, and travel, in the news

papers. People now-a-days contemptuously

reject the old argument, “whom not to know

argues yourself unknown.” The universal

inference is, that, if a man be not known, he

cannot be worth knowing; and any attempt

to couple merit with modesty, is ...
met with the well-known aphorism of the

Reverend Sydney Smith, that the only con

nexion between them is their both beginning

with an m. In this state of things it is use.

less to swim against the stream, and folly to

differ from our contemporaries: a prudent

youth will purchase the last edition of “The

Art of Rising in the World, or Every Man

his own Fortune-maker,” and sedulously

practise the main precept it enjoins—never

to omit an opportunity of placing your name

in printed characters before the world.

t may be argued, that, when every body

takes to puffing, it comes to nearly the same

thing as if nobody puffed at all; but the

well-known aphorism holds good:—

“Be not the first to lay the old aside,

Be not the first by whom the new are tried.”

Besides, in the lottery of life as at present

managed, though the blanks may be more

numerous, the prizes are proportionably

rich. When means of communication were

restricted, and skill, taste, or talent was

made known with difficulty beyond a narrow

circle—a street, a village, or a town—it was

comparatively easy to gain a livelihood, and

almost impossible to become a millionaire:

fame and profit were distributed among the

community much in the same manner as

Greek among the inhabitants of our north

ern part of this island, where (according to
Dr.$º all have a mouthful, few a bel

lyful; and for this reason we have always

entertained some doubts of the authenticity

of the anecdote regarding “the great Twalm

ly, the inventor of the New Floodgate Iron.”

Either Dr. Johnson invented the story to

tease Boswell, or Mr. Twalmly had formed

an undue estimate of the extent of his own

celebrity; though, to be sure, the daily press

was even then beginning to exercise an un

due influence; since the Lexicographer says,

in 1776, that he should have visited Mrs.

Rudd, “were it not that they have now a

trick of putting every thing into the news

papers.” At the present time, assuming

greatness to consist in notoriety, the inven

tor of a new fire-iron for smoothing linen

for such, neither more nor less, was Mr.

walmly's discovery) might ſairly earn a

title to name himself “the great;” not sim

ply for the reason suggested by the Bishop

of Killaloe (Dr. Barnard)—because he would

rank amongst “Inventas aut qui vitam exco

leure per artes,” but because within a few

hours the whole United Kingdom might be

talking of him. We pardon the tailor who

tells us to reform our bills, and the pastry

cook who writes us a private (printed) let

r
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ter to commend his rout-cakes, when we re

collect that a lucky hit might enable the one

(like Gunter) to return thirty thousand a

year to the income-tax, and the other (like

Stulz) to purchase a feudal castle and a

barony. -

With so much to stimulate energy and

reward eloquence, no wonder that invention

has been racked for topics, and language for

terms, to arrest the attention of a busy and

bustling, but observing and intelligent pub

lic; and here, again, it is remarkable how

ingeniously the style of address has been

adapted to the taste or fashion of the hour.

When Scott, Byron, Moore, Rogers, Words.

worth, Southey, &c., were in their zenith,

or whilst the horizon was still in a blaze with

their descending glory, the most attractive

vehicle was verse, and the praises of black

ing were sung in strains which would have

done no discredit to “Childe Harold” him

self, even in his own opinion—for when ac

cused of receiving six hundred a-year for

his services as Poet-Laureat to Mrs. Warren,

—of being, in short, the actual personage

alluded to in her famous boast, “We keeps

a poet”—he showed no anxiety to repudiate

the charge. The present, however, is an

unpoetic age– though, by the way, we

should be exceedingly obliged to any one

who would mention an age that was not de

scribed as both unpoetic and wicked at the

time:—

“Nos nequiores, mox daturos

Progeniem vitiosiorem.”

To change the expression, then, the pre

sent age decidedly prefers prose to poetry;

nay, unaccountable as it may appear to the

person principally interested, and after all

the good advice both he and we have wasted

on the point, there can be no doubt whatev

er that “The Excursion” is more than ever

caviare to the vulgar; and, notwithstanding

the gallant stand made by Mr. Henry Tay

lor and Mr. Sergeant Talſourd in its defence,

has no chance at all against the “Pickwick

Papers” or “Oliver Twist.” Mrs. Warren,

consequently, has been obliged to pension

off her poets; and the ingenuity of inven

tions, the excellence of elixirs, the wonder

working powers of pills, the beauties of es

tates on sale, the rain-repelling powers of

York cloth, the advantages of railroads, the

comforts of steam-vessels, the hopes of the

living, the virtues of the dead, are now al

most invariably setſorth in that humble and

ordinary form of language which M. Jour

dain had been employing all his life without

knowing it. Far be it from us to say that

there is the less scope for imagination on

that account; and imagination, be it remem

bered, has been provel by Mr. Wordsworth

to be the essential, elemental, fundamental,

characteristic quality of poetry. If we

adopt Locke's definition, the writers are

equally distinguished by wit; for they dis

cover hidden similitudes, and associate

things apparently unconnected with the

most startling and enviable facility. Let

any one who is skeptical as to the degree of

talent employed and required for the pur

pose, try to find out the point of analogy

between Dante's Inferno and Holloway's

Ointment, or the likeness between Archime

des and Mr. Wray, the vender of gout pills.

Mark, too, the skill with which the mode

of attack is varied; one dashes at once in

medias res, or puts on an imposing air of

frankness; another trusts the result to in

ference, reserves the point for the postscript,

like a young lady's letter, or lures you on

imperceptibly, like Bishop Berkeley’s “Es

say on Tar Water,” which concludes with

reflections on the Trinity.

On the whole, there is no denying that

Advertisements constitute a class of com

position intimately connected with the arts

and sciences, and peculiarly calculated to

illustrate the domestic habits of a people.

Porson used to say, that a single Athenian

newspaper would be worth all the commen

taries on Aristophanes put together. Sure

ly, then, a brief analysis of modern puffery

would be no unacceptable bequest to pos.

terity. We shall show, before we have

done, that no trade, profession, walk, or

condition in life is entirely free from it; and

it will be an instructive exercise for moral

philosophers or metaphysicians to fix the

degrees and ascertain the causes of the va

rieties.

It would seem that pain, or the fear of

pain, is the most active stimulant, and van

ity the next; for the boldest appeals to cre

dulity are made by those who profess to

cure diseases or improve personal appear

ance. Our first specimens shall be borrow

ed from a class usually, though we hope un

justly, denominated quacks:—

“SURPRIsiNg Prophecy of DANTE.-How lit

tle was it imagined that those celebrated lines of

fante, “And Time shall see thee cured of every

ill!' would be literally ſulfilled in England, and

in the nineteenth century | Yet so it is. The

disorders of man, however complicated they may

be, are now subdued with surprising rapidity by
that incomparable preparation, ‘Holloway's

Ointment, in combination with its powerful aux

iliary, ‘Holloway's External Disease Pill.' . It

is truly surprising to witness the innumerable

cures performed by the special qualities of the

Ointment, and the alterative and tonic properties

of the Pills. Nor can we too earnestly recom
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mend their adoption in acute and chronic rheu

matism, gout, cancer, paralysis, scroſula, piles,

glandular complaints, wounds of every kind, and,

in brieſ, in all external disorders.”

This is a good example of the art of as

sociation; but Mr. Holloway is fully equal.

led by Mr. Wray:—

“Archimedes, while bathing, solved a difficult

problem, which so delighted him, that he jumped

out of the bath, and ran through the streets of

Syracuse, exclaiming, “I have found it, I have

found it!” There are many problems in medical

science very difficult to explain. , Mr. Wray, o

Holborn-hill, has, however, by the pre-eminent

virtues of his Balsamic Pills, solved a very per

plexing problem in the art of healing; an article

of greater, excellence and utility the annals of

medicine do not record.”

To extend the fame of his Eye-Snuff, Mr.

Grimstone, rather injudiciously in our opin

ion, has resorted to the old custom, and ap

pends a rhyming tribute by a customer —

‘ Great was the power that did to man impart

Creative genius and inventive art;

The second praise is, doubtless, Grimstone, thine !

Wise was thine head, and great was thy design :

Our precious sight, from danger now set free,

Wives, widows, fathers, praises sing to thee.

‘Eliza Robson.

‘19, Bell Street, Edgeware Road, Marylebone.”

Mr. Mannering, the rival of Mr. Grim

stone, states that a box of his snuff is always

ready for the gratuitous use of the public;

but it is suggested that those who do not

like a crowd, had better provide themselves

with a box to be used at home. Mr. Propert

speaks plainly and concisely to the point:-

“PROPERT's EMBRocation for Gout.—This

invaluable article has been for many years used

in Private Families; and though applied in many

of the most desperate cases, has never once been

known to fail:--it gives instantaneous relief, and

in a few applications effects a cure, without in

Jury to the health.”

The Balm of Syriacum, “a sovereign

remedy for both bodily and mental decay,”

is recommended in an address to her Majes

ty:—“It is a peculiar satisfaction, too, for

us to consider, that the Royal Household,

as well as the public at large, have experi

enced the benefit of our Medicine, of which

we have been favored with testimonies

highly flattering to our reputation and fu

ture fame.” This kind of loyalty may be

spared.

Mr. Cockle's Antibilious Pills are recom

mended by a long list of patrons, contain

$ng ten Dukes, five Marquises, seventeen

Earls, eight Wiscounts, sixteen Lords, one

Archbishop (Armagh), fifteen Bishops, the

Adjutant-General, the present Attorney.

General, the late Attorney-General, the

Advocate-General, Sir Francis Burdett, Sir

Andrew Agnew, Alderman Wood, and Mr.

Sergeant Talfourd, who may be regarded

as representing both literature and law.

This list might give rise to curious specula

tions as to the comparative biliousness of

the higher classes. We only hope the pre

ponderance of Bishops will not be made the

groundwork of any insinuations against the

Church. Fortunately, the English Arch

bishops have not lent their names; and we

understand that the Bishop of London did

not put down his until after the publication

of a certain Letter from a Canon-Residen

tiary of St. Paul's.

Baker’s Patent Antidote for the Preven

tion of Sea-Sickness, has proved so effi

cacious that the stewards of steam-vessels,

we are confidently assured, refuse to dis

tribute it for fear of its diminishing the call

for brandy and water. This is very silly

on their part, since the demand for eatables

and drinkables would increase.

“Who (says Mr. Baker, in a passage reprint

ed from Blackwood) has not suffered from Sea

Sickness?--that remorseless fiend, who, sparing

neither age nor sex, intelligence nor respecta

bility, makes a point of setting at defiance all the
decorums ofº: all the grace of attitude,

all the claims of humanity. I have seen digni.

fied statesmen,º women, poets of the most

romantic, divines of the most spiritual cast of

countenance, all huddled together at a ship's side

with confusion truly humiliating, yellow as daſ

fodils, and moaning as dismally as a north wind

whistling through the keyhole of a back attic.

Sea-sickness' The very word is an emetic; and

I heave while I write it.”

For example, a statesman and author of no

mean order is thus described by his friend:

“H + + muttering fearful curses,

As the hatchway down he rolls,

Now his breakfast, now his verses,

Vormits forth and d-ns our souls.

‘Here's a stanza

On Braganza–

Help!' ‘A couplet?”—“No, a cup
Of warm water’—

‘What's the matter ?'

‘Zounds, my liver's coming up!'”*

At the same time we must not be too

ready to believe stewards and packet

owners, who may tell a flattering tale to de

coy passengers. Many persons not want

ing in acuteness have been induced, in de

fiance of probability, to expect state in a

state cabin, and privacy in a private one.

Mr. Dickens entertains us in his “American

Notes” with some complaints of a delusion

of this kind; and Lord Byron was similarly

misled :-

“Heyday ! call you that a cabin 3

hy, 'tis hardly three ſeet square,

Not enough to stow Queen Mab in

Who the deuce could harbor there 3"

*Verses printed in Moore's Life of Byron.
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The Riga Balsam is the wonder of the

day:-

“N. B. The trial of the described Balsam is

this: Take a Hen or a Ram, drive a Nail

through its Scull, Brains, and Tongue, then

ur some of it into the Wound, it will direct

y stop the Blood, and cure the Wound in eight

or nine Minutes, and the Creature will eat as

before.”

“A Stoop costs two Rixdollars, and it is sold

in smaller portions; at the Sale every person

§: a Direction which describes its surprising

Wirtues, and how it is to be used. The Glasses,

Jars, and Bottles, are sealed up with this seal

(A. K. Balsam) to prevent counterfeits.

“Ecclesiasticus, Chap. xxxiii. Ver. 4. The

Lord hath created Medicines out of the earth,

and he that is wise will not abhor them.”

The Carlton Club is naturally associated

in the minds of the public with aristocratic

habits and their consequences, which, it

seems, have descended even to the domes

tics. From an advertisement in the

“Times,” headed “Carlton Club, Piccadil

ly,” we learn that Mr. Newton, the head

waiter, has been cured of gout by Beach's

Herb Draught. Unfortunately, the Carlton

Club is located in Pall-Mall, and only se

parated from the Reform Club by a small

opening, which the wits say is left for the

Whigs.

Dr. Morison's Pills are indebted to their

inherent virtue, or accidental circumstances

for their celebrity. Amongst one or both

of these causes must be ranked the death

of the inventor, who died a martyr to his

own fame. When the cases, necessarily

rare, in which his pills had failed, were

mentioned, he invariably said that the

patients wanted faith, and should have gone

on taking them till they got well. In his

last illness his practice corresponded with

his theory; he rejected all other medicine,

took more pills as he grew worse, and was

in the very act of calling for a fresh box

when he expired. These celebrated pills

are a composition of gambouge. The late

Dr. Broden confessed to a friend that his

were composed principally of bread; yet

wonderful cures are recorded of them, and,

as he sagaciously observed, they could do

no harm. -

Mr. Rowland holds a deservedly high

rank amongst the purveyors for the toilette

table. His Kalydor for preserving the com

plexion, and his Macassar Oil for the Hair,

command an extensive sale, and form the

subject-matter of an endless variety of ad

vertisements, remarkable for the confident

tone of conscious superiority, and the se

ducing expectations they hold out. Where

is the lady who would not wish her com

plexion to be “delightfully soft and smooth?”

where the gentleman who would not gladly

prevent his hair from “falling off or turn

ing gray to the latest period of life;” par

ticularly when approaching that period so

graphically described by Crabbe 1

“Six years had pass'd, and forty ere the six,

When Time began to play his usual tricks;

My locks, once comely in a virgin's sight,

Locks of pure brown, now felt th' encroaching

white.”

There are other advantages. “A whim

sical occurrence (thus runs a paragraph)

took place a short time since. A per

son had a writ out against him ; he es

caped John Doe and Richard Roe by having

made use of Rowland's Essence of Tyre.

The bailiffs passed him, and one said to his

comrade, “That's the man.” “Why, you

fool, (rejoined the other,) that gemman has

black hair, and you know Mr. has

gray.’ This is one among the thousand in

stances of the beneficial effects of Row

land's Essence of Tyre, in changing the

colors of the hair.”

The best puff for the Macassar Oil was

an experiment tried by the late Joseph Gri

maldi upon the stage, who, with the aid of

one double bottle, turned a deal box into a

hair-trunk; though even this was equalled,

if not exceeded, by the first vender of Bear's

Grease, who cautioned his customers to

wash their hands in warm water after using

it, to prevent them from assuming the hir

sute appearance of a paw. Perhaps this

was the enthusiastic tradesman mentioned

by Mr. Samuel Weller in “Master Hum

phrey's Clock”—

“His whole delight was in his trade. He spent

all his money in bears, and run in debt for 'em

besides, and there they wos a growling awa

down in the front cellar all day long, and inef

fectually gnashing their teeth, vile the grease o

their relations and friends wos being retailed in

gallipots in the shop above, and the first floor

winder wos ornamented with their heads; not to

speak o' the dreadful aggrawation it must have

been to 'em to see a man always a walkin' up

and down the pavement outside, with the por

trait of a bear in his last agonies, and under

neath, in large letters, “Another fine animal was

slaughtered yesterday at Jenkinson's P Hows'-

ever, there they wos, and there Jenkinson wos,

till he was took very ill with some inward disor

der, lost the use of his legs, and wos confined to

his bed, vere he laid a wery long time; but sich

was his pride in his profession even then, that

wenever he wos worse than usual the Doctor

used to go down stairs and say, “Jenkinson's

wery low this mornin’; we must give the bears

a stir;' and as sure as ever they stirred 'em up

a bit, and made 'em roar, Jenkinson opens his

eyes, if he wos, ever so bad, calls out, ‘There's

the bears!' and rewives agin.”
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He died immediately after requesting to

hear the voice of the greasiest bear, in a

state of religious belief resembling that of

Goldsmith's Indian—

“And thinks, admitted to that equal sky,

His faithful bear will bear him company."

There is now, however, hardly a perfumer

to be found who does not boast himself the

inventor of some hair-reviving grease or

other; and a Mrs. Harden, if particular,

holds out an inducement which can hardly

fail of attracting visitors—

“PATRoNized by the Court and Nobility.—

A PREPARAtion #. changing Red or GRAY

HAIR to a beautiful black, brown, or light brown,

which far surpasses any now in use; can be used

without the tedious and unpleasant process of

brushing it out, permanent in its effects, and free

from the disagreeableness of rubbing off on the

hands, caps, &c. Sold with every direction for

use, at 10s. 6d. and 7s.6d. per bottle. The dye

supplied by Mrs. HARDEN, and the effect seen on

her own hair, at her private residence, 66 New

man Street, Oxford Street; or at ladies' own re

sidences if preferred.”

This sounds fair enough ; but the fate of

Mr. Titmouse, the hero of “Ten Thousand

a-Year,” holds out a warning which it were

infatuation to neglect. . As the passage in

question is one of the cleverest in the book,

and admirably adapted to throw light on the

subject, it may be advisable to extract a part

of it. Mr. Titmouse enters a well-known

shop in Bond Street, where he finds a gen

tleman with redundant locks of raven black

sitting behind the counter. “You’ll find

the fullest directions within, and testimoni

als from the highest nobility of the wonder

ful efficacy of the Cyanochaitanthropopoion.”

He hastened home with the inestimable

fluid, rubbed it into his hair, eyebrows, and

whiskers, for half an hour, and went to bed.

When he woke the next morning, his first

movement was to spring breathlessly to his

little glass, which revealed to him the as

tounding fact, that hair, eyebrows, and

whiskers, had turned green. The interview

with his landlady, the first witness of his

misery, is inimitable in its way—

“‘Stop at home a bit, and be quiet, it may go

off with all this washing, in the course of the

day. Soft soap is an uncommon strong thing

for getting colors out—but—a--a--excuse me.

Mr. Titmouse—why was n’t you satisfied with

the hair God Almighty had given you? D'ye

think he didn't know a deal better than you what

was best for you ! I am blest iſ I don’t think this

is a judgment on you.’

“‘What's the use of your standing preaching

* The use of unintelligible Greek compounds for

advertising purposes is a curious fact in the history

of language, and can only be accounted for on the

omne ignotum projº, principle.

to me in this way, Mrs. Squallop?" said Tit

mouse, first with amazement, and then with fury

in his manner—‘A’n’t I half mad without it?

Judgment or no judgment—where's the harm of

my wanting, black hair any more than black

trowsers? That a'n't your own hair, Mrs. Squal

lop—you are as gray as a badger underneath—

'pon my soul! I have often remarked it.”

*}} tell you what, Mr. Himperance!” furi

ously exclaimed Mrs. Squallop, ‘you’re a liar !

And you deserve whatî. got! It is a judg

ment, and I hope it will stick by you—so take

that sauce, you vulgar fellow ! (snapping her

fingers at him.) Get rid of your green hair if

you can. It's only carrot-tops instead of carrot

roots, and some folks like one, some t'other—

ha, ha!’”

Poor Titmouse hurries off to the curly

haired shopman for consolation, who coolly

assures him that his hair is simply in a tran

sitive state, and that he has only to perse

vere. “One lady gave me a picture of her

self in her black hair, to make up for abuse

of me when it was in a puce color—fact—

honor.” Titmouse invests an additional

three-and-sixpence in “Damascus Cream,”

and turns his hair purple. This, the shop

man assures him, is the middle color be

tween green and black, and, with the aid of

a third filtre, the desired effect will be pro

duced within two days:–

“‘But it will do something in a night's time—

eh !—surely 7”

“I should think so . But here it is—called the

Tetaragmenon Abracadabra.”

“‘What a name !’ exclaimed Titmouse, with

a kind of awe. ‘’Pon honor it almost takes one's

breath away—’”

“‘It will do more, sir; it will take your red

hair away! By the way, only the day before

yesterday, a lady of high rank, (between our

selves, Lady Caroline Carrot,) whose red hair

always seemed as if it would have set her bonnet

in a blaze—ha! hal—came here, after two days'

use of the Cyanochaitanthropopoion,and one day's

use of this Tetaragmenon Abracadabra -and

asked me if I knew her. Upon my soul I did not,

till she solemnly assured me she was really Lady

Caroline !” ”

He tries it on his eyebrowsand whiskers,

and they become as white as snow. It is

beside our purpose to go on with the histo

ry of the outside or the inside of this gen

tleman's head; but we earnestly recom

mend it to all who may feel induced to try

any similar description of experiment. Even

“the chemical Balm of Columbia” should

be used with caution, notwithstanding the

solemn assurance of the proprietors. It

runs thus—

“Copies of certificates from gentlemen in Eng

land, America, &c., who, after being bald a num

ber of years, have received a new growth of hair,

will be shown by the proprietor, and by all ven

ders. The signers' characters are supported by

º

º

s
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his Britannic Majesty's Consul, Philadelphia,

who thereto has prefixed his seal, and the royal

arms of Great Britain; also the Mayor and the

Magistrates, who are personally acquainted with

the signers, certified to their high respectability,

and have likewise annexed their seals, with the

arms of Philadelphia.

“Patronized by the British Peers. One bottle

rice 3s.6d., will prevent the hair from falling off

in forty-eight hours from its first application. A

bottle, price 6s, not only stops the hairs from

falling off, but likewise in three weeks causes a

new growth to.. and one bottle, price 11.,

gives a good head of hair to a young person.”

According to this ratio, a bald man has

only to buy a twenty-two or thirty-three

shilling bottle, and he might grow hair for

sale.

It is generally thought genteel and inter

esting to be slim. Lord Byron lived days

together on biscuit and soda water to escape

the disgrace of obesity—a regimen occa

sionally embarrassing enough to his ac

quaintance; witness the reconciliation din

ner between himself and Mr. Moore at Mr.

Rogers'. “Neither meat, fish, nor wine,”

says Mr. Moore, “would he touch; and of

biscuits and soda water, which he asked for,

there had been unluckily no provision. He

professed, however, to be equally well pleas

ed with potatoes and vinegar; and of these

meagre materials contrived to make a hear

ty dinner.” The ladies submit to still more

galling privations; and Mrs. Pursy, in the

School for Scandal, is hardly a caricature:

—“Yes, I'm told she absolutely lives upon

acids and small whey, laces herself with

pullies; often in the hottest day of summer,

you will see her on a little squat pony with

her hair plaited and turned up like a drum

mer, and away she goes, puffing round the

ring at full trot.”

All this trouble may now be saved by tak

ing a wine-glass of “The lmperial Ethereal

izing Syrup” every morning, which “con

fers the figure of a sylph within a fortnight,

without affecting the health or endangering

the constitution.”

The Raccahout des.Mrabes is a French dis

covery or importation, for the prevention or

cure of leanness, to which the women of

Paris are more prone than to obesity. It is

the preparation on which the Dey of Algiers

fattened his Harem, and is held in high es

teem throughout the East. . . An English

traveller, Captain Harris we think, mention

ed a country in the interior of Africa, where

the wives of the sovereign, fifteen in num

ber, were weighed once a month and took

rank accordingly. This statement has been

turned to good account; for an advertise

ment states that one of them, having acci

dentally become possessed of a stock of

Raccahout, kept precedence of the other

fourteen till it was gone, and one clear

month afterwards.

Henry Heine tells a story of a chamber

maid, who, having remarked that her mis

tress possessed an elixir, which restored

youth, took advantage of her absence to try

it, and drank so much that she not only be.

came young again, but was changed into a

little girl. The secret of this elixir must be

lost, as we hear nothing of it; but this hint

may be useful to the enterprising.

he next best thing to securing beauty

for ourselves, is to secure it for our children,

and the means are fortunately within our

power:—“Ladies desirous of ensuring

beauty to their children, may receive ade

quate instructions by addressing (post-paid)

letters to Mrs. Henderson, widow of the

late Dr. William Henderson, 13, Spring

Street, Montague Square, London.”

Auctioneers have a prescriptive claim to

a little harmless exaggeration; and their ad

vertisements are models of the Irish or

flowery style of composition. Mr. George

Robins takes a high rank amongst them;

yet even he must yield the palm to Mr.

Christie, of hanging-wood notoriety. To

his eloquence we are indebted for one of

the late Lord Erskine's cleverest speeches,

made on behalf of a client who had purchas

ed a farm on the faith of Mr. Christie's

description; in which an extensive lawn,

a commanding situation, a view of the

Needles, and a billiard-room, were men

tioned :—

“To show you, gentlemen, how egregiously

my client has been deceived by the defendant's

rhetoric, I will tell you what this exquisite and

enchanting place actually turned out tºbe, when

my client—who had paid the deposit on the faith

of Mr. Christie's advertisement—went down, in

the fond anticipations of his heart, to this earthly

paradise. When he got there, nothing wasſound

to correspond to what he had too unwarily ex

ected. There was a house, to be sure, and that

is all; for it was nodding to its fall, and the ver

rats instinctively had quitted it. It stood, it is

true, in a commanding situation; for it command

ed all the winds and rains of heaven. As for

lawn, he could find nothing that deserved the

name; unless it was a small yard, in which, with

some contrivance, a washerwoman might hang

half-a-dozen shirts. There was, however, a dirty

lane that ran close to it; and, perhaps, Mr. Chris

tie may contend that it was an error of the press,

and therefore, for “lawn,” we must read “lane.”

But where is the billiard-room 3 exclaimed the

plaintiff, in the agony of disappointment. At

last he was conducted to a room in the attic, the

ceiling of which was so low that a man could not

stand upright in it; and therefore must, per force,

ut himself into the posture of a billiard-player.

§ this, Mr. Christie, by the magic of his
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eloquence, converted the place into a billiard

room. But the fine view of the Needles, gentle

men, where was it? No such thing was to be

seen; and my poor client might as well have

looked ſor a needle in a bottle of hay.”

The result proved that it is useless to

snatch a grace beyond the reach of art, un

less it be also beyond the reach of law.

It is a humiliating confession to make,

but Authors undoubtedly come next; and

we are by no means sure that they would

not take precedence of even quack-doctors

and auctioneers, if the amount of charlatan

ry were estimated by either the money or

ingenuity expended on it. It is considered

hardly worth a publisher's while to publish

a cheap or single-volume book, since forty

or fifty pounds must be laid out in adver

tisements to give any publication a chance.

Large sums also are frequently paid for

paragraphs, which most of the newspapers

insert for about a third more than the price

of the ordinary and avowed advertisement.

When an author has succeeded in getting a

few favorable opinions from the press,

whether purchased in this manner, procur

ed by favor, or spontaneously afforded, he

puts forth an advertisement like the fol

lowing:"

“In octavo, handsomely bound,

“George Stephen’s DRAMAtic PoEM, the

HUNGARIAN DAUGHTER. By the Author of the

Tragedies of Gertrude and Beatrice, the Vam

pire, Montezuma, the Patriot, &c. ‘We are
confident it would have eminent success on the

stage.”—Salopian Journal. ‘Would, we doubt

not, be popular on the stage.”—United Service

Gazette, "“Effective situations. If well acted,

it could not fail of success.”—New Bell's Messen

ger. “Worthy of the stage in its best days.”—

The Courier. ‘Greatly to be regretted that there

is not a fºr field for the representation of such

plays as this.”—Conservative Journal. . . If per

formed, would confirm and establish Mr. Ste

F. fame, and hand it down to posterity.’—

iverpool Mail. ‘The plot is deeply interest

ing.”—Hereford Journal. ‘We are satisfied, iſ

it were acted, it would be considered one of the

most intensely interesting of our stock plays.”—

Liverpool Standard. ‘A few practised play

wrights exclusively possess the ears ofmanagers.

This play was rejected, not on account of defi

cient merit, but because there was no likelihood

of an opening.”—Gloucester Chronicle. ‘We

regret that the condensation of this drama, which

received the most flattering recommendation of

Mr. Macready, has not been permitted to delight

an English audience.”—Cambridge Chronicle.

‘The character, powerfully, delineated by
George Stephens, yields to no character produc

ed on the modern stage. The story is well con

ceived, highly wrought, and related in the warm

earnest language of true poetry.”—The Courier.

‘We have no doubt that it would prove success

• Times, March 2, 1841.

ful, were the stage open to the productions for

which Mr. Stephens's genius is so well adapt

ed."—The Kent Herald. , ‘For plot, incident,
character, and style, a valuable addition to our

available stock of dramas for stage representa

tion, an ultimatum recommended by our highest

living stage authority, Mr. Macready."—Wor

cester Journal. ‘An excellent acting play;

deeply interesting plot; incidents striking, and

full of dramatic stage effect.”—Manchester

Courier. “Mr. Macready interested himself

warmly for a play in which are fine opportuni

ties for the development of his histrionic powers.”

—Bell's New Messenger. ‘This dramatic poem

only requires compression to be eminently suc

cessful on the stage.”—The Britannia. "“It is

our opinion that several of Mr. Stephens's plays
areº fitted for the stage, and that the

genius which is apparent in all would ensure

them triumphant success.”—The Argus. “We

are sure that it contains sufficient passion, char

acter, and incident, to cut up into half-a-dozen

such plays as we have lately seen produced.”—

Britannia. . . A first-rate, spirit-stirring, soul

deep tragedy.”—Monthly Magazine. C. Mitch

ELL, Red Lion-court, Fleet-street.”

Mr. Stephens evidently differs from the

author of the “Rivals,” who thought that

an accumulation of indorsements rather

tended to throw a doubt upon the Bill. It

is observable that he has made ample use of

the rejection of his play and the high au

thority of Mr. Macready, who has unac

countably suffered two seasons to pass away

since he became manager without bringing

“The Hungarian Daughter” upon the stage

—a circumstance well worthy the attention

of Mr. Stephens, and proper to be noticed in

his next preface. The edition of “The Iron

Chest” in which the late John Philip Kem

ble is attacked, went off with unprecedented

rapidity, and book-collectors are now giving

four times the original price for copies.

When Mr. Stephens succeeds in getting

his play upon the stage, we recommend him

to imitate the late Dr. Walpy's method of

attracting an audience—

“Lord Whitworth has a curious conversation

to relate, which passed between himself and the

Chief Consul, and in which the latter, it is said,

repeatedly expressed his determination to invade

this country. Dr. Valpy's alteration of “King

John,' or ‘England invaded,” shortly to be ex

hibited at Covent-Garden, contains several high

.º and animated passages, which will aſ

ord the public an opportunity of expressing the

indignation and contempt which this menace of

Bonaparte must excite in the breast of every

Englishman.”

Surely there must be passages in the

“Hungarian Daughter,” or indeed in every

judiciously composed play, which might af.

ford an audience an opportunity of express

ing every sort of sentiment that might be

popular at the time.
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What Sir Lucius O'Trigger calls “a

pretty quarrel” is always an assistance to a

book; so is a prosecution, or an execution.

For example, an officer of rank was tried for

alleged disobedience of orders, and acquit

ted. He ordered three thousand copies of

his trial to be printed, fifty to be distributed

amongst his friends. At the end of a few

months, being in want of cash, he went to

settle with his booksellers. The account

was very simple. Debtor—the cost of pa

per, printing, and advertising. Creditor—

fifty copies given away; sixteen sold ;

2934 on hand, and ready to be delivered to

the author. “Why, how can this be,” he

exclaimed, “when five editions of Byng's

trial were sold in a fortnight !” (“Very

true, sir, but the Admiral was shot.”

As an author may naturally wish to enjoy

his immortality, it will hardly answer to get

shot or hanged in striving for it; but a little

persecution might be endured. The author

of some satirical verses on the Chancellor

Maupeon, in 1775, wrote as follows from

England, where he had been compelled to

take refuge— -

“My LoRD—I have never wished for more

than 3000 francs a year; my first song,

which displeased you so much, has gained

me—simply because it displeased you—a

capital of 30,000 francs, which, placed out

at five per cent, makes half of my sum.

Pray, show the same resentment against the

new satire I send you; this will complete

the revenue to which I aspire, and I promise

you I will write no more.”

It is generally thought that authors have

gained in respectability since they ceased to

depend on patrons, and looked solely to the

public for support. The gain is extremely

problematical when so many are found re

sorting to the most shameless arts of puffery;

and the practice of begging subscriptions is

nearly as rife as ever.

“He for subscribers bails his hook,

And takes your cash, but where's the book?

No matter where; wise fear, you know,

Forbids the robbing of a foe;

But what, to move our private ends,

Forbids the cheating of our friends?”

It is also not uncommon to find the Court

Circular announcing the presentation of Mr.

So-and-So, to deliver a copy of his book;

and the number of publications forwarded

to her Majesty and Prince Albert has been

so great, that orders have been given to re

ceive none. The author of the “Pleasures

of Hope,” not being aware of the regulation,

and actuated by a genuine spirit of loyalty,

wrote a note proposing to present a copy of

the last edition of his works. The offer was

rather slightingly declined by an officer of

the Household, evidently unacquainted with

the works, claims, or reputation of the wri

ter, who was not the man to be put down in

this manner. He took care that the matter

should be mentioned to the Queen herself,

who instantly caused her acceptance of the

offer to be notified in the most complimen

tary and gracious terms.

The Puff collusive, as described in the

“Critic,” has been constantly employed, of

late, to aid the sale of fashionable Novels

and Memoirs, like those attributed to Lady

Charlotte Bury.

“The Puff collusive is the newest of any; for

it acts in the disguise of determined hostility. It

is much used by bold booksellers and enterpri

sing poets. An indignant correspondent observes

that the new poem calledj. Cotillion,or

Proserpina's Fête-Champêtre, is one of the most

unjustifiable performances he ever read! The se

verity with which certain characters are handled

is quite shocking ! And, as there are many des

criptions in it too warmly colored for female del

icacy, the shameful avidity with which this piece

is bought by all people of fashion is a reproach

on the taste of the times, and a disgrace to the

delicacy of the age Here you see the two strong

est inducements are held forth; first, that nobody

ought to read it; andº that every body

uses it; on the strength of which the publisher

boldly prints the tenth edition before he had sold

off the first, and then establishes it by threaten

ing himself with the pillory, or absolutely indi

ting himself for scan mag.’

We cannot quit this branch of the subject

without alluding to the extraordinary device

hit upon by De Foe, to assist the sale of a

book which had fallen still-born from the

press. . With this view, he published a

pamphlet entitled, “The True History of

the Apparition of one Mrs. Weal, the next

day after her death, to me, Mrs. Bargrave,

at Canterbury, the 8th day of September

1705, which Apparition recommends the peru

sal of Drelincourt's Book of Consolation

against the Fears of Death.” He contrived

to give such an air of reality to the narra

tive, that it was universally believed; and

a dead person's opinion of a book on death

being deemed infallible, the whole impres

sion was rapidly sold off.

The advertisements of north-country

schools were amusing documents until the

public became familiar with Do-the-boys'

Hall and Mr. Squeers; since which they

have become diminished in numbers and

moderated in tone. The following was

probably concocted before JWicholas JWick

elby—

“To YouNg WomeN.—Wanted, in a genteel

private Seminary for young gentlemen, a young

person of respectability, ſully competent to the
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charge and entire superintendence of twenty-five

little boys. She must be able to instruct them in

reading, spelling, writing, and the rudiments of

history and geography. She will be expected to

give her constant attention to the children; and,

as the manners and deportment of young boys

are matters of importance, it is requisite that she

shall have moved in a genteel society. She will

be expected to remain in the Establishment, on

approval, for the first three months without sal

ary, but her washing will be found her. If she

stops after that period, her salary will be twenty

five pounds a-year, when she must find her own

laundress. She will have to wash the children's

faces and hands every morning, and walk out

twice with them daily; to keep their wardrobes

in repair, and mend their stockings in the eve

ning, after which her time will be her own, and

she will mix with the family. On Saturdays she

will have to comb their Head: with the small

tooth comb, and after the servant has washed

their feet, she will cut their toe-nails; but on no

account must she chastise the children—the la

dies of the Establishment reserve to themselves that

rivilege, having a peculiar method of their own.

n matters of this sort it is best to be explicit;

and therefore it is right to mention, that during

the Christmas and Midsummer vacations she

will be allowed three weeks to visit her friends,

but will not be permitted to be absent on any

pretence during the half-years. She will have

the advantage of visiting the parish church twice

on a Sunday with the children, and hearing them

say their prayers every morning and evening.

Unexceptionable references will be required as

to temper, character, and respectability. Ad

dress, post-paid, L. L. 51, Poultry.”

Here is another, little less exacting—

“A Cook-Housemaid, or Housemaid-Cook is

wanted, for the service of a single gentleman,

where only one other, a man-servant, is kept.—

The age of the woman wanted must not be less

than 25, nor more than 40 years; and it is re

quisite that she should be equally excellent in

the two capacities of cook and housemaid. Her

character must be unexceptionable for sobriety,

honesty, and cleanliness. The sobriety, how

ever, which consists in drinking deep without

staggering, will not do ; nor will the honesty

suffice which would make up for the possible

absence of pilfering by waste. Neither will the

cleanliness answer which is content with bust

ling only before the employer's eyes—a sure

symptom of a slattern. The servant advertised

for must be thoroughly and truly cleanly, hon

est, and sober. As it is probable that not a drab

out of place who reads this advertisement but

will be ſor imposing herself, though perhaps in

capable of cooking a sprat, and about as nice as

a Hottentot, all such are warned not to give

themselves useless trouble. On the other hand,

a steady, clean woman, really answering the

above description, will, by applying as below,

hear of a place not easily equalled in comfort;

where the wages are good and constantly in

creasing, and where servants are treated as fel

low-creatures, and with a kindness which, to the

discredit of their class, is seldom merited. Per

sonal application to be made, from one to three

o'clock, to Mr. Dawers, perfumer, No. 16, Cra

ven Street, Strand.”

“Where are you going t” said George

Selwyn to an acquaintance. “To see a

friend.” “Well, I’ll go with you, for I

never saw one yet.” It seems that his cu

riosity might have been gratified with little

difficulty—

“It is the general desire of princes and opu

lent men to live friendless—they gain obsequi

ousness, adulation, and dependents, but not

friends; the sycophants that surround them dis

appear when the lure that attracted them is lost:

beguiled by blandishments, deceived by hypoc

risy, and lulled by professions, they do not dis

cover imposture th adversity detects it. The

evil is unbounded—they never obtain a sincere

opinion, whether regarding pecuniary embar

rassment or domestic dissension—in any per

plexed and unhappy event they receive no coun

sel but that ...; benefits the sinister views of

him who gives it. Of what advantage is fortune

if it transforms friends into parasites, and we are

to live in constant delusion; or, isolated and se

cluded, we must exist like hermits, to shun inter

course with our fellow beings, and escape perfidy ?

One whose affluence precludes. Wino

has proved himself undaunted in danger and un

shaken in fidelity, proffers his friendship to him

who deserves it, and will know how to appreci

ate it;-his reading has not afforded mere ab

stract knowledge, but has been rendered auxili

ary for a vast intercourse with the living world;

years have furnished experience, reflection has

improved it; his advice and aid he hopes is not

insignificant, be the station of him who requires

them ever so elevated. As there can be no in

dependence where there is not equality of cir

cumstances, no one of inferior condition can be

noticed.”

From the zeal with which the following

advertisement was repeated day after day,

it is to be presumed that the writer was in

earnest—

“To INDEPENDENT GENtleMEN.—WANTED,

by a respectable, modest young man, who can

produce a cubic yard of testimonials, a living

without a master—that is, he wishes to become

a companion to some gentleman, and be his fac

totum. He can ride, shoot, sing, fish, (but never

better than his patron, without he is wanted,)

keep accounts, see that servants do their duty,

do twenty other things equally necessary in this

life, and make it his whole duty to please and be

pleased. Any one seriously wishing such a per

son, may address, post-paid, to Z., to be left at

41, Haymarket.”

It is much to be regretted that led Cap

tains have gone out of fashion. This gen

tleman would have made an excellent one.

A marriage advertisement is now gener

ally regarded as a hoax; but a prospectus

put forth a year or two ago by a Mr. and

Mrs. Proudfoot, looked like business, and

was certainly not intended as a joke. It
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professes to be composed for this worthy

couple by a clergyman of the Church of

England and graduate of the University of

Oxford. He begins thus—

“The success which in other countries has at

tended Establishments for the purpose of promo

ting Matrimonial Alliances, first inspired the idea

of undertaking a similar project here. It is well

known that in the cities of France, Holland, and

Germany, such Establishments exist, and have

been, for a long course of years, productive of

the greatest benefit. If, in the comparativel

limited circle of the population of these cities, it

has been found advantageous that means of in
troduction to that state of life which the language

of religion styles ‘holy,” and the voice of aſſ ages

and nations pronounces to be “honorable,' should

be rendered easy of access—how much more

necessary must they not appear in such a popu

lation as that of London, the very vastness of

which acts only as a barrier against the forma

tion of intimacies or friendships? It is prover

bial, that people may live here all their lives in

utter ignorance of their next door neighbor; and

the experience of every one will suggest to him

how narrow and circumscribed are the limits of

the circle in which he moves.”

Something of the sort has certainly exist

ed at Paris. In a country where matches

are frequently made up by the families or

friends of the parties, without much regard

to prior inclination on either part, it is no

great step to call in the assistance of stran

gers. One instance has become notorious.

Monsieur Lafarge procured his wife through

a marriage-broker; but possibly Mr. Proud

foot will not thank us for the precedent.—

The clergyman, after a few judicious obser

vations on the artificial state of society, and

the difficulty which is experienced by young

ladies, particularly clergymen’s daughters,

in finding husbands, proceeds to describe

the constitution of the establishment—

“It is conducted by a gentleman and his wife,

both persons of the highest character, respecta

bility, and connexions. They have separate

houses at some distance from each, at which the

husband gives interviews to gentlemen, and his

wife to ladies. The negotiations are conducted

in conformity with printed rules, from which not

the slightest deviation will be allowed, and every

thing is managed in a manner which cannot

offend the most fastidious delicacy, or deter the

most easily excited diffidence. It is quite impos

sible that ladies or gentlemen applying to the

establishment can see each other, until a meeting

be finally and satisfactorily arranged, and all

effects of idle curiosity are effectually checked.

The rules are to be purchased for ten shillings--

the price is set upon them for no other reason

than as some guard against the thoughtless, the

idle, or the ill-disposed—at Mr. Proudfoot's, 63,

Mortimer Street, Cavendish Square, and they

entitle the purchaser to a speedy interview. In

these rules will be found a thorough explanation

of the whole system, which, the Director is hap

py to say, is succeeding in a manner far beyond

his most sanguine expectations.

“In conclusion, he has only to add, that unti

ring zeal and implicit secrecy may be depended

upon, both upon . own part and on that of his

lady. He reflects with much pleasure, that he

has been already instrumental in procuring hon

orable connexions and sincere happiness to

many, who otherwise might have spent their

days in degrading attachments, or unhappy ne

glect; and as he knows that his own feelings are

ure and spotless, he can fearlessly assure any

ady or gentleman, whose eye this may meet,

that there is nothing in the slightest degree im

proper or indecorous in their employing him as

an humble agent in endeavoring to guide them

prosperously in taking what must always be

considered the most important step in life.’

This prospectus was put into circulation

two or three years ago. An advertisement

which appeared within the year, proves the

continuance, if not the prosperity, of the

establishment—

“MAtriMoniAl Alliance.—The Pamphlets,

Rules, and Regulations of this Establishment,

for promoting MATRIMONIAL Alliances, may be

obtained by applying to A. B., care of Mr. Proud

foot, 63,M. Street, Cavendish Square.—

Price of the pamphlet, 1s. The Portfolio of

February is now ready, containing letters from

gentlemen in every sphere of life, possessing

property from £400 to £3000 per annum, and

may be purchased or inspected by ladies, free of

charge, at the agent's, 63, Mortimer Street, as

above.”

The favor shown to ladies is sufficiently

exemplified by the fact, that the portfolio,

which they are allowed to inspect gratis, is

charged two guineas to gentlemen.

A single specimen of the regular matri

monial advertisement may be allowed—

“WANTED–A Young Lady, about 17 or 21

years of age as a wife. She must be well ac

quainted with the necessary accomplishments of

such ; she must understand washing and ironing,

baking bread, making good coffee, roasting beef,

veal, etc., boiling a fowl, broiling a fish, making

tarts, plum-puddings, and desserts of all kinds,

preserving fruits and pickles, expert with the

needle, keeping a clean and snug house ; must

know reading, writing, and arithmetic; never

been in the habit of attending the ball-rooms;

she must have been taught true and genuine

principles of religion, and a member in a Church

of good standing. She must not be addicted to

making too free use of her tongue, such as re

eating any report that is injurious to her neigh

or; or using any taunting language to any

person about her house. Any lady finding her

self in possession of the above accomplishments,

will please address to Alphonso. It will not be

required that she should exercise all those requi

sites unless a change in fortune should take

place, at which time it will be necessary, in order

to live with such economy as to prevent a tres

pass on our friends, whose frowns and caprices

we otherwise must endure, which every man of
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noble mind will despise. At present, she shall

have a coach and four at her command, servants

in abundance, a house furnished in the first

modern style; shall always be treated with that

tender affection which female delicacy requires,

and nothing shall be wanting that will be neces

sary to contribute to her happiness.”

Our next, we well remember, excited no

inconsiderable sensation among the fair—

“Count SARsfield Lucan, lineal descendant

of the royal line of Lorraine and Capets, and

other Sovereigns of Europe, desires to join in an

alliance of marriage with a Lady whose qualit

and abilities will enable her to support the ran

and titles she will obtain by this honorable alli

ance. Address to Count Sarsfield Lucan, Poste

Restante, à Paris.”

The next may also be placed under the

head of matrimony—

“RUN Away from PATRick M’DALLAGH.—

Whereas my Wife, Mrs. Bridget M’Dallagh, is

again walked away with herself, and left me

with her four small children, and her poor old

blind mother, and nobody else to look after house

and home, and, I hear, has taken up with Tim

Guigan, the laine fiddler—the same that was put

in the stocks last Easter for stealing Barday

Doody's gamecock.-This is to give notice, that

I will not pay for bite or sup on her or his ac

count to man or mortal, and that she had better

never show the marks of her ten toes near my

home again. “PATRick M'DALLAgh.

“N. B.-Tim had better keep out of my sight.”

An advertisement for Rats and Weeds

will be admitted to be an anomaly—

“WANted IMMEDIAtely, to enable me to

leave the House which I have for these last five

tears inhabited, in the same plight and condition

in which I found it, 500 Live RATs, for which I

will gladly pay the sum of £5 sterling; and, as

I cannot leave the Farm attached thereto in the

same order in which I got it without at least

Five Millions of Docks, Dockens (weeds), I do

hereby promise a further sum of £5 sterling for

said number of Dockens. (Signed)

“Dated 31st October 1816.

“N. B.-The Rats must be full grown, and no

cripples.”

This was a thoroughly conscientious ten

ant, fully aware of the obligations imposed

upon him by the ordinary covenant, to leave

the premises in the same state of repair in

which he found them. This covenant, by

the way, suggested the chief objection to

Lady Riº Wortley Montagu's favorite

scheme, for putting the marriage contract

on the same footing as a lease, and making

it for seven, or fourteen years at the pleas

ure of the parties. “How,” asked Mr.

Cheney, “is the gentleman to put the lady

into good and tenantable repair at the end of

the time?”

Sir Joshua Reynolds is reported to have

scraped more than one Titian bare to the

canvass, and analyzed the scrapings, in the

hope of discovering the secret of that great

master in coloring ; but it seems that the

required richness and mellowness of tone

might have been obtained at a cheaper rate,

by scraping or pounding a mummy—

“EGYPTIAN MUMMY For PAINTING..—Those

who practise the superior style of oil-painting,

may be supplied with a perfectly genuine Egyp

tian Mummy in its original state, at Mr. Hawe's,

chemist, Longacre.”

Fashion has varied as much with regard

to the canine race as in any other object of

feminine fancy or caprice—

“Just come from FlandERs.-Some of the

most beautiful Dogs, of the Lion, Spanish, and

Dutch breeds, so very small that ladies may put

them in their muffs or pockets.

“N. B.-Some all white.”

This is clearly a different race of animals

from those now in favor, which Landseer is

immortalizing.

The superstition connected with cauls is

well known—

“A Child's Caul to be disposed of particu

larly recommended to persons going to the Con

tinent on pleasure or business, officers in his

Majesty's navy, merchants, trading to the East
an est Indies, and all otherp. of the globe,

being exposed to the danger of the seas, having

the Caul in their possession, their life will most

assuredly beº: preserved from any similar

danger that recently befell those unfortunate per

sons at Rochester. Address by letter only, pre

paid, to Mr.W., Temple Chambers, Falcon Court,

Fleet Street.”

What could be the motive of the individ

ual who inserted this 1–

“WANTED, a Second-HAND Coat-of-ARMs

of her Royal Highness the Princess Augusta.—

Address, post-paid, to A. B., 13, Skinner Street,

Snow Hill.”

A friend recently arrived from Calcutta

has given us a specimen of the kind of com

position produced by the blending of the

Irish with the Oriental style. The native

liveliness of the writer appears to have been

little, if at all, affected by the locality—

“Notice.—Mr. W. M'Cleish begs to state to

his friends and the public, that he has received

by the most recent arrivals the Prettiest Waist

coat Pieces that ever were seen: really it would

be worth any gentleman's while even to look at

them. It surpasses his weak understanding, how

man, who is|. of a woman and full of trouble,

could invent such pretty things; it strikes him

forcibly that the patterns and texture must have

been undoubtedly invented by some wise philos

opher.”

“Ladies, although my shop'ssmall, I pray you won't

fear,

I turned out my pelisses, the first of the land sure

may wear;



1843.] 13
The Advertising system.

If they are not well finished, or the best of trim

mings,

I will undertake to eat backs, breasts, sleeves, and

linings.”

“No. 39, Cossitollah (Calcutta.) Jan. 4, 1824.”

Innumerable advertisements may be tra.

ced to vanity; but we have only met with

one that implies the entire absence of it—

“ARtificial Teeth—Lost, about fourteen

or fifteen days since, fixed in bone, from four to

six in number. Whoever will bring or send them

on Wednesday next, at twelve o'clock precisely,

to Mr. Mickham, tobacco and snuff manufactu

rer, 180, Fleet Street, will receive half-a-guinea

for the trouble.”

It is not uncommon to hear a wealthy cit

izen, or retired grazier, when complimented

on his daughter's proficiency on the Piano,

observe, that she ought to play well, for she

had cost him a mint of money. Henceforth

there will be no occasion for an extravagant

outlay—

“Music.—An extraordinary opportunity for

being instructed in music either in town or coun

try. The advertiser has found out a method by

which he teaches to play on either the pianoſorte,

violin, or guitar, in theº: manner, by

only the practice of one single lesson, which he

does on 4. most reasonable terms.”

It really makes one tremble to think of

the consequences to society if an engage

ment of this sort could be fulfilled.

Our collection would be clearly incom

plete without a specimen of the old Lottery

advertisements—

“A laughable circumstance occurred at the

Opera House a few evenings since. The Hon

orable Mrs. H C—, in the confusion that

takes place in the lobby on quitting the theatre,

dropped her reticule, and was some minutes be:

fore she regained it; when, on looking at its con

tents, she exclaimed, ‘I have lost my duplicates!'

This created surprise, not that the company had

any doubt when the lady pledged her word, but

they thought she had pledged her jewels. How

ever, on inquiry, it was found that the lost dupli

cates were Two Tickets of one number (which

she had purchased that evening) in the Lottery

to be drawn the next Tuesday; luckily she soon

after found them, and anticipated getting £20,000,

as she had procured then at a well-known office

at Charing-Cross.”

We quote the following, for the sake of

its naiveté—

“MAY THE WINGs of Extravagance be Clip

Ped by The Scissors of EconoMy—Was the

constant toast of a person who knew very well

the value of a sixpence. To all good economists

would Romanis wish to be recommended, though

but a bad practitioner himselſ, (he is a little like

the clergy—‘Don’t do as I do, but asſieſ you to

do.”) hen you want real good Stockings at a

low price, come to the Sign of the Regent, 33 in

Cheapside—there you have them in perſection,

and I am certain sixpence in a pair is worth sav

ing; and any one that is possest of the least

spark of parsimony will give their assent. Fru

gality is certainly a good thing—it enables a

people to pay tares—-to pay their armies—to

thresh the }}...”. make peace on good

terms—-to extend commerce—to make people

live long and comfortable:

“For Stockings,

“Romanis against the whole World, at his

Mart, 33, Cheapside.”

Mr. Romanis understands the character

of his countrymen. Who could refrain from

buying stockings at a shop where such

temptations are held out 1 We only wish

another Romanis would appear to enable us

to pay the income-tax.

The following appeared about twenty

years ago: The time is important, as Mr.

Monkton Hall might chance to be brought

to the bar of the House of Commons and

questioned by the member for Bath—

“Elevated AND IMPortANT SEAt.-A man

of honor and fortune may immediately obtain

an Elevated Seat, upon liberal terms. Address,

with real names, to Mr. Monkton Hall, No. 7, St.

James's Place.”

The next illustrates the audacity with

which the law against gambling was defied

in the good old times of Faro—

“FARo At Routs.-As ſaro is the fashionable

circular game in the hautton, to prevent the com

pany from being sunk into melancholy by whist

parties, a gentleman of unexceptionable honor

will, on invitation, do himself the honor to at

tend the rout of any lady, nobleman, or gentle

man with a Faro Bank, and adequate funds from

500 to 2000 guineas. Address to G. A., Esq., at

Mr. Harding's, Piccadilly, nearly opposite Bond

Street. N. B.-This will not be advertised again.”

The art of talking with the fingers was

once in great repute, but lost its value as

soon as it became general—

“The Digitalian LANGUAGE.-I have had an

opportunity for some time of communicating to

the world my acquirements in this science; hav

ing thought that language distinct from speech

would be both useful and desirable to ladies in

the higher circles; but at the present moment,

when the tongue is likely to be curtailed of its cre

atire function, it may, perhaps, be more particu

larly, as well as generally necessary. I there

fore do myselſ the honor to inform ladies and

gentlemen who may be desirous to acquire this

new mode of conversation, that the attainment

of it is by no means arduous, and by receiving

their commands will be waited on, and particu

larly explained by, ladies and gentlemen, your

obedient servant, - . HAYEs.

“No. 11, St. Clement's Churchyard. Mr. H.

will wait on the ladies, iſ requested.”

The words in italics enable us to fix the

date of this gentleman's announcement.—

He evidently flourished about the time of
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what were called the late Lord Londonder

ry's Gagging Bills.

Our rupture with China naturally put tea

dealers on their mettle, and many elderly

females invested a large portion of their sa

vings in Souchong, in order to be provided

against contingencies. Captain Pidding oc

cupied a conspicuous place amongst the in

terested alarmists, and made the most of the

panic–

“KE-shin, ‘the DREADED hour.”

“If there be anything in a name, that of Ke

shin, the Chinese commissioner nominated to

meet Elliot at Canton, is, in its Chinese definition

given above, ominous of sad results our pre

vious knowledge of Ke-shin's opinion of the

best ‘Mode of Managing the English,” gives us

reason to “dread the hour' when he shall sit in

judgment upon English commerce. Ke-shin, in

''. addressed to the Emperor in Dec.

1838, recommends him to “put an entire stop to

all ſoreign intercourse for ten years, when,” he

says, “the English will pay gold and silver for

tea and rhubarb.’ ‘The foreigners,’ says Ke

shin, “subsist, day by day, upon beef and mutton,

and erery day after meals they take this divine

medicine, i. e. tea and rhubarb, in order to get a

motion in their bowels.” This is the advice of

Ke-shin, the most influential minister at the

Court of Pekin, and now appointed Examiner

of the English.”

Ke-shin's policy may be read with a smile,

but “mutato nomine, de te (in a double

sense) fabula narratur.” It is an exact im

itation of Mr. Percival's, who gravely enu

merated the straitening of their materia med

ica as one of the inconveniences likely to

incline the French to peace. The inimita

ble Peter Plymley has embalmed the mem

ory of this plan–

“At what period was this great plan of con

quest and constipation fully developed 7 In

whose mind was the idea of destroying the pride

and the plasters of France first engendered?

Without castor oil they might for some months,

to be sure, have carried on a lingering war;

but can they do without bark? Will the people

live under a Government where antimonial

powders cannot be procured?, Will they bear

the loss of mercury 7 “There's the rub.” De

pend upon it, the absence of the materia medica

will soon bring them to their senses, and the cry

of Bourbon and Bolus burst forth from the Baltic

to the Mediterranean.”

Sir Lucius O'Trigger, after very properly

laying before Bob Acres the chances of a

fatal result, inquires: “How, if that should

be the case, would you choose to be pickled

and sent home 1 Or would it be the same

to you to lie here in the Abbey 1. I’m told

there is very snug lying in the Abbey.”—

This is much the style in which the propri

ety of choosing a Cemetery is pressed upon

the public by rival companies. The one

expatiates on snuglying in a quiet situation;

the other on picturesque lying in a roman

tic one; whilst both agree that no time is

to be lost, if the purchaser partakes of the

same feeling as the Somersetshire squire,

who strictly enjoined his heir to bury him

in a field with his favorite dog and best

horse, so that, when the last trump sound

ed, the horse might enable him to get a good

start, and the dog keep off the crowd.

When Sir Lucius spoke of “snug lying,”

he spoke without the fear of resurrection

men before his eyes. Since his time, a new

source of apprehension has sprung up, from

which none of us can be altogether free,

unless we think and act like old Dr. Mon

sey, (old enough to know better, for he was

more than ninety when he died,) who di

rected his body, after undergoing dissec

tion, to be crammed into a box with holes,

and flung into the Thames. As many, par

ticularly women, feel a sort of creeping and

shivering at the idea of a post-mortem exam

ination, they may not be sorry to hear that

there is a mode of averting this exposure—

“PATENT Coffin For THE security of the

DEAD.—As the time has arrived when the grave

robbers commence their depredations, the pro

prietors beg leave to inform the public, that the

Patent Coffins are on such a principle as to pre

vent their being opened, and that they hare been

generally approved by the great number of ladies

and gentlemen who have seen them.”

An assembly to inspect coffins must have

been a grave spectacle.

The advertisement of Tanner's pens is a

curiosity of the first water. It is headed

by a shower of mottoes—

, Il ſaut saisir l'occasion aux chevaux.

“Probatum est—Bona fide—Utile dulce—Ne

lus ultra-Summumbonum–Credenda. Upon

improved, self-renovating, philosophical princi

ples.

“Il faut casser le noyau pour avoir l'amande,

Il n'y a que le premier pas qui coute.’”

Then comes the philosophical explanation

of the instrument—

“Depicting ideas into vision in the portraiture

of conception, by legible characters, is the noblest
invention of which mankind can boast,and such is

the characterisic reputation of this beautifully fin

ished instrument, in accomplishing with perſec

tion the above desired object—indeedno pen ever

shed fluid with such pre-eminent qualities, which

its excelsitudinal station sufficiently attestates;

therefore Richard Tanner is proud to acknow

ledge that a discerning public has presented the

most gratifying tribute to its merits in an exten

sive and still increasing consumption.

“But yet you draw not iron, for my heart

Is true as steel, that bends with gratitude.”

Finis coronat opus.

“Richard Tanner's celebrated, resplendent,

unparagoned, caligraph, incomparable, pre-emi
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nently approved graphometrical, prophylactic,

parallel, trichotomical, coadjuvant pliancy, un

paralleled, self-renovating, ever-pointed, emend

ated, denticuled, spheroidical, transilient rectifi

cations, mathematically serrated, of octagonal

angulations, amalgamated of almadine, zigzag,

magnetic, trigonal, oblong, four-springed Tan

nerian Pens.”

This is hardly worthy Mr. Tanner. Any

one can write down a string of hard words

at random. But the large and respectable

class of the community who refused to con

sume home-made sugar, will be compelled,

by the following paragraph, to forswear the

employment of the quill—

“The stripping of geese, as practised in Lin

colnshire and Cambridge, reflects a reproach on

the imperial despot of the world, as wift as upon

our moral and philosophical pretensions, which

are accounted the most perfect and excellent to be

imagined, and this cruelty is apologized for b

utility; but what plea can be offered for suc

preposterousness, whilst creation is agonized

and tortured in order to afford a scanty supply of

that which Art abundantly furnishes us, and this

of super-excellent qualities. Were a disciple of

Descartes to witness the streams of impurpled

dye, and the half-expiring contortions of these

birds, he would recant alliance to that vain rea

soner; however, the intelligent majority form a

powerful rampart in our favor, who, by their

example and influence, produce more charity

than volumes of human eloquence. The geese

are plucked five times a-year for feathers and

quills: the first of which is at Lady-day, and the

same renewed four times between that and

Michaelmas; the old ones submit quietly to the

operation, but the young are cery noisy and un

ruly. I observed that goslings of six weeks old

were not spared this bleeding process, to habitu

ate them early to what they were to come to. . If

the season prove cold, numbers hereof die by this

barbarous savage custom. I recently addressed

one of the operators, who complained, with affected

sensibility, how difficult it was to possess the plu

mage without the life 1 which the expiring contor

tions of several birds indicated. Cannot the Sci

ence of Writing be improved and increased with

out inflicting such violence 7 The Roman and

Spartan historians descant upon their jurispru

dence code, advocating greater lenity to the

dumb than to man; and in the present refined

state of society, we anticipate the system of mer

cy (i.e. the use of Tanner's Pens) to be adopted

#. and this hope of reformation arises

rom the intelligent majority, who recognise and

respect the feelings of creation that vibrate in

owrselves, and who endeavor by practice to les

sen the preponderation of torture imposed on its

happiness. But Great Britain, rich in arts and

sciences !’

The abruptness of the concluding apos

trophe proves Mr. Tanner to be no mean

proficient in rhetoric, though the gram

matical structure of his sentences might

be improved. The argument ad misericor

diam is unanswerable, and will probably

bring not only steel pens but iron beds

into general use immediately. Can any

thing be urged in defence of the present

system of plucking 1 . It has been said that

the geese get used to it, and that it even be

comes an agreeable excitement towards the

latter period of their lives; like the flesh

brush, or hair-glove, employed to quicken.

the circulation of old men. But the kin

dred fallacy regarding eels was formally de

molished by Mr. Bentham in his very last

pamphlet, entitled Boa Constrictor :-"The

eel,” said the sage, “is not used to be skin

ned successively by several persons; but

one and the same person is used successive

ly to skin several eels.” Use cannot avail

the goose in his first and worst plucking ;

and it must be a consciousness of this that

makes the young ones so “very noisy and

unruly.” The complaint of the operator re

minds us of the fishmonger who was over

heard cursing an eel for not lying still.

Neither is the behavior of the elderly

geese a proof that they do not suffer pain,

any more than the composure of Guatimo

zin was a proof that he was really on a bed

of roses. The Strasburg goose is fixed

near a great fire, with its feet nailed upon a

plank, crammed with food, and deprived of

drink; yet “when he reflects that his

liver, bigger than himself, loaded with truf

fles, and clothed in a scientific paste, will,

through the instrumentality of M. Corcellet,

diffuse, all over Europe the glory of his

name, he resigns himself to his destiny, and

suffers not a tear to flow.” A Lincoln

goose may surely equal a Strasburg goose

in fortitude, when he reflects that his down

may form the couch of beauty, and the

noblest productions of genius be transmit

ted to posterity by his quill.

Mr. Tanner's pens are classified by num

bers, from which the purchaser is recom

mended to select. No. 5, is the Fine Ladies'

Pen ; No. 6, is the Solicitor's Pen. The

other numbers are distinguished by the

hardness or softness of the instrument.

Mr. Tanner is also the sole inventor of a

wonderful ink, the only ink which can be

used with his pens without disgracing them:

“Tobago Permanent Anti-corrosive Limpid

Ink, and Immarcessible Atramental Fluid–That

facilitates writing by flowing from the pen in a

certain gradual stream to the paper, obviating

the unpleasant obstruents which are so justly

º of in other inks.

“Unmindful of controvertists, we declare that

this succedaneum must supersede all others!

Why? For obvious reasons. During a Five

years' residence in the island of Tobago, I ob

served the sudden exsiccative effect that the cli

* Almanach des Gourmands.
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mate produced upon Inks imported: this induced

me to experiment upon the indigenous plants,

woods, and barks there, in which, after a length

ened perseverance, I discovered ingredients that

produced a cerulean atramental Limpid Fluid,

and which preserved its fluency without ab

sorption under the sun's verticality; the trans

cendent superiority hereof stands unparalleled in

the annals of record, for resisting arefaction, re

fluents, concretion, sediment, tenacity, greasi

ness, and every chemical and atmospherical

agent, and for combining denigration, limpid

ness, permanency, fluidity, to perfection. The

possessed written documents, performed with

the same seven years since, will abundantly de

monstrate this Credenda.”

A late member for Southwark was once

pleased to talk of a phenomena in the House

of Commons. “This Credenda” may be

justified on the same principle. We hope

Mr. Tanner will be sent for five or seven

years to some other island, for ink has not

yet been brought to perfection.

The advertisement of “Goodman's Wale

Sauce” is a regular literary olio, a sort of

prolusio academica, as much within our crit

ical jurisdiction as Dr. Hawtrey's Trilogy,

in which the same sentiments are clothed

in three languages. Mr. Goodman's inven

tion is celebrated in four; English, French,

German and Italian. The English, we learn

from good authority, is from the able pen

of “Buller of Brazennose,” a well known

contributor to Blackwood's JMagazine. It

seems that Mr. Goodman differs in one res

pect from Homer. His birthplace is well

known, being Uffington in Berkshire. The

first stanza places this fact beyond dispute—

“Dear is the vender's native town,

Though cheap this product of his skill;

Here Alſred battled for his crown,

And graved his white horse on our hill.”

Does the writer mean that Uffington is

dear to Mr. Goodman, or dear in opposition

to cheap 1 Did Alfred bury his horse, or

ºve its figure on the hill We pro

ceed—

“Our hill, of pic-nic spots the chieſ,

Where fair ones, couch'd on flowery moss,

Enjoy our matchless vale-fed beef

Married to Goodman's matchless sauce.

The bold Uffinga's bones repose xx

Beneath our ancient Minster's cross;

On our rich soil the mushroom grows

That lends a zest to Goodman's sauce.”

The first of these verses throws a pleasing

light on the habits of the Uffington beauties,

who, it appears, eat beef reclining on moss,

like Roman beauties on their cubicula. The

second rather indiscreetly discloses a main

ingredient in the condiment.

“Great Condé's cook fell on his sword,

Despairing at his fish-cart's loss;

A proof that Condé's princely board

ck'd such resource as Goodman's sauce.

For when cold scraps provoke his spleen

On washing-day, the husband cross

Shall wear again a brow serene,

Soothed by a taste of Goodman's sauce.”

Madame de Sévigné tells us that Watel fell

upon his sword because the sea-fish did not

arrive in sufficient quantities, despairing not

at the non-arrival of one but many fish-carts;

and we do not exactly see how Mr. Good

man's sauce could have averted the catas

trophe, unless indeed it could convert pike

and perch into sole and turbot, or (which is

the same thing) make it impossible to dis

tinguish one from the other. The for is

rather bold, though warranted by the prac

tice of modern poets.

“The goose that on our Ock's green shore

Thrives to the size of Albatross,

Is twice the goose it was before,

When washed with Neighbor Goodman's sauce.

And ye, fat trout and eels may feed

Where Kennet's silver waters toss,

Proud are your Berkshire hearts to bleed

When drest with Goodman's Prime Wale

Sauce.”

The concluding invocation is beyond all

praise. The readiness of the Kennet trout

and eels to bleed for the honor of Berk

shire, is only to be paralleled by the Stras

burg goose aforesaid, who was probably in

the mind of the poet.

In the second volume of his “American.

Notes,” Mr. Dickens gives some pages of

advertisements like the following—

* RAN Away, Negress Caroline.—Had on a

collar with one prong turned down.”

“RAN Away, the Negro Ham.—Has a ring

with iron on his left foot. Also, Gresi, his wife,

bearing a ring and chain on the leſt leg.”

“RAN Away, a Negro Woman and two child

ren; a few days before she went off I burnt her

with a hot iron on the left side of the face. I

tried to make the letter M.”

“R.AN Away, a Negro named Arthur.—Has a

considerable scar across his breast and each arm,

made by a knife: loves to talk much of the good

ness of God.”

This man Arthur must be as complete an

optimist as “Candide's" tutor. It is impos

sible not to agree with Mr. Dickens, that

such a state of things is disgraceful to a

country which claims to be considered the

greatest and most enlightened in the world;

but we regret, that, with so many unanswer

able topics within his reach, he should have

rested the chief strength of his argument

on a fallacy. It is a fallacy to attribute

duelling, as practised in the slave-holding

states, or many other brutal practices that

prevail in them, to slavery. The Greeks

and Romans did not fight duels, nor was it

customary for the planters in our own sugar

islands to shoot or stab each other in their

Houses of Assembly.



1843.] 17THE ADVERTISING SYSTEM.

In the volume of Essays by which the

same gifted author, under the signature of

“Boz,” first fixed the attention of the pub

lic, is an Essay on gin-shops, at the com

mencement of which he takes occasion to

mention the liability of trades to run stark

staring mad, periodically.

We will cite two or three cases in illustration

of our meaning:—Six or eight years ago the

epidemic began to display itself among the linen

drapers andiº. The primary symp

toms were, an inordinate love of plate-glass, and

a passion for gas-lights and gilding. The dis

ease gradually progressed, and at last attained a

fearful height; quiet, dusty old shops in different

parts of town werej. spacious pre

mises, with stuccoed fronts and gold letters, were

erected instead; floors were covered with Turkey

carpets; roofs supported by massive pillars;

doors knocked into windows; a dozen squares of

glass into one ; one shopman into a dozen; and

there is no knowing what would have been done,

if it had not been fortunately discovered, just in

time, that the commissioners of bankrupts were

as competent to decide such cases as the com

missioners of lunacy, and that a little confine

ment and gentle examination did wonders. The

disease abated. It died away; and a year or

two of comparative tranquillity ensued. Sudden

ly it burst out again among the chemists; the

symptoms were the same, with the addition of a

strong desire to stick the royal arms over the

shop door, and a great rage for mahogany, var

nish, and expensive floor-cloths. Then the ho

siers were infected, and began to pull down their

shop-fronts with frantic recklessness. The mania

again died away, and the public began to con

gratulate themselves upon its entire disappear

ance, when it burst forth with tenfold violence

among the publicans and keepers of wine-vaults.

From that moment it has spread among them

with unprecedented rapidity, exhibiting a conca

tenation of all the previous symptoms; and on

ward it has rushed to every part of the town,

knocking down all the old public houses, and de

positing splendid mansions, stone balustrades,

rosewood fittings, immense lamps, and illumin

ated clocks, at the corner of every street.”

These are the standing advertisements of

blue, and other sorts of ruin, “liquid fire

and distilled damnation,” as the late Robert

Hall was accustomed to denominate the re

freshments that are sold in them under such

a tempting variety of names —“The Cream

of the Valley,” “The No Mistake,” “The

Regular Flare Up,” “The Butter Gin,”

“The Genuine Bread Gin,” &c. The Bread

Gin probably suggested the well-known

baker's advertisement, “Bread with the Gin

in it.”

Unfortunately the madness of speculation

is not confined to trades. There are strong

grounds for suspecting that the classes most

removed from the risk of infection, have

been bitten by it. The majority of the suffer

ers by Mr. &º. bankruptcy were Clergy
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men, who had intrusted him with large sums

upon the faith of the most preposterous

statements; and Sir C. F. Williams (the

bankrupt commissioner) took occasion to

make reflections on the proneness of the

ºlºgy to be led astray by the filthy love of

ucre.

The Political Economists suffered most

from the failure of the United States Bank.

The losses incurred by other instances of

American insolvency and bad faith were

pretty equally distributed; nor can any one

be blamed for not supposing that such a

barefaced system of robbery would be at

tempted by States pretending to the honors

or advantages of civilization.

The top of the second column of the

Times is devoted to advertisments of the

pathetic, appealing, interesting, remonstrat

ing, despairing, or denouncing order—

“For God’s sake return or write.—Do, dear

est Billy, do.”

“F—y and M—e are implored to return to

their home andsorrowing parents.-E.”

“To Charles.—What can be the good of

plaguing us? At all events, you might give us

a line.”

“Thus I sue for forgiveness. The writer

is desired to return immediately to the port at

which he shipped himself; he will go to an inn

andº himself instantly by letter, addressed

to A. B., 5, Museum Street, Bloomsbury, who

will there see him ; or he can write an uncle, (a

new, but idiomatic expression.) He will com

municate his wishes.”

“How can C. T. prefer wandering amongst

strangers to a quiet and virtuous home? If he

will come back, the greatest care shall be taken

of him during his mental aberrations.”

“To R. E. L.-You have only a week more.

Repent and reform within this time, or we cast

you off for ever.”

The two following are well known—

“If William will return to his affectionate

parents, he shall not be snubbed by his sister,

and be allowed to sweeten his own tea.”

“To M. N.—If you don't choose to comeback,

please to return the key of the tea-caddy.”

These are probably paid at a high rate.

Indeed, no sort of sentiment is cheap. Dr.

H. called at the Times office to inquire the

charge for inserting the death of a relation.

A surly clerk said, ten shillings. Dr. H.

remonstrated, and said he had only paid

seven shillings for the last: “Oh,” said the

clerk, “that was a common death, but this

is sincerely regretted.” “Well, my friend,”

said the Doctor, laying down the ten shil

lings, “your executors will never be put to

that expense.”

We wish the “sincerely regretted” cost

ten times as much ; for nothing can be more
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preposterous than such a mode of paying

compliments to the merits of a dear defunct.

The bare fact is the most touching of rec

ords; and we have heard that Mrs. Norton's

beautiful ballad of “The Exile's Return,”

was suggested by the plain announcement

of the death of a young man on his return

from India, in the Downs.

The following are rich specimens of this

sort of necrological eloquence. The widow

of an eminent composer states, that “He

has left this life, and gone to that blessed

place where only his harmony can be ex

ceeded.” The widow of a famous pyro

technist adopts the idea with a variation:

“He is gone to that blessed place where only

his fireworks can be exceeded.” Still more

expressive is the parting tribute to the merits

or demerits of a Jamaica slave-driver: “He

is gone to a place where he will find little

difference either in the climate or the com

plexion of the company.”

The labor English people undergo to ap

pear fashionable, or something else which

they are not, is the constant subject of sa

tirical reflection on the Continent. The

most ludicrous fictions are founded on this

supposed weakness. For example—

“There exist in the suburbs of London, estab

lishments which are called “Splashing-Houses,”

(maisons d'éclaboussures.) A man of fashion,

who possesses neither houses, lands, nor kennels,

but who has credit with his tailor, announces to

all his acquaintance that he is about to leave

town for a few days’ hunting. He quits the

sumptuous hotel in which he lodges at the west

end, gives notice that he will be absent eight or

ten days, and hides himself in an obscure inn sit

uate in the other extremity of the city. The

proper moment having arrived, he dresses him

É. an entire and complete hunting costume of

the newest ſashion. That done, he gets into a

hackney-coach and drives to a “splashing

house,” where, for the moderate sum of seven

shillings, he is splashed from head to foot. These

establishments have mud from all the counties,

particularly those of them renowned for hunting,

and are provided, moreover, with a wooden

horse. . The attendant who performs the func

tions of ai. asks, with the utmost gravity,

if the gentleman desires to return from Bucking

hamshire—from Staffordshire—from Derby

shire, &c. When our “fashionable” has made

his choice, he mounts the automaton quadruped,

which, by the most ingenious mechanism, raises

his hind and fore-legs, ambles, trots, gallops, and

bespatters his rider with as much mud, and with

the same regularity, as could a real horse cross

ing the fields in full chase. The operation ter.

minated, the elegant gentleman, his cutting-whip

in his hand, reascends Bond Street, Regent

Street, Piccadilly, Pall-Mall, &c., and thus im

P. all the world with the belief that he has

een one of a superb hunting party.—Almanach

Prophetique for 1843.

We made diligent inquiries for this estab

lishment, but in vain. It is certain, how

ever, that many gentlemen parade the streets

in fixed spurs who never possessed a horse,

and would find it no easy matter to stick to

him if they had one. “Jack Brag” paid so

much a year for the rent of a few square

inches of a door in Grosvenor Street, that,

by aid of a brass plate, he might gain

the credit of living there; and if we turn

to the “Court Guide,” and read over the

names of those who are supposed to live at

the first-rate hotels, we shall find several

who have no better claims to a well-sound

ing address than our friend Jack. A still

more curious fancy was that of a wealthy

tradesman, who bore so striking a resem

blance to the late Duke of Devonshire, that

his grace's most intimate friends often bow

ed to his double, by mistake. It was this

man's pleasure to dress exactly like the

Duke, and then stroll through Pall-Mall and

St. James's Street, for the purpose of re

ceiving as many of these mistaken marks of

attention as he could. We know an artist

of reputation who dresses as the conqueror

of Waterloo; Count d'Orsay has three or

four doubles; and there are few Park

equestrians who have not been cheated out

of a respectful bow by Mrs. L.'s fraudulent

imitation of the royal carriage and outrid

ers.

Every one has heard the story of the man

who, when Pitt inquired what could be

done to forward his interests, simply re

quested the Prime Minister to bow to him

in public. There was some sense and

knowledge of the world in this request;

nor was it altogether an unmeaning affecta

tion in Brummell, when, in reply to a noble

man of the highest rank who accused him

of inveigling his son into a disreputable

gambling transaction, he exclaimed,—

“Really, I did my best for the young man.

I once gave him my arm all the way from

White's to Watiers’.” The value still set up

on modish or nobleacquaintance is provedby

the pages of the .Morning Post ; where we

are informed that Mr. Thompson has just

returned from a visit to the Duke of >

or that Mr. Jackson entertained a distin

guished party (naming the best of the per

sons invited) at his mansion in Portland

Place; each of these insertions costing from

seven to ten shillings. Sometimes an as

pirant kindly incurs the same expense to

inform us how he intends to dispose of

himself during the next month or two.

None of the learned professions are alto

gether free from charlatanry; and the Med

ical profession, after making all due allow
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ance for popular prejudice, must be admit

ted to contain a great deal. In fact, a young

man commencing the practice of physic,

must be very singularly (we will not say

happily) constituted, if he does not find it

advisable to appear different in some res

pects from what he is. An extreme gravity

of deportment is indispensable; and it is

generally deemed expedient to wear spec

tacles. We have even heard it contended

that a physician ought to begin, where oth

ers are content to leave off, by setting up a

carriage and a wife. He ought not to go to

church above once a quarter, and then be

called out in the middle of the sermon or

the communion service. He should ride or

drive remarkable horses, so that bystanders

may exclaim “There goes Dr. ;” and

he should never attend, or never stay out a

dinner-party until his reputation is firmly

established ; when his being seen mingling

with the world will rather add to his fame,

by making people wonder how he manages

to do so many things at once. An oddness

or surliness of manner has succeeded in two

or three remarkable instances, but of late

years has been rather overdone.

In the Standard of the 7th November,

1842, among the regular advertisements this

will be found—“Dr. Granville is returned

for the season to his residence in Piccadilly

from the Continent, and a professional tour

in the north of England.”

This was probably intended for insertion

amongst the “fashionable movements,” and

slipped into its actual position by mistake.

At all events, it must not be regarded as a

precedent. Physicians who wish to an

nounce their arrival, should do so indirectly,

in the manner of the late Dr. Brodem. #.

was in the habit of exhibiting a magnificent

gold snuff-box inlaid with diamonds (or

Bristol stones), which (he said) was a pre

sent from an Emperor. An advertisement

appeared in a Salisbury paper, stating that

the box had been left in the chaise which

brought Dr. Brodem to the hotel, and offer

ing five hundred guineas for its recovery.

A friend calling on him just afterwards, be

gan condoling with him on the loss of his

box, when the doctor produced it from his

pocket and requested the visitor to take a

pinch. “Sare, it was no lose at all,” (his

accent and idiom were slightly foreign,)

*—dis was one little drick to make you know

I was come.” Surely Dr. Granville could

have lost one of his foreign orders for the

nonce, instead of scandalizing the whole

College of Physicians by an advertisement.

Members of the Bar are more under the

surveillance of the body, which is exceed

ingly jealous of its dignity. Still, there is

truth in the remark incidentally hazarded by

the sagacious Peter Peebles, when he is

describing the effect produced by the call

ing on of his cause. “A” the best lawyers

in the house fleeing like eagles to the prey,

some because they are in the cause, and

some because they want to be thought en

gaged—for there are tricks in other trades

by selling muslins.” A Barrister whose

briefs are like angel's visits, must make the

most of them when they do come, and gloss

over the deficiency by a show of active oc

cupation when they do not. Some contrive

to keep up the delusion without any briefs

at all, by a sedulous attendance in the

Courts, or rather in the adjoining robing

rooms and coffee-houses, though the initiat.

ed are well aware that this, intellectually

considered, is a most deteriorating sort of

idleness. The only allowable mode of ad

vertising is one instanced by Lord Broug

ham—the publication or even announce

ment of a book, which has been sadly over

done, and now affords slight prospect of

success. When Lord Loughborough first

joined the English Bar, he solicited Mr.

Strahan, the printer, to get him employed

in city causes. The propriety of such con

duct being doubted in Dr. Johnson's pres

ence, he declared—“I should not solicit

employment as a lawyer, not because I

should think it wrong, but because I should

disdain it.” Professional etiquette is quite

clear upon the point; any canvassing for

business, particularly amongst attorneys, is

denounced under the denomination of hug

gery. As some of the rules adopted for the

prevention of this offence have been ridi

culed on the score of undue fastidious

ness, we are tempted to extract a defence

of them by Mr. Sergeant Talfourd, from

his admirable Essay on the Bar, recently

republished in America amongst his Mis

cellanies—

“Men who take a cursory view of the profes

sion, are liable to forget how peculiarly it is situ

ated in relation to those who distribute its busi

ness. These are not the people at large; not

even the factitious assemblage called the public;

not scholars, nor readers, nor thinkers, nor ad

miring audiences, nor sages of the law, but

simply Attorneys. In this class of men are, of

course, comprised infinite varieties of knowledge

and ofworth; many men of sound learning and

honorable character; many who are tolerably

honest and decorously dull; some who are acute

and knavish; and more who are knavish with

out being acute. Respectable as is the sta

tion of attorneys, they are, as a body, greatly in

ferior to the Bar in education and endowments;

and yet, on their opinion, without appeal, the ſate

of the members of the profession depends. It
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can scarcely be matter of surprise that they do

not always perceive, as by intuition, the accu

rate thinking, the delicate satire, the playful fancy

or the lucid eloquence, which have charmed a

domestic circle, and obtained the applause of a

college, even if these were exactly the qualities

º: to their purposes. They will never, in

deed, continue to retain men who are obviously

unequal to their duty; but they have a large

portion of business to scatter, which numbers

greatly differing in real power can do equally

well; and some junior business, which hardly

requires any talent at all. In some cases, there

fore, they are virtually not only judges but pa

trons, who, by employing young men early, give

them not merely fees, but courage, practice, and

the means of becoming known to others. From

this extraordinary position arises the necessity of

the strictest etiquette in form, and the nicest hon

or in conduct, which strangers aré apt to ridicule,

but which alone can prevent the Bar from being

prostrated at the feet of an inferior class.”

Among the varied qualities of advertise.

ments, we must not forget the bold person

ifications contained in them. The other

day we saw one from a musical composer,

who proposed to make a musical circuit for

the purpose of giving concerts—“Wanted,

Five voices, who will be boarded and kept

at the expense of the Advertiser.” In anoth

er, the friends of a youth desirous of ap

prenticing him, add—“No chemist need

apply, or any very laborious employment.”

Sometimes the language is calculated to en

courage surmises that cannot be intended.

Thus:–“PARTNER WANTED.—Any person

who can command from £2000 to £3000,

may join the advertiser in his business, the

principal of which is for transportation.”

Equally striking, though in a different way,

was what appeared newly painted over a

shop-door in Exeter one Sunday morning a

few years since : “Mrs. M. deals in all sorts

of Ladies—” The whole place was in a

commotion; a special meeting of the Dean

and Chapter was convened by the Bishop,

and a summons to attend the Ecclesiastical

Court was ordered to be served the next

morning; but when the apparitor presented

himself at the door of the culprit, he found

a painter in the act of adding “Wearing

Apparel.” . The mischief had been occa

sioned by the painter's leaving his job half

finished on the Saturday. Fortunately both

for him and Mrs. M., Dr. Philpotts was not

then the Bishop.

Foreigners naturally enough make strange

mistakes when they try their strength in

English. We saw posted up in a shop win

dow in the Rue de St. Honore—“Here they

spike the English.” M. Boulangeat once

circulated the following card in two lan

guages—

“Au Gout des Parſums, Rue du Temple près

Ste. Elizabeth.

“Boulangeat, Parſumeur du Prince de Galles,

à Londres, tient Magazin de tout ce quiconcerne

la Parſumerie, la Ganterie, juste prix à Paris.”

“On the Perfume's Taste, Temple Street, near

St. Elizabeth.

“Boulangeat, Perſumer from the Prince of

Wales, at fio. keep a Magazine, from all

what the whole perfumerie relate, at the first

price.”

The following appeared in the English

Newspapers, verbatim et literatim—

“I, Jean de Merion, bein trow necessité oblige

to teach la langue Francaise to du peuple, I be

glad you send your child's à moi. }. ãº:

toder ind, Second Street. All my leisiere hour

I make sausage à vend. Oh! I forget to tell

how much I ave for teach de school ; 4 crowns

a quarter for teach de plus polite langue of Eu

rope.”

There is hardly any art of civilized life

in which we have not been anticipated by

the Chinese. They have carried the art of

advertising to a high degree of perfection;

but we can only afford room for a speci

men. The original document, which has

been literally translated for this Journal,

formed the envelope of an ink-bottle—

“Very good ink, very fine, very old shop;

grandfather, father, and myself make this ink;

fine and hard ; picked out very fine and black, be

fore and now. Sell very good ink. Prime cost is

very dear. This ink is heavy; so is gold; no one

can make like it; the others that make ink

do it for money and to cheat. I only make it

good for a name. Plenty of gentlemen know

my ink. My family never cheat. Always a

good name. I make ink for the Emperor and all

the mandarins round. All gentlemen must come

to my shop and know my name.

“UNGWANCHI Locce.”

Notwithstanding the eloquence displayed

in the composition of the various printed

appeals to the public, few speculators rest

satisfied without calling in the aid of the

pencil, to point and illustrate the flights and

fancies of the pen. Thus the wonder

working powers of “Holloway's Ointment”

are brought home to the meanest apprehen

sion by a tablet, at the top of which stands

an Esculapius distributing pots or boxes to

a gentleman in a brown coat on crutches, a

gentleman in a blue coat with a bandaged

leg, a lady in a yellow shawl who is making

wry faces, and a little boy in a puce-color

ed jacket who has lost his hair. At the

bottom, in one corner, stands a finely-dress

ed woman, with a blue scroll, inscribed,

“Cancer, Burns, and Scalds,” worn like the

ribbon of the Garter; in the opposite cor

ner, is a finely-dressed woman wearing a red

ribbon (like the order of the Bath,) inscrib

ed “Lumbago, Bunions, and Soft Corns.”
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Oldridge’s “Balm of Columbia” is recom

mended by two pictorial embellishments; in

one, an Amazon, with hair reaching below

the girdle, is leaning on a bow, to the end

of which is attached a streamer, with “For

the Hair” printed on it; in the other, the

Falls of Niagara appear in that fullness of

grandeur which so many aspirants in the

line of “fine writing” have painfully taxed

their powers to portray.

“Balm of Syriacum” again, is stamped

in large letters on the girdle of Fame, who

is blowing her trumpet over the heads of

various respectable8. employed in

restoring their “nervous and debilitated

constitutions” with the medicine. A bear,

worthy of Schneyder, surmounts a list of

testimonials to the efficacy of Bear's Grease;

and Atkinson's Infant Preservative, “of

which forty thousand bottles are annually

disposed of,” is forced on public attention

by the portrait of aº in the act of

pouring the anti-Malthusian fluid down the

throat of a struggling baby with a spoon.

English artists complain that they are not

encouraged; and the utmost the legislature

has been able to do for them of late years,

is to create or confirm a copyright in de

signs for calicoes. Surely their genius

would range more freely in the almost

boundless field of advertisement. As for

degradation, there is none. Canova came

out in butter ; in other words, he first at

tracted notice by a design for an ornament

in butter, required for the centre of a sup

er-table. Who can say that the next P.

. A. may not owe the patronage of a dis

cerning public to a fancy-piece, illustrating

the healing properties of Antibilious Pills,

or the beautifying effects of Kalydor 1

Space permitting, we would endeavor to

trace the progress of the Advertising Sys

tem through the other leading countries of

Europe, if only for the purpose of showing

how it has invariably kept pace with the

progress of intellect. The best things are

often most liable to be perverted to the

worst purposes; and constant exposure to

the assaults of charlatanry is probably a

part of the price we must be content to pay

for the blessings of education and the free

dom of the press. #. then comes the

question, how, or where is all this to end ?

Are we to sink back into stolid indifference

with each his bushel over his light, or to

rush madly through the streets announcing

our merits and pretensions—as Boswell ran

about at the Shakspeare festival with “Cor

sican Boswell” inscribed upon his hat 1 We

have had speculations enough regarding

the advantages of living in the Palace of

Truth. Lord Bacon says, “A mixture of

lies doth ever add pleasure. Doth any man

doubt, that, if there were taken from men's

minds vain opinions, flattering hopes, false

valuations, imaginations as one would say,

and the like vinum Daemonum, (as a Father

calleth poetry,) but it would leave the minds

of a number of men poor shrunken things,

full of melancholy and indisposition, and

unpleasing to themselves 1” It would now

be more to the purpose to inquire, what is

likely to be the effect of living in an atmos

phere of falsehood"—where nobody says

what he means, or means what he says—

where every thing is seen through the

smoked glass of interest, or the Claude

Lorraine glass of flattery—where copper

gilt passes current for gold, and Bristol

stones for diamonds of the first water—

where the best and wisest may come in

time to resemble the maniac, who mistakes

his straw chaplet for a crown. Those who

feel confident in the strength of their heads

may follow up this train of speculation.

For the present, we will rest satisfied with

having supplied the materials and suggested

it; since our most strenuous efforts to solve

the problem have simply brought us to that

disagreeable state of the mental faculties in

which—

“Thinking is but an idle waste of thought,

And nought is every thing, and every thing is

nought.”

LINES

Iby the REv. M. VICARY.

From the Dublin University Magazine.

TheRE is a bark unseen in which we glide,

Above the billows of life's stormy sea,

As buoyant as the sea-bird on the tide—

Though dangers thicken round, from fear as free.

The winds may freshen, and the lightning play,

At midnight streaming o'er the briny deck;

Yet in this airy bark we speed away,

Certain of port, secure from rock and wreck.

She laughs at th' elemental war; and the wild wave

Dashes itself against the prow in vain :

A hand directs the helm that well can save,

And bid be hushed each doubting fear again.

There is a land, a fair and happy land,

Where all are welcome on her friendly coast:

No surges break upon that sunny strand,

But each dark care in pleasure pure is lost.

There sorrow's fountain pours no crystal store;

Grief has no sigh, the heart no gnawing pain–

The mind no torture, and the eye weeps no more

There smiles the captive o'er his broken chain.

Such is the clime we seek, and such the sail:

For it, from home all willingly we're driven.

Guide us, thou friendly star!—breathe, gentle gale !

For that fair bark is Hope—that land is Heaven!
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IMAG1NARY CONVERSATION.

BY WALTER SAWAGE LANDOR.

From Blackwood's Magazine.

sandt and kotzebue.

Sandt.—GeneBALLY men of letters in our

days, contrary to the practice of antiquity,

are little fond of admitting the young and

unlearned into their studies or their society.

Kotzebue.—They should rather those than

others. The young must cease to be young,

and the unlearned may cease to be unlearn

ed. According to the letters you bring with

ou, sir, there is only youth against you.

n the seclusion of a college life, you ap

pear to have studied with much assiduity

and advantage, and to have pursued no

other courses than the paths of wisdom.

Sandt—Do you approve of the pursuit 1

Kotzebue.—Who j. not 2

Sandt.—None, if you will consent that

they direct the chase, bag the game, inebri

ate some of the sportsmen, and leave the

rest behind in the slough. May I ask you

another question ?

Kotzebue.-Certainly.

Sandt.—Where lie the paths of wisdom 1

I did not expect, my dear sir, to throw you

back upon your chair. I hope it was no

rudeness to seek information from you !

Kotzebue.—The paths of wisdom, young

man, are those which lead us to truth and

happiness.

Sandt.—If they leads us away from for

tune, from employments, from civil and

political utility; if they cast us where the

powerful persecute, where the rich trample

us down, and where the poorer (at seeing

it) despise us, rejecting our counsel and

spurning our consolation, what valuable

truth do they enable us to discover, or what

rational happiness to expect? To say that

wisdom leads to truth, is only to say that

wisdom leads to wisdom; for such is truth.

Nonsense is better than falsehood; and we

come to that.

Kotzebue.—How 1

Sandt.—No falsehood is more palpable

than that wisdomleads to happiness—I mean

in this world; in another, we may well in

deed believe that the words are constructed

of very different materials. But here we

are, standing on a barren molehill that

crumbles and sinks under our tread ; here

we are, and show me from hence, Won Kot

zebue, a discoverer who has not suffered

for his discovery, whether it be of a world

or of a truth—whether a Columbus or a

Galileo. Let us come down lower: show

me a man who has detected the injustice of

a law, the absurdity of a tenet, the malver

sation of a minister, or the impiety of a priest,

and who has not been stoned, or hanged, or

burnt, or imprisoned, or exiled, or reduced

to poverty. The chain of Prometheus is

hanging yet upon his rock, and weaker limbs

writhe daily in its rusty links. Who then,

unless for others, would be a darer of wis

dom? And yet, how full of it is even the

inanimate world ! We may gather it out

of stones and straws. Much lies within the

reach of all: little has been collected by

the wisest of the wise. O slaves to passionſ

O minions to power! ye carry your own

scourges about you ; ye endure their tor

tures daily; yet ye crouch for more. Ye

believe that God beholds you; ye know that

he will punish you, even worse than ye

punish yourselves; and still ye lick the dust

where the Old Serpent went before you.

Kotzebue.—I am afraid, sir, you have

formed to yourself a romantic and strange

idea, both of happiness and of wisdom.

Sandt.—I too am afraid it may be so. My

idea of happiness is, the power of commu

nicating peace, good-will, gentle affections,

ease, comfort, independence, freedom, to all

men capable of them.

Kotzebue.—The idea is, truly, no humble

One.

Sandt.—A higher may descend more se

curely on a stronger mind. The power of

communicating those blessings to the capa

ble, is enough for my aspirations. A stronger

mind may exercise its faculties in the divine

work of creating the capacity.

Kotzebue.—Childish! childish!—Men have

cravings enow already; give them fresh

capacities, and they will have fresh appe

tites. Let us be contented in the sphere

wherein it is the will of Providence to place

us; and let us render ourselves useful in

it to the utmost of our power, without idle

aspirations after impracticable good.

Sandt.—0 sir! you lead me where I trem

ble to step; to the haunts of your intellect,

to the recesses of your spirit. Alas! alas !

how small and how vacant is the central

chamber of the lofty pyramid 1

Kotzebue.—Is this to me !

Sandt.—To you, º and many mightier.

Reverting to your own words; could not

you yourself have remained in the sphere

you were placed in 1

Kotzebue.—What sphere 1 I have written

dramas, and novels, and travels. I have

been called to the Imperial Court of Russia.

Sandt.—You sought celebrity.—I blame

not that. The thick air of multitudes may

be good for some constitutions of mind,

as the thinner of solitudes is for others,
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Some horses will not run without the clap

ping of hands; others fly out of the course

rather than hear it. But let us come to the

point. Imperial courts! What do they

know of letters ? What letters do they

countenance—do they tolerate 1

Kotzebue.-Plays.

Sandt.—Playthings.

Kotzebue.—Travels.

Sandt.—On their business. O ye paviors

of the dreary road along which their can

non rolls for conquest' my blood throbs at

every stroke of your rammers. When will

ye lay them by ?

Kotzebue.—We are not such drudges.

Sandt.—Germans ! Germans ! Must ye

never have a rood on earth ye can call your

own, in the vast inheritance of your fathers?

Kotzebue.-Those who strive and labor,

gain it; and many have rich possessions.

Sandt.—None; not the highest.

Kotzebue.—Perhaps you may think them

insecure; but they are not lost yet, although

the rapacity of France does indeed threaten

to swallow them up. But her fraudulence

is more to be apprehended than her force.

The promise of liberty is more formidable

than the threat of servitude. The wise

know that she never will bring us freedom;

the brave know that she never can bring us

thraldom. She herself is alike impatient of

both ; in the dazzle of arms she mistakes

the one for the other, and is never more

agitated than in the midst of peace.

Sandt.—The fools that went to war

against her, did the only thing that could

unite her ; and every sword they drew was

a conductor of that lightning which fell

upon their heads. But we must now look

at our homes. Where there is no strict

union, there is no perfect love; and where

no perfect love, there is no true helper.

Are you satisfied, sir, at the celebrity and

the distinctions you have obtained 1

Kotzebue.—My celebrity and distinctions,

if I must speak of them, quite satisfy me.

Neither in youth nor in advancing age—

neither in difficult nor in easy circumstan

ces, have I ventured to proclaim myself the

tutor or the guardian of mankind.

Sandt.—I understand the reproof, and re

ceive it humbly and gratefully. You did

well in writing the dramas, and the novels,

and the travels; but pardon my question,

who called you to the courts of princes in

strange countries 1

Kotzebue.-They themselves.

Sandt.—They have no more right to

take you away from your country, than to

eradicate a forest, or to subvert a church

in it. You belong to the land that bore you,

and were not at liberty—(if right and liber

ty are one, and unless they are, they are

good for nothing)—you are at liberty, I re

peat it, to enter into the service of an alien.

Kotzebue.-No magistrate, higher or low

er, forbade me. Fine notions of freedom

are these !

Sandt.—A man is always a minor in regard

to his fatherland; and the servants of his

fatherland are wrong and criminal, if they

whisper in his ear that he may go away,

that he may work in another country, that

he may ask to be fed in it, and that he may

wait there until orders and tasks are given

for his hands to execute. Being a German,

you voluntarily placed yourself in a position

where you might eventually be coerced to

act against Germans.

Kotzebue.-I would not.

Sandt.—Perhaps you think so.

Kotzebue.—Sir, I know my duty.

Sandt.—We all do; yet duties are trans

gressed, and daily. Where the will is weak

in accepting, it is weaker in resisting. Al

ready have you left the ranks of your fel

low-citizens—already have you taken the

enlisting money and marched away.

Kotzebue.—Phrases! metaphors! and let

me tell you, M. Sandt, not very polite ones.

You have hitherto seen little of the world,

and you speak rather the language of books

than of men.

Sandt.—What! are books written by some

creatures of less intellect than ours? I

fancied them to convey the language and

reasonings of men. I was wrong, and you

are right, Won Kotzebue ! They are, in

general, the productions of such as have

neither the constancy of courage, nor the

continuity of sense, to act up to what they

know to be right, or to maintain it, even

in words, to the end of their lives. You are

aware that I am speaking now of political

ethics. This is the worst I can think of the

matter, and bad enough is this.

Kotzebue.-You misunderstand me. Our

conduct must fall in with our circumstances.

We may be patriotic, yet not puritanical

in our patriotism, not harsh, nor intolerant,

nor contracted. The philosophical mind

should consider the whole world as its habi

tation, and not look so minutely into it as

to see the lines that divide nations and gov

ernments; much less should it act the part

of a busy shrew, and take pleasure in giv

ing loose to the tongue, at finding things a

little out of place.

Sandt.—We will leave the shrew where

we find her: she certainly is better with

the comedian than with the philosopher.

But this indistinctness in the moral and
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political line begets indifference. He who

does not keep his own country more closely

in view than any other, soon mixes land

with sea, and sea with air, and loses sight

of every thing, at least, for which he was

laced in contact with his fellow men.

et us unite, if possible, with the nearest:

let usages and familiarities bind us: this

being once accomplished, let us confederate

for security and peace with all the people

round, particularly with people of the same

language, laws, and religion. We pour out

wine to those about us, wishing the same

fellowship and conviviality to others: but

to enlarge the circle would disturb and

deaden its harmony. We irrigate the ground

in our gardens: the public road may require

the water equally; yet we give it rather to

our borders; and first to those that lie

against the house! God himself did not fill

the world at once with happy creatures: he

enlivened one small portion of it with them,

and began with single affections, as well as

pure and unmixt. We must have an object

and an aim, or our strength, if any strength

belongs to us, will be useless.

Kotzebue.-There is much good sense in

these remarks: but I am not at all times at

leisure and in readiness to receive instruc

tion. I am old enough to have laid down

my own plans of life; and I trust I am by

no means deficient in the relations I bear to

society.

Sandt.—Lovest thou thy children 1 Oh!

my heart bleeds ! But the birds can fly;

and the nest requires no warmth from the

parent, no cover against the rain and the

wind.

Kotzebue.--This is wildness: this is agony.

Your face is laden with large drops; some

of them tears, some not. Be more rational

and calm, my dear young man! and less

enthusiastic.

Sandt.—They who will not let us be ra

tional, make us enthusiastic by force. Do

ou love your children 1 I ask you again.

# you do, you must love them more than

another man's. Only they who are indiſ.

ferent to all, profess a parity.

Kotzebue-—Sir! indeed your conversation

very much surprises me.

Sandt.—I see it does: you stare, and

would look proud. Emperors and kings,

and all but maniacs, would lose that faculty

with me. I could speedily bring them to a

just sense of their nothingness, unless their

ears were calked and pitched, although I am

no Savonarola. He, too, died sadly

Kotzebue.—Amid so much confidence of

power, and such an assumption of authori

ty, your voice is gentle—almost plaintive.

Sandt.—It should be plaintive. Oh, could

it be but persuasive

Kotzebue.—Why take this deep interest

in me? I do not merit nor require it. Sure

ly any one would think we had been ac

quainted with each other for many years.

Sandt.—What! should I have asked you

such a question as the last, after long know

ing you ?

Rotzebue(aside)—This resemblesinsanity.

Sandt.—The insane have quick ears, sir,

and sometimes quick apprehensions.

Kotzebue.-I really beg your pardon.

Sandt.—I ought not then to have heard

you, and beg yours. My madness could

release many from a worse; from a mad

ness which hurts them grievously; a mad

ness which has been and will be hereditary :

mine, again and again I repeat it, would

burst asunder the strong swathes that fasten

them to pillar and post. Sir! sir! if I en

tertained not the remains of respect for you,

in your domestic state, I should never have

held with you this conversation. Germany

is Germany : she ought to have nothing

political in common with what is not Ger

many. Her freedom and security now de

mand that she celebrate the communion of

the faithful. Our country is the only one

in all the explored regions on earth that

never has been conquered. Arabia and Rus

ria boast it falsely; France falsely ; Rome

falsely. A fragment off the empire of Da

rius fell and crushed her: Walentinian was

the footstool of Sapor, and Rome was bu

ried in Byzantium. Boys must not learn

this, and men will not. Britain, the wealth

iest and most powerful of nations, and, after

our own, the most literate and humane, re

ceived from us colonies and laws. Alas!

those laws, which she retains as her fairest

heritage, we value not: we surrender them

to gangs of robbers, who fortify themselves

within walled cities, and enter into leagues

against us. When they quarrel, they push

us upon one another's sword, and command

us to thank God for the victories that en

slave us. These are the glories we cele

brate; these are the festivals we hold, on

the burial-mounds of our ancestors. Bless

ed are those who lie under them blessed

are also those who remember what they

were, and call upon their names in the holi

ness of love. -

Kotzebue.—Moderate the transport that

inflames and consumes you. There is no

dishonor in a nation being conquered by a

stronger.

Sandt.—There may be great dishonor in

letting it be stronger; great, for instance,

in our disunion.
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Kotzebue.—We have only been conquered

by the French in our turn.

Sandt.—No, sir, no : we have not been,

in turn or out. Our puny princes were dis

armed by promises and lies: they accepted

paper crowns from the very thief who was

sweeping into his hat their forks and spoons.

A cunning traitor snared incautious ones,

plucked them, devoured them, and slept up
on their feathers.

Kotzebue.—I would rather turn back with

you to the ancient glories of our country,

than fix my attention on the sorrowful scenes

more near to us. We may be justly proud

of our literary men, who unite the suffrages

of every capital, to the exclusion of almost

all their own.

Sandt.—Many Germans well deserve this

honor, others are manger-fed and hirelings.

Kotzebue.—The English and the Greeks

are the only nations that rival us in poetry,

or in any works of imagination.

Sandt.—While on this high ground we

pretend to a rivalship with England and

Greece, can we reflect, without a sinking

of the heart, on our inferiority in political

and civil dignity? Why are we lower than

they ! Our mothers are like their mothers;

our children are like their children; our

limbs are as strong, our capacities are as

enlarged, our desire of improvement in the

arts and sciences is neither less vivid and

generous, nor less temperate and well-di

rected. The Greeks were under disadvan

tages which never bore in any degree on us;

yet they rose through them vigorously and

erectly. They were Asiatic in what ought

to be the finer part of the affections; their

women were veiled and secluded, never vis

ited the captive, never released the slave,

never sat by the sick in the hospital, never

heard the child's lesson repeated in the

school. Ours are more tender, compas

sionate, and charitable, than poets have

feigned of the past, or prophets have an

nounced of the future; and, nursed at their

breasts and educated at their feet, blush we

not at our degeneracy 1 The most indiffer

ent stranger feels a pleasure at finding, in

the worst-written history of Spain, her va

rious kingdoms ultimately mingled,although

the character of the governors, and perhaps

of the governed, is congenial to few. What

delight, then, must overflow on Europe,

from seeing the mother of her noblest na

tion rear again her venerable head, and bless

all her children for the first time united

Kotzebue.—I am bound to oppose such a

project.

Sandt—Say not so; in God's name, say
InOt SO.

Kotzebue.—In such confederacy I see no

thing but conspiracy and rebellion, and I am

bound, I tell you again, sir, to defeat it, if

possible.

Sandt.—Bound ! I must then release you.

Kotzebue.—How should you, young gen

tleman, release me !

Sandt.—May no pain follow the cutting

of the knot! But think again: think better:

spare me !

Kotzebue.—I will not betray you.

Sandt.—That would serve nobody: yet,

if in your opinion betraying me can benefit

you or your family, deem it no harm; so

much greater has been done by you in aban

doning the cause of Germany. Here is your

paper; here is your ink.

Kotzebue.—Do you imagine me an in

former ?

Sandt.—From maxims and conduct such

as yours, spring up the brood, the necessity,

and the occupation of them. There would

be none, if good men thought it a part of

goodness to be as active. vigilant as the

bad. I must go, sir! Return to yourself in

time ! How it pains me to think of losing

you! Be my friend!

Kotzebue.—I would be.

Sandt.—Be a German'

Rotzebue.—I am.

Sandt, (having gone out.)—Perjurer and

profaner! Yet his heart is kindly. I must

grieve for him! Away with tenderness! I

disrobe him of the privilege to!. me Or

to praise me, as he would have done had I

lived of old. Better men shall do more.

God calls them: me too he calls: I will en

ter the door again. May the greater sacri

fice bring the people together, and hold

them evermore in peace and concord. The

lesser victim follows willingly. (Enters

again.)

Turn! die! (strikes.)

Alas! alas! no man ever fell alone. How

many innocent always perish with one guil

ty 1 and writhe longer!

Unhappy children ' I shall weep for you

elsewhere. Some days are left me. In a

very few the whole of this little world will

lie between us. I have sanctified in you the

memory of your father. Genius but reveals

dishonor, commiseration covers it.

ALLAN CUNNINGHAM –Chauntry had caused a

splendid vault to be built for himself, and, with

much kindness, proposed to Allan Cunningham

that he also should be buried in it. “No no,” an

swered Allan, “I’ll not be built over'when I'm dead;

I'll lio whar' the wind shall blow over, and the dai

seys grow upon my grave.”
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THE YOUNG SIBYL.

BY THE LATE ROBERT CHARLES welsH, Esq.

From the Dublin University Magazine.

“This is to be a mortal,

And seek the things beyond mortality.”—MANFRKD.

She gazes on the stars, her dark hair flung

Back from her brow of marble purity;

Her high, pale features wear a holy calm

Intensely beautiful, like Ocean's wave

Reposing in the light of summer's eve

When scarce a sound doth murmur in the breeze.

There is a magic in her lustrous eye

That eloquently speaks—a nameless spell—

Silent yet breathing volumes, and in words

Of mystery revealing that her soul

Holds with each scene of wide magnificence

A rapt communion, peopling the gloomy waste,

Of Solitude with bright imaginings,

And catching from each mount, and vale, and

stream,

The gorgeous visions of her strange romance.

She gazes on the stars, and o'er her soul

(Like voices from the undiscovered shores)

Rush the fond thoughts that in the grave of time

Had slumbered long-memories of the past—

Forgotten hopes—and dreams of vanished years—

The ſame ofgallant heroes, and their deeds

Recorded in the Poet's martial lay,

And chronicles which tell of empires rent

Asunder : and as she gazed, the bright stars

Told their secrets, and ages yet unborn

In dreamy indistinctness shadowed forth

Stole on her ravished sight. Stately cities

That sate majestic in their queenly pride,

Stripp'd of their coronal of towers she saw ;

And the halls where mirth and song re-echoed,

Voiceless as the tomb; and the streets that rang

With shouts of triumph, as the victor's car

Passed on, resembling some lone wilderness;
And o'er each ruined arch and colonnade

Wild wreaths of ivy twined : no echo woke

The strange unearthly stillness of the scene—

It seem'd as if Death's angel spread his wings

O'er the devoted city.

She traced upon

The gleaming tablet of the clear blue sky

The destiny of kings: their grandeur gone

Like the rich sunlight from the crimson cloud

Qſ even ; themselves lone exiles, crownless,

And forgotten as though they ne'er had been,

Young Warriors too, who in the noble cause

Of Liberty unsheath'd their glittering blades,

She saw in myriads falling on the plain

Ofbattle, as leaves before the hollow wind

When sweeping through the red Autumnal woods.

She gazed on Maidens fair and beautiful,

That in celestial loveliness appeared

Like Hebes of the earth; but on their brows

The seal of Death was set, and those voices

Which as the chiming fall of waters were

Most musical, she knew would soon be hushed

For ever !

But as she read the fatal characters

Emblazoned on the starry scroll of Heaven,

A deeper shade of melancholy passed

O'er her pale features, and a pearly tear

Fell from those large dark eyes, and mournfully

She turned from the sad history.

April, 1834.

THE ARISTOCRACIES OF LONDON LIFE.

or Gentility-Mongering.

From Blackwood's Magazine.

The heavy swell was recorded in our last

for the admiration and instruction of remote

ages. When the nineteenth century shall

be long out of date, and centuries in gener

al out of their teens, posterity will revert to

our delineation of the heavy swell with

pleasure undiminished, through the long

succession of ages yet to come; the maca

roni, the fop, the dandy, will be forgotten,

or remembered only in our graphic portrai

ture of the heavy swell. #. the heavy

swell is, after all, a harmless nobody. His

curse, his besetting sin, his monomania, is

vanity tinctured with pride; his weak point

can hardly be called a crime, since it affects

and injures nobody but himself, if, indeed,

it can be said to injure him who glories in

his vocation—who is the echo of a sound,

the shadow of a shade.

The GENTILITY-Mongers, on the contrary,

are positively noxious to society, as well

particular as general. There is a twofold

or threefold iniquity in their goings-on ;

they sin against society, their families, and

themselves ; the whole business of their

lives is a perversion of the text of Scrip

ture, which commandeth us, “in whatever

station we are, therewith to be content.”

The gentility-monger is a family man,

having a house somewhere in Marylebone,

or Pancras parish. He is sometimes a man

of independent fortune—how acquired, no

body knows; that is his secret, his myste

ry. He will let no one suppose that he has

ever been in trade; because, when a man

intends gentility-mongering, it must never

be known that he has formerly carried on

the tailoring, or the shipping, or the cheese

mongering, or the fish-mongering, or any

other mongering than the gentility-monger

ing. His house is very stylishly furnished;

that is to say, as unlike the house of a man

of fashion as possible—the latter having

only things the best of their kind, and for

use; the former displaying every variety of

extravagant gimcrackery, to impress you

with a profound idea of combined wealth

and taste, but which, to an educated eye and

mind only, conveys a lively idea of ostenta

tion. W. you call upon a gentility-mon

ger, a broad-shouldered, coarse, ungentle

manlike footman, in Aurora plushes, ushers

you to a drawing room, where, on tables

round, and square, and hexagonal, are set

forth jars, porcelain, china and delft; shells,

spars; stuffed parrots under bell-glasses;

corals, minerals, and an infinity of trump
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ery, among which albums, great, small and

intermediate, must by no means be forgot

ten.

The room is papered with some splenda

cious pattern in blue and gold; a chandelier

of imposing gingerbread depends from the

richly ornamented ceiling; every variety of

ottoman, lounger, settee, is scattered about,

so that to get a chair involves the right-of

search question; the bell-pulls are painted

in Poonah; there is a Brussels carpet of fla

ming colors, curtains with massive fringes,

bad pictures in gorgeous frames; prints,

after Ross, of her Majesty and Prince Al

bert, of course; and mezzotints of the Duke

of Wellington and Sir Robert Peel, for

whom the gentility-monger has a profound

respect, and of whom he talks with a famili

arity, showing that it is not his fault, at

least, if these exalted personages do not

admit him to the honor of their acquaint

ance.

In fact, you see the drawing-room is not

intended for sitting down in, and when the

lady appears, you are inclined to believe

she never sits down ; at least the full-blown

swell of that satin skirt seems never destin

ed to the compression of a chair. The con

versation is as usual, “Have you read the

morning paper?” meaning the Court Circu

lar and fashionable intelligence; “do you

know whether the Queen is at Windsor or

Claremont, and how long her majesty in

tends to remain ; whether town is fuller than

it was, or not so full; when the next Al

mack's ball takes place ; whether you were

at the last drawing-room, and which of the

fair debutantes you most admire; whether

Tamburini is to be denied us next year !”

with many lamentations touching the pos

sible defection, as if the migrations of an

opera thrush were of the least consequence

to any rational creature—of course you

don’t say so, but lament Tamburini as if he

were your father; “whether it is true that

we are to have the two Fannies, Taglioni

and Cerito, this season; and what a heaven

of delight we shall experience from the uni

ted action of these twenty supernatural pet

titoes.” . You needn't express yourself af.

ter this fashion, else you will shock miss,

who lounges near you in an agony of af.

fected rapture; you must sigh, shrug your

shoulders, twirl your cane, and say “di

vine—yes—hope it may be so—exquisite—

eacquisite.” This naturally leads you to the

last new songs, condescendingly exhibited

to you by miss, if you are somebody, (if no

body, miss does not appear;) you are in

formed that “...My heart is like a pickled sal

mon,” is dedicated to the Duchess of Mun

dungus, and thereupon you are favored with

sundry passages (out of Debrett,) upon the

intermarriages, &c., of that illustrious fami

ly; you are asked whether Bishop is the

composer of “I saw her in a twinkling,” and

whether the minor is not fine 1 Miss tells

you she has transposed it from G to C, as

suiting her voice better—whereupon mam:

ma acquaints you, that a hundred and

twenty guineas for a harp is moderate, she

thinks; you think so too, taking that oppor

tunity to admire the harp, saying that you

saw one exactly like it at Lord ". Lord

that strikes you,) So-and-So's, in St. James's

Square. This produces an invitation to din

ner; and with many lamentations on º:
lish weather, and an eulogium on the cli

mate of Florence, you pay your parting

compliments, and take your leave.

At dinner you meet a claret-faced Irish

absentee, whose good society is a good

dinner, and who is too happy to be asked

anywhere that a good dinner is to be had j a

young silky clergyman, in black curled

whiskers, and a white choker ; one of the

meaner fry of M. P.'s; a person who calls

himself a foreign count; a claimant of a

dormant peerage ; a baronet of some sort,

not above the professional; sundry proprie

ty-faced people in yellow waistcoats, who

say little, and whose social position #.
cannot well make out; half-a-dozen ladies

of an uncertain age, dressed in grand style,

with turbans of imposing tournure ; and a

young, diffident, equivocal-looking gent who

sits at the bottom of the table, and whom

you instinctively make out to be a family

doctor, tutor, or nephew, with expectations.

No young ladies, unless the young ladies of

the family, appear at the dinner parties of

these gentility-mongers; because the mo

tive of the entertainment is pride, not pleas

ure; and therefore prigs and frumps are in

keeping, and young women with brains, or

power of conversation, would only distract

attention from the grand business of life,

that is to say, dinner; besides, a seat at ta

ble here is an object, where the expense is

great, and nobody is asked for his or her

own sake, but for an object either of osten

tation, interest, or vanity. Hospitality nev

er enters into the composition of a gentility

monger; he gives a dinner, wine, and a

shake of the hand, but does not know what

the word welcome means; he says, now and

then, to his wife, “My dear, I think we must

give a dinner;” a dinner is accordingly de

termined on, cards issued three weeks in

advance, that you may be premeditatedly

dull; the dinner is gorgeous to repletion,

that conversation may be kept as stagnant
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as possible. Of those happy surprise invi

tations—those unexpected extemporaneous

dinners, that as they come without thinking

or expectation, so go off with eclat, and leave

behind the memory of a cheerful evening—

he has no idea; a man of fashion, whose

place is fixed, and who has only himself to

please, will ask you to a slice of crimped

cod and a hash of mutton, without ceremo

ny: and when he puts a cool bottle on the

table, after a dinner that he and his friend

have really enjoyed, will never so much as

apologize with, “my dear sir, I fear you

have had a wretched dinner,” or “I wish I

had known: I should have had something

better.” This affected depreciation of his

hospitality he leaves to the gentility-mon

ger, who will insist on cramming you with

fish, flesh, and fowls,till you are like to burst;

and then, by way of apology, get his guests

to pay the reckoning in plethoric laudation

of his mountains of victual.

If you wait in the drawing-room, kicking

your heels for an hour after the appointed

time, although you arrived to a minute, as

every Christian does, you may be sure that

somebody who patronizes the gentility

monger,probably the Honorable Mr. Sniftky,

is expected, and has not come. It is vain

for you to attempt to talk to your host, host.

ess, or miss, who are absorbed, body and

soul, in expectation of Honorable Sniftky;

the propriety-faced people in the yellow

waistcoats attitudinize in groups about the

room, putting one pump out, drawing the

other in, inserting the thumb gracefully in

the arm-hole of the yellow waistcoats, and

talking icicles ; the young fellows play with

a sprig of lily-of-the-valley in a button-hole

—admire a flowing portrait of miss, asking

one another if it is not very like—or hang

over the back of a chair of one of the tur

baned ladies, who gives good evening par

ties; the host receives a great many com

pliments upon one thing and another, from

some of the professed diners-out, who take

every opportunity of paying for their din

ner beforehand; every body freezes with the

chilling sensation of dinner deferred, and

“curses not loud but deep,” are imprecated

on the Honorable Sniſtky. At last, a pro

longed rat-tat-tat announces the arrival of the

noble beast, the lion of the evening; the

Honorable Sniftky, who is a junior clerk in

the Foreign Office, is announced by the foot

man out of livery, (for the day,) and an

nounces himself a minute after; he comes

in a long tailed coat and boots, to show his

contempt for his entertainers, and mouths

a sort of apology for keeping his betters

waiting, which is received by the gentility

monger, his lady and miss, with nods and

becks, and wreathed smiles of unqualified

admiration and respect.

As the order of precedence at the house

of a gentility-monger is not strictly under

stood, the host desires Honorable Sniſtky to

take down miss; and calling out the names

of the other guests, like a muster-master of

the guards, pairs them, and sends them down

to the dining-room, where you find the ne

phew, or family doctor, (or whatever he is,)

who has inspected the arrangement of the

table, already in waiting.

You take your place, not without that ex

cess of ceremony that distinguishes the ta

ble of a gentility-monger; the Honorable

Sniftky, er-officio, takes his place between

mamma and miss, glancing vacancy round

the table, lest any body shonld think himself

especially honored by a fixed stare; covers

are removed by the mob of occasional wait

ers in attendance, and white soup and brown

soup, thick and heavy as judges of assize,

go circuit.

Then comes hobnobbing, with an interlo

cutory dissertation upon a plateau, candela

brum, or some other superfluous machine,

in the centre of the table. One of the pro

fessed diners-out, discovers for the twenti

eth time an inscription in dead silver on the

pedestal, and inquires with well-affected ig

norance whether that is a present ; the gen

tility-monger asks the diner-out to wine, as

he deserves, then enters into a long apolo

getical self-laudation of his exertions in be

half of the CANNIBAL Islands, AborigiNES,

PROTECTION, AND BRITISH SUBJECT TRANs

PortATION Society, (some emigration crimp

ing scheme, in short,) in which his humble

efforts to diffuse civilization and promote

Christianity, however unworthy, (“No, no,”

from the diner-out,) gained the esteem of

his fellow-laborers, and the approbation of

his own con “Shall I send you some

fish, sir?” says the man at the foot of the

table, addressing himself to the Honorable

Sniftky, and cutting short the oration.

A monstrous salmon and a huge turbot

are now dispensed to the hungry multitude;

the gentility-monger has no idea that the

biggest turbot is not the best; he knows it

is the dearest, and that is enough for him; he

would have his dishes like his cash-book, to

show at a glance how much he has at his

banker's. When the flesh of the guests has

been sufficiently fishified, there is an inter

regnum, filled up with another circuit of

wine, until the arrival of the pièces de resis

tance, the imitations of made dishes, and the

usual etceteras. The conversation, mean

while, is carried on in a staccato style; a
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touch here, a hit there, a miss almost every

where; the Honorable Sniſtky turning the

head of mamma with affected compliments,

and hobnobbing to himself without intermis

sion. After a sufficiently tedious interval,

the long succession of wasteful extrava

gance is cleared away with the upper table

cloth; the dowagers, at a look from our

hostess, rise with dignity and decorously

retire, miss modestly bringing up the rear—

the man at the foot of the table with the

handle of the door in one hand, and a nap

kin in the other, bowing them out.

Now the host sings out to the Honorable

Sniftky to draw his chair closer and be

jovial, as if people, after an oppressively ex

pensive dinner, can be jovial to order. The

wine goes round, and laudations go with it;

the professed diners-out inquire the vintage;

the Honorable Mr. Sniſtky intrenches him

self behind a rampart of fruit dishes, speak

ing only when he is spoken to, and glancing

inquisitively at the several speakers, as

much as to say, “What a fellow you are to

talk;” the host essays a bon mot, or tells a

story bordering on the ideal, which he thinks

is fashionable, and shows that he knows

life; the Honorable Sniſtky drinks claret

from a beer glass, and after the third bottle

affects to discover his mistake, wondering

what he could be thinking of; this produces

much laughter from all save the professed

diners-out, who dare not take such a liberty

and is the jest of the evening.

When the drinkers, drinkables, and talk

are quite exhausted, the noise of a piano

recalls to our bewildered recollections the

ladies, and we drink their healths; the

Honorable Sniftky, pretending that it is

foreign post night at the Foreign Office,

walks off without even a bow to the assem

bled diners, the gentility-monger following

him submissively to the door; then return

ing, tells us that he's sorry Sniſtky’s gone,

he's such a good natured fellow, while the

gentleman so characterized gets into his

cab, drives to his club, and excites the com

miseration of every body there, by relating

how he was bored with an old ruffian, who

insisted upon his (Sniftky's) going to dinner

in Bryanston Square; at which there are

many “Oh's " and “Ah's'." and “what

could you expect 1—Bryanston Square l—

served you right.”

In the mean time, the guests, relieved of

the presence of the Honorable Sniftky, are

rather more at their ease: a baronet, (who

was lord mayor, or something of that sort)

waxes jocular, and gives decided indications

of something like “how came you so;”

the man at the foot of the table contradicts

one of the diners-out, and is contradicted in

turn by the baronet; the foreign count is

in deep conversation with a hard featured

man, supposed to be a stockjobber; the

clergyman extols the labors of the host in

the matter of the Cannibal Islands, Aborigi

nes Protection Society, in which his rever

ence takes an interest; the claimant of the

dormant peerage retails his pedigree, pul

ling to pieces the attorney general, who

has expressed an opinion hostile to his pre

tensions.

In the mean time, the piano is joined by

a harp, in musical solicitation of the com

pany to join the ladies in the drawing room ;

they do so, looking flushed and plethoric,

sink into easy chairs, sip tea, the younger

beaux turning over, with miss, books of

Beauty and Keepsakes; at eleven, coaches

and cabs arrive, you take formal leave, ex

pressing with a melancholy countenance

your sense of the delightfulness of the eve

ning, get to your chambers, and forget, over

a broiled bone and a bottle of Dublin stout,

in what an infermal, prosy, thankless, stone

faced, yellow-waistcoated, unsympathizing,

unintellectual, selfish, stupid set you have

been condemned to pass an afternoon, as:

sisting at the ostentatious exhibition of

vulgar wealth, where gulosity has been

unrelieved by one single sally of wit, humor,

good nature, humanity or charity ; where

you come without a welcome, and leave

without a friend.

The whole art of the gentility-mongers

of all sorts in London, and 4 fortiori of their

wives and families, is to lay a tax upon

social intercourse as nearly as possible

amounting to a prohibition; their dinners

are criminally wasteful,and sinfully extrava

gant to this end; to this end they insist on

making price the test of what they are pleas

ed to consider select society in their own sets,

and they consequently cannot have a dance

without guinea tickets, nor a pic-nic without

dozens of champaigne. This shows their

native ignorance and vulgarity more than

enough; genteel people fº upon a plan di

rectly contrary, not merely enjoying them

selves, but enjoying themselves without

extravagance or waste; in this respect the

gentility-mongers would do well to imitate

people of fashion.

The exertions a gentility-monger will

make to rub his skirts against people above

him ; the humiliations, mortifications, snub

bing, he will submit to, are almost incredible.

One would hardly believe that a retired

tradesman, of immense wealth, and enjoy

ing all the respect that immense wealth will

secure, should actually offer large sums of
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money to a lady of fashion, as an induce

ment to procure for him cards of invitation

to her set, which he stated was the great ob.

ject of his existence. Instead of being in

dignant at his presumption, the lady in

question, pitying the poor man's folly,

attempted to reason with him, assuring him

with great truth that whatever might be his

wealth, his power or desire of pleasing, he

would be rendered unhappy and ridiculous,

by the mere dint of pretension to a circle

to which he had no legitimate claim, and

advising him, as a friend, to attempt some

more laudable and satisfactory ambition.

All this good advice was, however,

thrown away; our gentility-monger perse

vered, contriving somehow to gain a pass

port to some of the outer circles of fashion

able life; was ridiculed, laughed at, and

honored with the soubriquet (he was a pi

anoforte maker) of the Semi-Grand 1

We know another instance, where two

young men, engaged in trade in the city,

took a splendid mansion at the West End,

furnished it sumptuously, got some despe

rate knight or baronet's widow to give par

ties at their house, inviting whomsoever

she thought proper, at their joint expense.

It is unnecessary to say, the poor fellows

succeeded in getting into good society,

not indeed in the Court Circular, but in the

—Gazette.

There is another class of gentility-mong

ers more to be pitied than the last ; those,

namely, who are endeavoring to “make a

connexion,” as the phrase is, by which

they may gain advancement in their pro

fessions, and are continually on the look

out for introductions to persons of quality,

their hangers-on and dependents. There is

too much of this sort of thing among medi

cal men in London, the family nature of

whose profession renders connexion,

private partiality, and personal favor, more

essential to them than to others. The

lawyer, for example, need not be a gentility

monger; he has only to get round attor

neys, for the opportunity to show what he

can do ; when he has done this, in which

a little toadying, “on the sly,” is necessary

—all the rest is easy. The court and the

public are his judges; his powers are at

once appreciable; his talent can be calcu

lated, like the money in his pocket; he can

now go on straight forward, without valu

ing the individual preference or aversion

of any body.

But a profession where men make way

through the whisperings of women, and an

inexhaustible variety of sotto voce contri

vances, mnst needs have a tendency to cre

ate a subserviency of spirit and of manner,

which naturally directs itself into gentility

mongering : where realities, such as medical

experience, reading, and skill, are remotely,

or not at all, appreciable, we must take up

with appearances; and of all appearances,

the appearance of proximity to people of

fashion is the most taking and seductive to

people not of fashion. It is for this reason

that a rising physician, if he happen to have

a lord upon his sick or visiting list, never

has done telling his plebeian patients the

particulars of his noble case, which they

swallow like almond milk, finding it an ex

cellent placebo.

As it is the interest of a gentility-mon

ger, and his constant practice, to be attend

ed by a fashionable physician, in order that

he may be enabled continually to talk of

what Ši, Henry thinks of this, and how

Sir Henry objects to that, and the opinion

of Sir Henry upon t'other, so it is the

business of the struggling doctor to be a

gentility-monger, with the better chance of

becoming one day or other a fashionable

physician. Acting on this principle, the

poor man must necessarily have a house in

a professional nighborhood, which usually

abuts upon a neighborhood fashionable or

exclusive ; he must hire a carriage by the

month, and be for ever stepping in and out

of it, at his own door, keeping it purposely

bespattered with mud to show the extent

of his visiting acquaintance; he must give

dinners to people “who may be useful,”

and be continually on the look-out for those

lucky accidents which have made the for

tunes, and, as a matter of course, the merit,

of so many professional men.

He becomes a Fellow of the Royal Socie

ty, which gives him the chance of convers

ing with a lord, and the right of entering

a ... (the president's) house, which is

turned into a sandwich-shop four times a

year for his reception; this, being the

nearest approach he makes to acquaintance

with great personages, he values with the

importance it deserves.

is servants, with famine legibly written

on their brows, are assiduous and civil ; his

wife, though half-starved, is very genteel,

and at her dinner parties burns candle-ends

from the palace:*

If you pay her a morning visit, you will

have some such conversation as follows:

* In a wax-chandler's shop in Piccadilly, opposite

St. James's Street, may be seen stumps, or, as the

Scotch call them, doups of wax-lights with the an

nouncement “Candle-ends from Buckingham Pal

ace.” These are eagerly bought up by the gentility

mongers, whoburn, or may be, in the excess of their

loyalty, eat then I
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, is there any news to

day t”

“Great distress, I understand, through

out the country.”

“Indeed—the old story, shocking—very.

—Pray, have you heard the delightful

news? The Princes-Royal has actually

cut a tooth !”

“Indeed 7”

“Yes, I assure you; and the sweet little

royal love of a martyr has borne it like a

hero.”

“Positively t”

“Positively, I assure you; Doctor Try

iton has just returned from a consultation

with his friend Sir Henry, upon a particu

larly difficult case—Lord Scruffskin—case

of elephantiasis I think they call it, and

tells me that Sir Henry has arrived ex

press from Windsor with the news.”

“Indeed l’”

“Do you think, Mr. —, there will be

a general illumination ?”

“Really, madam, I cannot say.”

“There ought to be, (with emphasis.) You

must know, Mr. , Dr. Tryiton has for

warded to a high quarter a beautifully bound

copy of his work on ulcerated sore throat;

he says there is a great analogy between

ulcers of the throat and den—den—den—

something, I don't know what—teething, in

short. If nothing comes of it, Dr. Tryiton,

thank Heaven, can do without it; but you

know, Mr. , it may, on a future occa

sion, be useful to our family.”

If there is, in the great world of London,

one thing more spirit-sinking than another,

it is to see men condemned, by the necessi

ties of an overcrowded profession, to sink

to the meanness of pretension for a despe

rate accident by which they may insure

success. When one has had an opportunity

of being behind the scenes, and knowing

what petty shifts, what poor expedients of

living, what anxiety of mind, are at the

bottom of all this empty show, one will no

longer marvel that many born for better

things should sink under the difficulties of

their position, or that the newspapers so

continually set forth the miserably unpro

vided for condition in which they so often

are compelled to leave their families. To

dissipate the melancholy that always op

presses us when constrained to behold the

ridiculous antics of the gentility-mongers,

which we chronicle only to endeavor at a

reformation—let us contrast the hospitality

of those who, with wiser ambition, kee

themselves, as the saying is, “to themselves;”

and, as a bright example, let us recollect

our old friend Joe Stimpson.

Joe Stimpson is a tanner and leather sel

ler in Bermondsey, the architect of his own

fortune, which he has raised to the respec

table elevation of somewhere about a quar

ter of a million sterling. He is now in his

seventy-second year, has a handsome house,

without any pretension, overlooking his

tanyard. He has a joke upon prospects,

calling you to look from the drawing-room

window at his tanpits, asking you if you

ever saw any thing like that at the west

end of the town; replying in the negative,

Joe, chuckling, observes that it is the finest

prospect he ever saw in his life, and although

he has been admiring it for half a century,

he has not done admiring it yet. Joe's ca

pacity for the humorous may be judged

of by this specimen; but in attention to bu

siness few can surpass him, while his hos

pitality can command a wit whenever he

chooses to angle for one with a good din

ner. He has a wife, a venerable old smiling

lady in black silk, neat cap, and polished

shoes; three daughters, unmarried; and a

couple of sons, brought up, after the Lon

don fashion, to inherit their father's busi

ness, or, we might rather say, estate.

Why the three Miss Stimpsons remain

unmarried, we cannot say, nor would it be

decorous to inquire; but hearing them

drop a hint now and then about visits, “a

considerable time ago,” to Brighthelmstone

and Bath, we are led, however reluctantly

in the case of ladies now evangelical, to

conclude, their attention has formerly been

directed to gentility-mongering at these

places of fashionable resort; the tan-yard

acting as a repellant to husbands of a social

position superior to their own, and their

great fortunes operating in deterring

worthy persons of their own station from

addressing them ; or being the means of

inducing them to be too prompt with refu

sals, these amiable middle-aged young

ladies are now “on hands,” paying the pe

nalty of one of the many curses that pride

of wealth brings in its train. At present,

however, their “affections are set on things

above ;” and, without meaning any thing

disrespectful to my friend Joe Stimpson,

Sarah, Harriet, and Susan Stimpson are cer

tainly the three least agreeable members of

the family. The sons are, like all other

sons in the houses of their fathers, steady,

business-like, unhappy, and dull; they look

like fledged birds in the nest of the old

ones, out of place; neither servants nor

masters, their social position is somewhat

equivocal, and having lived all their lives in

the house of their father, seeing as he sees,

|thinking as he thinks, they can hardly be
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expected to appear more than a brace of

immature Joe Stimpsons. They are not, it

is true, tainted with much of the world's

wickedness, neither have they its self-sus.

taining trials, its hopes, its fears, its honest

struggles, or that experience which is ga

thered only by men who quit, when they

can quit it, the petticoat string, and the pa

ternal despotism of even a happy home.

As for the old couple, time, although sil

vering the temples and furrowing the front,

is hardly seen to lay his heavy hand upon

the shoulder of either, much less to put his

finger on eyes, ears, or lips—the two first

being yet as “wide awake,” and the last

as open to a joke, or any other good thing,

as ever they were ; in sooth, it is no un

pleasing sight to see this jolly old couple

with nearly three half centuries to answer

for, their affection unimpaired, faculties un

clouded, and temper undisturbed by the

near approach, beyond hope of respite, of

that stealthy foe whose assured advent

strikes terror to us all. Joe Stimpson, if

he thinks of death at all, thinks of him as a

pitiful rascal, to be kicked down stairs by

the family physician; the Bible of the old

lady is seldom far from her hand, and its

consolations are cheering, calming, and

assuring. The peevish fretfulness of age

has nothing in common with man or wife,

unless when Joe, exasperated with his evan

gelical daughters' continual absence at the

class-meetings, and love-feasts, and prayer

meetings, somewhat indignantly complains,

that “so long as they can get to heaven,

they don't care who goes to ,” a place

that Virgil and Tasso have taken much

pains in describing, but which the old gen

tleman sufficiently indicates by one empha

tic monosyllable.

Joe is a liberal-minded man, hates cant

and humbug, and has no prejudices—hating

the French he will not acknowledge is a

prejudice, but considers the bounden duty

of an Englishman; and though fierce enough

upon other subjects of taxation, thinks no

price too high for drubbing them. He was

once prevailed upon to attempt a journey to

Paris; but having got to Calais, insisted

upon returning by the next packet, swear

ing it was a shabby concern, and he had

seen enough of it.

He takes in the Gentleman's Magazine, be

cause his father did it before him—but he

never reads it; he takes pride in a corpu

lent dog, which is ever at his heels; he is

afflicted with face-ache, and swears at any

body who calls it tic-douloureur.

When you go to dine with him, you are

met at the door by a rosy-cheeked lass,

with ribands in her cap, who smiles a hearty

welcome, and assures you, though an utter

stranger, of the character of the house and

its owner. You are conducted to the

drawing-room, a plain, substantial, honest

looking apartment; there you find the old

couple, and are received with a warmth

that gives assurance of the nearest approach

to what is understood by home. The sons,

released from business, arrive, shake you

heartily by the hand, and are really glad to

see you; of the daughters we say nothing,

as there is nothing in them.

The other guests of the day come drop

ping in—all straightforward, business-like,

free, frank-hearted fellows—aristocrats of

wealth, the best, because the unpretending,

of their class; they come, too, before their

time, for they know their man, and that Joe

Stimpson keeps nobody waiting for nobody.

When the clock—for here is no gong—

strikes five, you descend to dinner; plain,

plentiful, good, and well dressed; no tedious

course, with long intervals between ; no

oppressive set-out of superfluous plate, and

what, perhaps, is not the least agreeable

accessory, no piebald footman hanging over

your chair, whisking away your plate before

you have done with it, jºi. every

bit you put into your mouth.

Your cherry-cheeked friend and another,

both in the family from childhood, (another

good sign of the house,) and looking as if

they really were glad—and so they are—to

have an opportunity of obliging you, do the

servitorial offices of the table; you are sure

of a glass of old sherry, and you may call

for strong beer, or old port, with your

cheese—or, if a Scotchman, for a dram—

without any other remark than an invitation

to “try it again, and make yourself com

fortable.”

After dinner, you are invited, as a young

man, to smoke with the “boys,” as Joe per

sists in calling them. You ascend to a bed

room, and are requested to keep your head

out o' window while smoking, lest the

“Governor” should snuff the fumes when

he comes up stairs to bed : while you are

“cranning” your neck, the cherry-cheeked

lass enters with brandy and water, and you

are as merry and easy as possible. The

rest of the evening passes away in the same

unrestrained interchange of friendly cour

tesy; nor are you permitted to take your

leave without a promise to dine on the next

Sunday or holiday—Mrs. Stimpson ratin

you for not coming last Easter Sunday, .#

declaring she cannot think “why young

men should mope by themselves, when she

is always happy to see them.”
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Honor to Joe Stimpson and his missus!

They have the true ring of the ancient coin

of hospitality; none of your hollow-sound

ing raps; they know they have what I want,

a home, and they will not allow me, at their

board, to know that I want one: they com

passionate a lonely, isolated man, and are

ready to share with him the hearty cheer

and unaffected friendliness of their English

fireside : they know that they can get no

thing by me, nor do they ever dream of an

acknowledgment for their kindness; but I

owe them for many a social day redeemed

from cheerless solitude; many an hour of

strenuous labor do I owe to the relaxation

of the old wainssoted dining-room at Ber

mondsey.

Honor to Joe Stimpson, and to all who

are satisfied with their station, happy in

their home, having no repinings after empty

sounds of rank and shows of life ; and who

extend the hand of friendly fellowship to

the homeless, because they have no home!

The ARISTOCRACY OF TALENT.

“There is a quantity of talent latent among men

ever rising to the level of the great occasions that

call it forth.”

This illustration, borrowed by Sir James

Mackintosh from chemical science, and so

happily applied, may serve to indicate the

undoubted truth, that talent is a growth as

much as a gift; that circumstances call out

and develop its latent powers; that as soil,

flung upon the surface from the utmost

penetrable depths of earth, will be found to

contain long-dormant germs of vegetable

life, so the mind of man, acted upon by cir

cumstances, will ever be found equal to a

certain sum of production—the amount of

which will be chiefly determined by the

force and direction of the external influence

which first set it in motion.

The more we reflect upon this important

subject, we shall find the more, that external

circumstances have an influence upon intel

lect, increasing in an accumulating ratio;

that the political institutions of various

countries have their fluctuating and con

tradictory influences; that example con

trols in a great degree intellectual produc

tion, causing after-growths, as it were, of

the first luxuriant crop of master minds, and

giving a character and individuality to habits

of thought and modes of expression; in

brief, that great occasions will have great

instruments, and there never was yet a noted

time that had not noted men. Dull, jog

trot, money-making, commercial times will

make, if they do not find, dull, jog-trot,

money-making, commercial men: in times

Wol. II. No. I. 3

when ostentation and expense are the mea

sures of respect, when men live rather for

the world's opinion than their own, poverty

becomes not only the evil but the shame,

not only the curse but the disgrace, and

will be shunned by every man as a pesti

lence; every one will fling away immor

tality, to avoid it; will sink, as far as he

can his art in his trade; and he will be the

greatest genius who can turn the most mo

neV.

{ may be urged that true genius has the

power not only to take opportunities, but

to make them: true, it may make such oppor

tunities as the time in which it lives affords;

but these opportunities will be great or

small, noble or ignoble, as the time is event

ful or otherwise. All depends upon the

time, and you might as well have expected

a Low Dutch epic poet in the time of the

great herring fishery, as a Napoleon, a De

mosthenes, a Cicero in this, by some called

the nineteenth, but which we take leave to

designate the “dot-and-carry-one” century.

If a Napoleon were to arise at any corner

of any London street, not five seconds would

elapse until he would be “hooked” off to

the station-house by Superintendent Dogs

Nose of the D division, with an exulting

mob of men and boys hooting at his heels: if

Demosthenes or Cicero, disguised as Chart

ist orators, mounting a tub at Deptford, were

to Philipicize, or entertain this motley audi

tory with speeches against Catiline or Wer

res, straightway the Superintendent of the

X division, with a posse of constables at his

heels, dismounts the patriot orator from his

tub, and hands him over to a plain-spoken

business-like justice of the peace, who re

gards an itinerant Cicero in the same un

sympathizing point of view with any other

vagabond.

What has become of the eloquence of the

bar ! Why is it that flowery orators find

no grist coming to their mills 1 How came

it that, at Westminster Hall, Charles Philips

missed his market? What is the reason,

that if you step into the Queen's Bench, or

Common Pleas, or Exchequer, you will hear

no such thing as a speech—behold no such

animal as an orator—only a shrewd, plain,

hard-working, steady man, called an attor

ney-general, or a sergeant, or a leading coun

sel, quietly talking over a matter of law with

the judge, or a matter of fact with the jury,

like men of business as they are, and shun

ning, as they would a rattlesnake, all clap

trap arguments, figures, flowers, and the

obsolete embroidery of rhetoric 1

The days of romantic eloquence are fled

—the great constitutional questions that
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called forth “thoughts that breathe, and

words that burn,” from men like Erskine,

are determined. Would you have men ora

torical over a bottomry bond, Demosthenic

about an action of trespass on the case, or a

rule to compute?

To be sure, when Follet practised before

committees of the House of Commons, and,

by chance, any question involving points

of interest and difficulty in Parliamentary

law and practice came before the Court,

there was something worth hearing: the

opportunity drew out the man, and the orator

stepped before the advocate. Even now,

sometimes, it is quite refreshing to get a

topic in these Courts worthy of Austin, and

Austin working at it. But no man need go

to look for orators in our ordinary courts

of law ; judgment, patience, reading, and

that rare compound of qualities known and

appreciated by the name of tact, tell with

judges, and influence juries; the days of

palaver are gone, and the talking heroes ex

tinguished for ever,

All this is well known in London; but

the three or four millions (it may be five) of

great men, philosophers, poets, orators,

patriots, and the like, in the rural districts,

require to be informed of this our declension

from the heroics, in order to appreciate, or

at least to understand, the modesty, sobriety,

business-like character, and division of la

bor, in the vast amount of talent abounding

in every department of life in London.

London overflows with talent. You may

compare it, for the purpose of illustration,

to one of George Robins' patent filters, into

which pours turbid torrents of Thames

water, its sediment, mud, dirt, weeds, and

rottenness; straining through the various

strata, its grosser particles are arrested in

their course, and nothing that is not pure,

transparent and limpid, is transmitted. In

the great filter of London life, conceit, pre

tension, small provincial abilities, pseudo

talent, soi-distant intellect, are tried, rejected,

and flung out again. True genius is tested

by judgment, fastidiousness, emulation, dif

ficulty, privation; and, passing through

many ordeals, persevering, makes its way

through all; and at length, in the fullness

of time, flows forth, in acknowledged purity

and refinement, upon the town.

There is a perpetual onward, upward

tendency in the talent, both high and low,

mechanical and intellectual, that abounds

in London:

“Emulation hath a thousand sons,”

who are ever and always following fast upon

your heels. There is no time to dawdle or

linger on the road, no “stop and go on

again:” if you but step aside to fasten your

shoe-tie, your place is occupied—you are

edged off, pushed out of the main current,

and condemned to circle slowly in the lazy

eddy of some complimenting clique. Thou

sands are to be found, anxious and able to

take your place; while hardly one misses

you, or turns his head to look after you

should you lose your own : you live but

while you labor, and are no longer remem

bered than while you are reluctant to repose.

Talent of all kinds brings forth perfect

fruits, only when concentrated upon one

object: no matter how versatile men may

be, mankind has a wise and salutary preju

dice against diffused talent; for although

knowledge diffused immortalizes itself, dif

fused talent is but a shallow pool, glittering

in the noonday sun, and soon evaporated;

concentrated, it is a well, from whose depths

perpetually may we draw the limpid waters.

Therefore is the talent of London concen

trated, and the division of labor minute.

When we talk of a lawyer, a doctor, a man

of letters, in a provincial place, we recog

nize at once a man who embraces all that

his opportunities present him with, in what

ever department of his profession. The

lawyer is, at one and the same time, advo

cate, chamber counsel, conveyancer, pleader;

the doctor an accoucheur, apothecary, phy

sician, surgeon, dentist, or at least, in a

greater or less degree, unites in his own

person, these—in London, distinct and sepa

rate—professions, according as his sphere

of action is narrow or extended ; the coun

try journalist issometimes proprietor, editor,

sub-editor, traveller, and canvasser, or two

or more of these heterogeneous and incom

patible avocations. The result is, an obvi

ous, appreciable, and long-established supe

riority in that product which is the result

of minutely divided labor.

The manufacture of a London watch or

piano will employ, each, at least twenty

trades, exclusive of the preparers, importers,

and venders of the raw material used in

these articles; every one of these trades.

men shall be, nay, must be, the best of their

class, or at least the best that can be ob

tained; and for this purpose, the induce

ments of high wages are held out to work

men generally, and their competition for

employment enables the manufacturer to

secure the most skilful. It is just the same

with a broken-down constitution, or a law

suit: the former shall be placed under the

care of a lung-doctor, a liver-doctor, a heart

doctor, a dropsy-doctor, or whatever other

doctor is supposed best able to understand the

case; each of these doctors shall have read
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lectures and published books, and made

himself known for his study and exclu

sive attention to one of the “ thousand

ills that flesh is heir to:” the latter shall

go through the hands of dozens of men

skilful in that branch of the law connected

with the particular injury. So it is with

everything else of production, mechanical

or intellectual, or both, that London affords:

the extent of the market permits the minute

division of labor, and the minute division

of labor reacts upon the market, raising the

price of its produce, and branding it with

the signs of a legitimate superiority.

Hence the superior intelligence of work

ing men, of all classes, high and low, in the

World of London; hence that striving after

excellence, that never-ceasing tendency to

advance in whatever they are engaged in,

that so distinguishes the people of this

wonderful place: hence the improvements

of to-day superseded by the improvements

of to-morrow; hence speculation, enterprise,

unknown to the inhahitants of less extended

spheres of action.

Competition, emulation, and high wages

give us an aristocracy of talent, genius,

skill, tact, or whatever you like to call it :

but you are by no means to understand that

any of these aristocracies, or better classes,

stand prominently before their fellows so.

cially, or, that one is run after in preference

to another; nobody runs after any body in

the World of London.

In this respect, no capital, no country on

the face of the earth, resembles us; every

where else you will find a leading class,

giving a tone to society, and moulding it in

some one or other direction; a predomina

ting set, the pride of those who are in, the

envy of those who are below it. There is

nothing of this kind in London; here every

man has his own set, and every man his

proper pride. In every set, social or pro

fessional, there are great names, successful

men, prominent; but the set is nothing the

greater for them: no man sheds any lustre

upon his fellows, nor is a briefless barrister

a whit more thought of because he and

Lyndhurst are of the same profession.

Take a look at other places: in money

getting places, you find society following,

like so many dogs, the aristocracy of

'Change: every man knows the worth of

every other man, that is to say, what he is

worth.

A good man, elsewhere a relative term,

is there a man good for so much; hats are

elevated and bodies depressed upon a scale

of ten thousand pounds to an inch; “I hope

you are well,” from one of the aristocracy

of these places is always translated to

mean, “I hope you are solvent,” and “how

d'ye do 1" from another, is equivalent to

“doing a bill.”

Go abroad, to Rome for example—You

are smothered beneath the petticoats of an

ecclesiastical aristocracy. Go to the north

ern courts of Europe--You are ill-received,

or perhaps not received at all, save in mili

tary uniform; the aristocracy of the epau

let meets you at every turn, and if you are

not at least an ensign of militia, you are no

thing. Make your way into Germany—

What do you find there 1 an aristocracy of

functionaries, mobs of nobodies living upon

everybodies; from Herr Von, Aulic coun

cillor, and Frau Won, Aulic councilloress,

down to Herr Von, crossing-sweeper, and

Frau Won, crossing-sweeperess—for the

women there must be better-half even in their

titles—you find society led, or, to speak

more correctly, society consisting of func

tionaries, and they, every office son of them,

and their wives—nay, their very curs—

alike insolent and dependent. “Tray,

Blanche, and Sweetheart, see they bark at

me !” There, to get into society, you must

first get into a place; you must contrive to

be the servant of the public before you are

permitted to be the master: you must be

paid by, before you are in a condition to

despise, the canaille. -

Passing Holland and Belgium as more

akin to the genius of the English people, as

respects the supremacy of honest industry,

its independent exercise, and the compara

tive insignificance of aristocracies, conven

tionally so called, we come to FRANCE: there

we find a provincial and a Parisian aristoc

racy—the former a servile mob of place.

men, one in fifty, at least, of the whole pop

ulation; and the latter—oh my poor head,

what a clanjaffrey of journalistes, feuilleton.

istes, artistes, dramatists, novelists, vaudiwel

listes, poets, literary ladies, lovers of liter

ary ladies, hommes de lettres, claqueurs, lit.

térateurs, gérants, censeurs, rapporteurs, and

le diable boiteur verily knows what else!

These people, with whom, or at least

with a great majority of whom, common

sense, sobriety of thought, consistency f

purpose, steady determination in action,

and sound reasoning, are so sadly eclipsed

by their vivacity, empressement, prejudice,

and party zeal, form a prominent, indeed,

the prominent aristocracy of the salons: and

only conceive what must be the state of

things in France, when we know that Paris

acts upon the provinces, and that Paris is

acted upon by this foolscap aristocracy,

without station, or, what is perhaps worse,
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enjoying station without property; abound

ing in maddening and exciting influences,

but lamentably deficient in those hard

headed, ungenius-like qualities of patience,

rudence, charity, forbearance, and peace

ovings, of which their war-worn nation,

more than any other in Europe, stands in

need.

When, in the name of goodness, is the

heart of the philanthropist to be gladdened

with the desire of peace fulfilled over the

earth 1 When are paltry family intrigues

to cease, causing the blood of innocent

thousands to be shed 1 When will the aris

tocracy of genius in France give over jing

ling, like castanets, their trashy rhymes

“gloire,” and “victoire,” and apply them

selves to objects worthy of creatures en

dowed with the faculty of reason 1 Or, if

they must have fighting, if it is their nature,

if the prime instinct with them is the thirst

of human blood, how cowardly, how paltry,

is it to hound on their fellow-countrymen

to war with England, to war with Spain, to

war with every body, while snug in their

offices, doing their little best to bleed na

tions with their pen

Why does not the foolscap aristocracy

rush forth, inkhorn in hand, and restore the

glories (as they call them) of the Empire,

nor pause till they mend their pens victori

ous upon the brink of the Rhine.

To resume: the aristocracies of our pro

vincial capitals are those of literature in the

one, and lickspittling in the other: mercan

tile towns have their aristocracies of money,

or muckworm aristocracies: Rome has an

ecclesiastical—Prussia, Russia, military ar

istocracies: Germany, an aristocracy of

functionaries: France has two, or even

three, great aristocracies—the military,

place-hunting, and foolscap.

Now, then, attend to what we are going

to say: London is cursed with no predomi

nating, no overwhelming, no characteristic

aristocracy. There is no set or clique of

any sort or description of men that you can

W. to, and say, that's the London set.—

e turn round and desire to be informed

what set do you mean: every salon has its

set, and every pot-house its set also ; and

the frequenters of each set are neither en

vious of the position of the other, nor dis

satisfied with their own: the pretenders to

fashion, or hangers-on upon the outskirts of

high life, are alone the servile set, or spaniel

set, who want the proper self-respecting

pride which every distinct aristocracy main.

tains in the World of London.

We are a great firmament, a moonless

azure, glowing with stars of all magnitudes,

and myriads of nebula of no magnitudes at

all: we move harmoniously in our several

orbits, minding our own business, satisfied

with our position, thinking, it may be, with

harmless vanity, that we bestow more light

upon earth than any ten, and that the eyes

of all terrestrial stargazers are upon us.-

Adventurers, pretenders, and quacks, are

our meteors, our aurorae, our comets, our

falling-stars, shooting athwart our hemis

phere, and exhaling into irretrievable dark

ness: our tuft-hunters are satellites of Ju

piter, invisible to the naked eye: our clear

frosty atmosphere that sets us all. a-twink

ling is prosperity, and we, too, have our

clouds that hide us from the eyes of men.

The noonday of our own bustling time be

holds us dimly; but posterity regards us

as it were from the bottom of a well. Time,

that exact observer, applies his micrometer

to every one of us, determining our rank

among celestial bodies without appeal, and

from time to time enrolling in his ephemeris

such new luminaries as may be vouchsafed

to the long succession of ages.

If there is one thing that endears London

to men of superior order—to true aristo

crats, no matter of what species, it is that

universal equality of outward condition,

that republicanism of every day life, which

pervades the vast multitudes who hum, and

who drone, who gather homey, and who,

without gathering, consume the products of

this gigantic hive. Here you can never be

extinguished or put out by any overwhelm

ing interest.

Neither are we in London pushed to the

wall by the two or three hundred great men

of every little place. We are not invited to

a main of small talk with the cock of his

own dung-hill; we are never told, as a

great favor, that Mr. Alexander Scaldhead,

the phrenologist, is to be there, and that we

can have our “bumps” felt for nothing; or

that the Chevalier Doembrownski (a Lon

don pickpocket in disguise) is expected to

recite a Polish ode, accompanying himself

on the Jew's harp; we are not bored with

the misconduct of the librarian, who never

has the first volume of the last new novel,

or invited to determine whether Louisa

Fitzsmythe or Angelina Stubbsville deserves

to be considered the heroine; we are not

required to be in raptures because Mrs. Al

fred Shaw or Clara Novello are expected,

or to break our hearts with disappointment

because they didn't come : the arrival, per

formances, and departure, of Ducrow's hor

ses, or Wombwell's wild beasts, affect us

with no extraordinary emotion; even Assi

zes time concerns most of us nothing.
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Then, again, how vulgar, how common

place in London is the aristocracy of wealth;

of Mrs. Grub, who, in a provincial town,

keeps her carriage, and is at once the envy

and the scandal of all the ladies who have

to proceed upon their ten toes, we wot not

the existence. Mr. Bill Wright, the bank.

er, the respected, respectable, influential,

twenty per cent. Wright, in London is

merely a licensed dealer in money; he vis

its at Chamberwell Hill, or Hampstead

Heath, or wherever other tradesmen of his

class delight to dwell; his wife and daugh

ters patronize the Polish balls, and Mr. Bill

Wright, jun., sports a stall at the (English)

opera; we are not overdone by Mr. Bill

Wright, overcome by Mrs. Bill Wright, or

the Misses Bill Wright, nor overcrowed by

Mr. Bill Wright the younger: in a word,

we don't care a crossed cheque for the

whole Bill Wrightish connexion.

What are carriages, or carriage-keeping

people in London 1 It is not here, as in the

provinces, by their carriages shall you know

them ; on the contrary, the carriage of a

duchess is only distinguishable from that of

a parvenu, by the superior expensiveness

and vulgarity of the latter.

The vulgarity of ostentatious wealth with

us, defeats the end it aims at. That ex

pense which is lavished to impress us with

awe and admiration, serves only as a pro

vocative to laughter, and inducement to

contempt; where great wealth and good

taste go together, we at once recognize the

harmonious adaptation of means and ends;

where they do not, all extrinsic and adven

titious expenditure availeth its disbursers

nothing. -

What animal on earth was ever so inhu

manly preposterous as a lord mayor's foot

man, and yet it takes sixty guineas, at the

least, to make that poor lick-pate a common

laughing-stock 1

No, sir; in London we see into, and see

through, all sorts of pretension: the pre

tension of wealth or rank, whatever kind of

quackery and imposture. When I say we,

I speak of the yast multitudes forming the

educated, discriminating, and thinking class

es of London life. We pass on to what a

man is, over who he is, and what he has ;

and, with one of the most accurate observ

ers of human character and nature to whom

a man of the world ever sat for his por

trait—the inimitable La Bruyere—when of.

fended with the hollow extravagance of vul.

gar riches, we exclaim—“Tu te trompes,

Philemon, si avec ce carrosse brillant, ce grand

nombre de coquins qui te suivent, et ces sir

bétes qui te trainent, tu penses qu'on t'en es

time d'avantage: ou ecarte tout cet attirail qui

t’est étranger, pour pânătrer jusq'a toi qui n'es

qu'un fat.”

In London, every man is responsible for

himself, and his position is the consequence

of his conduct. If a great author, for ex

ample, or artist, or politician, should choose

to outrage the established rules of society

in any essential particular, he is neglected

and even shunned in his private, though he

may be admired and lauded in his public

capacity. Society marks the line between

the public and the social man; and this line

no eminence, not even that of premier min

ister of England, will enable a public man

to confound.

Wherever you are invited in London to

be introduced to a great man, by any of his

parasites or hangers-on, you may be assur

ed that your great man is no such thing ;

you may make up your mind to be present

ed to some quack, some hollow-skulled ſel

low, who makes up by little arts, small tac

tics, and every variety of puff, for the want

of that inherent excellence which will ena

ble him to stand alone. These gentlemen

form the Cockney school proper of art, lite

rature, the drama, every thing; and they go

about seeking praise, as a goatsucker hunts

insects, with their mouths wide open; they

pursue their prey in troops, like jackals, and

like them, utter at all times a melancholy,

complaining howl; they imagine that the

world is in a conspiracy not to admire them,

and they would bring an action against the

world if they could. But as that is impos

sible, they are content to rail against the

world in good set terms; they are always

puffing in the papers, but in a side-winded

way, yet you can trace them always at work,

through the daily, weekly, monthly period

icals, in desperate exertion to attract public

attention. They have at their head one

sublime genius, whom they swear by, and

they admire him the more, the more incom

prehensible and oracular he appears to the

rest of mankind.

These are the men who cultivate exten

sive tracts of forehead, and are deeply vers

ed in the effective display of depending

ringlets and ornamental whiskers ; they

dress in black, with white chokers, and you

will be sure to find a lot of them at evening

parties of the middling sort of doctors, or

the better class of boarding-houses.

This class numbers not merely literary

men, but actors, artists, adventuring politi

cians, small scientifics, and a thousand oth

ers, who have not energy or endurance to

work their way in solitary labor, or who feel

that they do not possess power to go alone.
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Public men in London appear naked at

the bar of public opinion; laced coats, rib

ands, embroidery, titles, avail nothing, be

cause these things are common, and have

the common fate of common things, to be

cheaply estimated. The eye is satiated

with them, they come like shadows, so de

part; but they do not feed the eye of the

mind; the understanding is not the better

for such gingerbread; we are compelled to

look out for some more substantial nutri

ment, and we try the inward man, and test

his capacity. Instead of measuring his

bumps, like a land-surveyor, we dissect his

brain, like an anatomist ; we estimate him,

whether he be high or low, in whatever de

partment of life, not by what he says he can

do, or means to do, but by what he has done.

By this test is every man of talent tried in

London; this is his grand, his formal diffi

culty, to get the opportunity of showing

what he can do, of being put into circula

tion, of having the chance of being tested,

like a shilling, by the ring of the customer

and the bite of the critic; for the opportu

nity, the chance to edge in, the chink to

wedge in, the purchase where on to work the

length of his lever, he must be ever on the

watch; for the sunshine blink of encourage

ment, the April shower of praise, he must

await the long winter of “hope deferred”

passing away. Patience, the courage of the

man of talent, he must exert for many a

dreary and unrewarded day; he must see

the quack and the pretender lead an undis

cerning public by the nose, and say nothing;

nor must he exult when the too-long endur

ing public at length kicks the pretender and

the quack into deserved oblivion. From

many a door that will hereafter gladly open

for him, he must be content to be presently

turned away. Many a scanty meal, many

a lonely and unfriended evening, in this vast

wilderness, must he pass in trying on his

armor, and preparing himself for the fight

that he still believes will come, and in which

his spirit, strong within him, tells him he

must conquer. While the night yet shrouds

him he must labor, and with patient, and

happily for him, if, with religious hope, he

watch the first faint glimmerings of the

dawning day; for his day, if he is worthy

to behold it, will come, and he will yet be

recompensed “by that time and chance

which happeneth to all.” And if his heart

fails him, and his coward spirit turns to flee,

often as he sits, tearful, in the solitude of

his chamber, will the remembrance of the

early struggles of the immortals shame that

coward spirit. The shade of the sturdy

Johnson, hungering, dinnerless, will mutely

reproach him for sinking thus beneath the

ills that the “scholar's life assail.” The

kindly-hearted, amiable Goldsmith, pursued

to the gates of a prison by a mercenary

wretch who fattened upon the produce of

that lovely mind, smiling upon him, will bid

him be of good cheer. A thousand names,

that fondly live in the remembrance of our

hearts, will he conjure up, and all will tell

the same story of early want, and long neg

lect, and lonely friendlessness. Then will

he reproach himself, saying, “What am I,

that I should quail before the misery that

broke not minds like these ? What am I,

that I should be exempt from the earthly

fate of the immortals l’

Nor marvel, then, that men who have

passed the fiery ordeal, whose power has

been tried and not found wanting, whose

nights of probation, difficulty, and despair,

are past, and with whom it is now noon,

should come forth, with deportment modest

and subdued, exempt from the insolent as

sumption of vulgar minds, and their yet

more vulgar hostilities and friendships: that

such men as Campbell and Rogers, and a

thousand others in every department of life

and letters, should partake of that quietude

of manner, that modesty of deportment, that

compassion for the unfortunate of their

class, that unselfish admiration for men who,

successful, have deserved success, that

abomination of cliques, coteries, and con

versazionás, and all the littleness of inferior

fry : that such men should have parasites,

and followers, and hangers-on; or that, since

men like themselves are few and far be

tween, they should live for and with such

men alone.

But thou, O Vanity thou curse, thou

shame, thousin, with what tides of pseudo

talent hast thou not filled this ambitious

town 1 Ass, dolt, miscalculator, quack, pre

tender, how many hast thou befooled, thou

father of multifarious fools 1 Serpent, temp

ter, evil one, how many hast thou seduced

from the plough tail, the carpenter's bench,

the schoolmaster's desk, the rural scene, to

plunge them into misery and contempt in

this, the abiding-place of their betters, thou

unhanged cheat 1 Hence the querulous

piping against the world and the times, and

the neglect of genius, and appeals to pos

terity, and damnation of managers, publish

ers, and the public ; hence cliques, and

claqueurs, and coteries, and the would if-I-

could-be aristocracy of letters; hence bick

erings, quarellings, backbitings, slander

ings, and reciprocity of contempt; hence

the impossibility of literary union, and the

absolute necessity imposed upon the great

*

*
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names of our time of shunning, like a pes

tilence, the hordes of vanity-struck individ

uals who would tear the coats off their

backs, in desperate adherence to the skirts.

Thou, too, O Vanity 1 art responsible for

greater evils:–Time misspent, industry

misdirected, labor unrequited, because use

lessly or imprudently applied: poverty and

isolation, families left unprovided for, pen

sions, solicitations, patrons, meannesses,

subcriptions !

True talent, on the contrary, in London,

meets its reward, if it lives to be rewarded ;

but it has, of its own right, no social pre

eminence, nor is it set above or below any

of the other aristocracies, in what we may

take the liberty of calling its private life.

In this, as in all other our aristocracies,

men are regarded not as of their set, but

as of themselves: they are individually ad

mired, not worshipped as a congregation:

their social influence is not aggregated,

though their public influence may be.

When a man, of whatever class, leaves his

closet, he is expected to meet society upon

equal terms: the scholar, the man of rank,

the politician, the millionaire, must merge

in the gentleman : if he chooses to individ

ualize his aristocracy in his own person,

he must do so at home, for it will not be

understood or submitted to any where

else. -

The rewards of intellectual labor applied

to purposes of remote, or not immediately

appreciable usefulness, as in social literature,

and the loftier branches of the fine arts,

are, with us, so few, as hardly to be worth

mentioning, and pity’tis that it should be

so. The law, the church, the army, and

the faculty of physic, have not only their

fair and legitimate remuneration for inde

pendent labor, but they have their several

prizes, to which all who excel, may con

fidently look forward when the time of

weariness and exhaustion shall come; when

the pressure of years shall slacken exer.

tion, and diminished vigor crave some ha

ven of repose, or, at least, some mitigated

toil, with greater security of income : some

place of honor with repose—the ambition

of declining years. . The influence of the

great prize of the law, the church, and

other professions in this country, has often

been insisted upon with great reason : it

has been said, and truly said, that not only

do these prizes reward merit already passed

through its probationary stages, but serve

as inducements to all who are pursuing the

same career. It is not so much the exam

ple of the prize-holder, as the prize, that

stimulates men onward and upward : with

out the hope of reaching one of those com

fortable stations, hope would be extinguish

ed, talent lie fallow, energy be limited to

the mere attainment of subsistence; great

things would not be done, or attempted,

and we would behold only a dreary level of

indiscriminate mediocrity. If this be true

of professions, in which, after a season of

severe study, a term of probation, theknow

ledge acquired in early life sustains the

professor, with added experience of every

day, throughout the rest of his career, with

how much more force will it apply to pro

fessions or pursuits, in which the mind is

perpetually on the rack to produce novel

ties, and in which it is considered deroga

tory to a man to reproduce his own ideas,

copy his own pictures, or multiply, after

the same model, a variety of characters

and figures'

A few years of hard reading, constant

attention in the chambers of the convey

ancer, the equity draftsman, the pleader,

and a few years more of that disinterested

observance of the practice of the courts,

which is liberally afforded to every young

barrister, and indeed which many enjoy

throughout life, and he is competent, with

moderate talent, to protect the interests of

his client, and with moderate mental labor

to make a respectable figure in his profes

sion. In like manner, four or five years

sedulous attendance on lectures, dissections,

and practice of the hospitals, enables your

physician to see how little remedial power

exists in his boasted art; knowing this, he

feels pulses, and orders a recognized rou

tine of draughts and pills with the formality

which makes the great secret of his pro

ſession. When the patient dies, nature, of

course, bears the blame; and when nature,

happily uninterfered with, recovers his pa

tient, the doctor stands on tiptoe. Hence

forward his success is determined by

other than medical sciences: a pill-box

and pair, a good house in some recognized

locality, Sunday dinners, a bit of a book,

grand power of head-shaking, shoulder

shrugging, bamboozling weak-minded men

and women, and, if possible, a religious

connexion.

For the clergyman, it is only necessary

that he should be orthodox, humble, and

pious: that he should on no occasion, right

or wrong, set himself in opposition to his

ecclesiastical superiors; that he should

preach unpretending sermons; that he

should never make jokes, nor understand

the jokes of another: this is all that he

wants to get on respectably. If he is am

bitious, and wishes one of the great prizes,
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he must have been a free-thinking reviewer,

have written pamphlets, or made a fuss

about the Greek particle, or, what will

avail him more than all, have been tutor to

a minister of state.

Thus you perceive, for men. whose edu

cation is intellectual, but whose practice is

more or less mechanical, you have many

great, intermediate, and little prizes in the

lottery of life ; but where, on the contrary,

are the prizes for the historian, transmitting

to posterity the events, and men, and times

long since past; where the prize of the

analyst of mind, of the dramatic, the epic,

or the lyric poet, the essayist, and all whose

works are likely to become the classics of

future times; where the prize of the public

journalist, who points the direction of pub

lic opinion, and, himself without place, sta

tion, or even name, teaches Governments

their duty, and prevents Ministers of State

becoming, by hardihood or ignorance, in

tolerable evils; where the prize of the great

artist, who has not employed himself mak

ing faces for hire, but who has worked in

loneliness and isolation, living, like Barry,

upon raw apples and cold water, that he

might bequeath to his country some me

morial worthy the age in which he lived,

and the art for which he lived 1 For these

men, and such as these, are no prizes in the

lottery of life; a grateful country sets

apart for them no places where they can

retire in the full enjoyment of their fame;

condemned to labor for their bread, not in

a dull mechanical routine of professional,

official, or business-like duties, but in the

most severe, most wearing of all labor, the

labor of the brain, they end where they be

gun. With struggling they begin life, with

struggling they make their way in life, with

struggling they end life; poverty drives

away friends, and reputation multiplies ene

mies. The man whose thoughts will be

come the thoughts of our children, whose

minds will be reflected in the mirror of his

mind, who will store in their memories his

household words, and carry his lessons in

their hearts, dies not unwillingly, for he

has nothing in life to look forward to ; closes

with indifference his eyes on a prospect

where no gleam of hope sheds its sunlight

on the broken spirit; he dies, is borne by a

few humble friends to a lowly sepulchre,

and the newspapers of some days after

give us the following paragraph:—

“We regret to be obliged to state that

Dr , or ,Esq. (as the case may

be) died, on Saturday last, at his lodgings

two pair back in Back Place, Pimlico, (or)

at his cottage (a miserable cabin where he

retired to die) at Kingston-upon-Thames.

It is our melancholy duty to inform our

readers that this highly gifted and amiable

man, who for so many years delighted and

improved the town, and who was a most

strenuous supporter of the (Radical or

Conservative) cause, (it is "...! to set

forth this miserable statement to awaken the

gratitude of faction towards the family of the

dead,) has left a rising family totally un

provided for. We are satisfied that it is

only necessary to allude to this distressing

circumstance, in order to enlist the sym

pathies, &c. &c., (in short, to get up a sub

scription).”

We confess we are at a loss to under

stand why the above advertisement should

be kept". to be inserted with

only the interpolation of name and date,

when any man dies who has devoted him

self to pursuits of a purely intellectual

character. Nor are we unable to discover

in the melancholy, and, as it would seem,

unavoidable fates of such men, substantial

grounds of that diversion of the aristocracy

of talent to the pursuit of professional dis

tinction, accompanied by profit, of which

our literature, art, and science are now

suffering, and will continue to suffer, the

consequences.

In a highly artificial state of society,

where a command, not merely of the essen

tials, but of some of the superfluities of

life are requisite as passports to society,

no man will willingly devote himself to

pursuits which will render him an outlaw,

and his family dependent on the tardy gra

titude of an indifferent world. The stim

ulus of ſame will be inadequate to main

tain the energies even of great minds, in a

contest of which the victories are wreaths

of barren bays. Nor will any man willingly

consume the morning of his days in amass

ing intellectual treasures for posterity,

when his contemporaries behold him dim

ming with unavailing tears his twilight of

existence, and dying with the worse than

deadly pang, the consciousness that those

who are nearest and dearest to his heart

must eat the bread of charity. Nor is it

quite clear to our apprehension, that the

prevalent system of providing for merely

intellectual men, by a State annuity or pen

sion, is the best that can be devised: it is

hard that the pensioned aristocracy of

talent should be exposed to the taunt of

receiving the means of their subsistence

from this or that minister, upon supposi

tions of this or that ministerial assistance

which, whether true or false, cannot ſail

to derogate from that independent dignity
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of mind which is never extinguished in the

breast of the true aristocrat of talent, save

by unavailing struggles, long-continued,

with the unkindness of fortune.

We wish the aristocracy of power to

think over this, and so very heartily bid

them farewell.

THE LOST LAM.B.

BY DELTA.

From Biackwood's Magazine.

A surpherd laid upon his bed,

With many a sigh, his aching head,

For him—his favorite boy—on whom

Had fallen death, a sudden doom.

“But yesterday,” with sobs he cried,

“Thou wert, with sweet looks at my side,

Life's loveliest blossom, and to-day,

Woes me! thou liest a thing of clay !

It cannot be that thou art gone;

It cannot be, that now, alone,

A gray-hair'd man on earth am I,

Whilst thou within its bosom lie

Methinks I see thee smiling there,

With beaming eyes, and sunny hair,

As thou wert wont, when fondling me,

To clasp my neck from off my knee!

Was it thy voice Again, oh speak,

My boy, or else my heart will break 1"

Each adding to that father's woes,

A thousand bygone scenes arose;

At home—a-field—each with its joy,

Each with its smile—and all his boy

Now swell'd his proud rebellious breast,

With darkness and with doubt opprest;

Now sank despondent, while amain

Unnerving tears ſell down like rain:

Air—air—he breathed, yet wanted breath—

It was not liſe—it was not death—

But the drear agony between,

Where all is heard, and felt, and seen—

The wheels of action set ajar;

The body with the soul at war.

'Twas vain, 'twas vain; he could not find

A haven for his shipwreck'd mind;

Sleep shunn'd his pillow. Forth he went—

The moon from midnight's azure tent

Shone down, and, with serenest light,

Flooded the windless plains of night;

The lake in its clear mirror show'd

Each little star that twinkling glow'd;

Aspens, that quiver with a breath,

Were stirless in that hush of death;

The birds were nestled in their bowers;

The dew-drops glitter'd on the flowers;

Almost it seem'd as pitying Heaven

A while its sinless calm had given

To lower regions, lest despair

Should make abode for ever there;

So tranquil—so serene—so bright—

Brooded o'er earth the wings of night.

O'ershadow’d by its ancient yew,

His sheep-cot met the shepherd's view;

And, placid, in that calm profound,

His silent flocks lay slumbering round;

With flowing mantle, by his side,

Sudden, a stranger he espied,

Bland was his visage, and his voice

Sofien'd the heart, yet bade rejoice.—

“Why is thy mourning thus 7" he said,

“Why thus doth sorrow bow thy head?

Why faltereth thus thy faith, that so

Abroad despairing thou dost go

As if the God who gave thee breath,

Held not the keys of life and death !

When from the flocks that feed about,

A single lamb thou choosest out,

Is it not that which seemeth best

That thou dost take, yet leave the rest?

Yes! such thy wont; and even so,

With his choice little ones below

Doth the Good Shepherd deal; he breaks

Their earthly bands, and homeward takes,

Early, ere sin hath render'd dim

The image of the seraphim 1"

Heart-struck, the shepherd home return'd;

Again within his bosom burn'd

The light of faith; and, from that day,

He trode serene life's onward way.

A NUT FOR “ GRAND DUKES.”

From Blackwood's Magazine.

God help me but I have always looked

upon a “grand duke” pretty much in the

same light that I have regarded the “Great

Lama,” that is to say, a very singular and

curious object of worship in its native coun

try. How any thing totally destitute of

sovereign attributes could ever be an idol,

either for religious or political adoration,

is somewhat singular, and after much pains

and reflections on the subject I came to the

opinion that German princes were valued

by their subjects pretty much on the princi

ple the Indians select their idols, and know i

ing men admire thorough-bred Scotch ter

riers—viz, not their beauty.

Of all the cant this most canting age

abounds in, nothing is more repulsive and

disgusting than the absurd laudation which

travellers pour forth concerning these peo

ple, by the very ludicrous blunders of com

paring a foreign aristocracy with our own.

Now what is a German grand duke 1 Pic

ture to yourself a very corpulent, mous

tached, and befrogged individual, who has

a territory about the size of the Phoenix

Park, and a city as big and as flourish

ing as the Blackrock; the expenses of his

civil list are defrayed by a chalybeate

spring, and the budget of his army by the

license of a gambling-house, and then read

the following passage from “Howitt's Life

in Germany,” which, with that admirable

appreciation of excellence so eminently

their characteristic, the newspapers have

been copying this week past—

“You may sometimes see a grand duke

come into a country inn, call for his glass
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of ale, drink it, pay for it, and go away as

unceremoniously as yourself. The conse

quence of this easy familiarity is, that

princes are everywhere popular, and the

daily occurrence of their presence amongst

the people, prevents that absurd crush and

stare at them, which prevails in more lux

urious and exclusive countries.”

That princes do go into country inns,

call for ale, and drink it, I firmly believe; a

circumstance, however, which I put the

less value upon, inasmuch as the inn is

pretty much like the prince's own house,

the ale very like what he has at home, and

the innkeeper as near as possible in breed

ing, manner, and appearance, his equal.

That he pays for the drink, which our

author takes pains to mention, excites all

my admiration; but I confess I have no

words to express my pleasure on reading

that “he goes away again,” and, as Mr.

Howitt has it, “as unceremoniously as

ourself,” neither stopping to crack the

andlord's crown, smash the pewter, break

the till, nor even put a star in the looking

glass over the fire-place, a condescension

on his part which leads to the fact, that

“princes are everywhere popular.”

Now considering that Mr. Howitt is a

Quaker, it is somewhat remarkable the

high estimate he entertains of this “grand

ducal” forbearance. What he expected

his highness to have done when he had

finished his drink, I am as much at a loss

to conjecture, as what trait we are called

upon to admire in the entire circumstance;

when the German prince went into the inn,

and knocking three times with a copper.

kreutzer on the counter, called for his

choppin of beer, he was exactly acting up

to the ordinary habits of his station, as

when the Duke of Northumberland, on his

arriving with four carriages at the “Clar

endon,” occupied a complete suite of apart

ments, and partook of a most sumptuous

dinner. Neither more nor less. His Grace

of Alnwick might as well be lauded for his

ducal urbanity as the German prince for

his, each was fulfilling his destiny in his

own way, and there is not any thing a

whit more worthy of admiration in the one

case, than in the other.

But three hundred pounds per annum,

even in a cheap country, afford few lux

uries; and if the Germans are indifferent to

cholic, there might be, after all, something

pºly in the beer-drinking, and here

leave it.

THE NEWSPAPER PRESS OF FRANCE.

From the Foreign Quarterly Review.

Le Courier Français : La Presse: Le Ma

tional, 1842.

La Siècle : Le Constitutionel : Le Journal

des Débats. 1842.

THE literature of the American Newspa

per is not more distinguishable from that of

the French, than darkness is from light.

But as we have shown, in the case of

America, a most unjust and scandalous in

fluence created, without character and with

out talent; we believe it will be instructive

to show, in the case of France, that without

something more than the highest order of

talent, even aided by the best repute, a

just and creditable influence cannot be re

tained.

It will startle many to be told that the

Newspapers of France have in a great mea

sure lost their celebrated hold of the opin

ions of the French People. But every at

tentive observer knows the fact, whatever

the cause may be ; and could accurately tell

you the when, if not the why, of this visible

decline of power. As in these cases it often

happens, Journalism was at the height of its

greatest triumph in Paris, when the disease

which struck down its strength appeared.

While a journalist was yet prime minister

of France, its influence began to give way :

though not till another journalist had receiv

ed sentence and imprisonment as a felon,

was its degradation openly proclaimed. We

are not, as we shall prove, using language

too strong for the occasion.

Some time in the early part of last year,

the electors of Corbeil were invited to hear

the addresses of two candidates for the

honor of their representation. We can

easily satisfy ourselves by a simple arith

metical calculation, that if thirty-four mil

lions of Frenchmen give but a hundred and

fifty thousand electors, the meeting held at

the village of Corbeil could have contained

but a fraction of electoral freedom. As

public meetings are not tolerated in France,

an approach to one, although confined to the

few, who, notwithstanding the infinite di

vision of property into which the country

is parcelled, are yet able to pay two hundred

francs or eight pounds sterling direct taxa

tion, is worthy of an encouraging attention.

Perhaps the locality itself may help us to

an analogy. Corbeil, about twenty miles

distance from Paris, possesses the rare honor

of being approached from the capital by a

railway, at that time certainly the longest

in the kingdom. Now the meeting of which

we speak bore about the same proportion
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in privileges and immunities to our own

tumultuous yet orderly assemblages, which,

noisy as the waves, are yet as obedient to

high laws and influences, as does the twenty

miles' Paris and Corbeil railway, to the im

mense network of iron which overspreads

England. Yet as to that short and solitary

railway (for its fancy rivals for holiday cus

tom to Versailles are hardly worth speaking

of) gives promise of rising enterprise, so

the rare meeting at its terminus seemed full

of hope, of growing liberty. The occasion

was a more than usually important one.

The Thiers Ministry had just fallen. Their

successors, opposed by nearly the whole

press, were anxious to receive the sanction

of popular opinion. A vacancy in a me

tropolitan district was an excellent oppor

tunity of ministers to test the favor of the

country, while the ex-administration were

anturally eager to win for themselves that

crown of approbation which still remained

wanting to the security and glory of their

successors. With all respect for the gov.

ernment candidate, we shall pass his name

over, and introduce at once to our readers

M. Leon Faucher, editor of the ‘Courier

Français.'

M. Faucher was upon this occasion plac.

ed in one of those peculiar situations, where

the stake to be played for is so high, that

he who is ambitious of winning puts his

whole fortune on the cast. Not only did

he risk the character of M. Thiers and his

party, whom he represented, but, what was

more important still, the credit and charac.

ter of Journalism were to stand or fall by

his election. Whether, then, from personal

vanity, or the legitimate object of present

ing to the electors the strongest point in his

own favor, the editor of the ‘Courier’ cer

tainly tore away with a bold if not a rude

hand, the veil which had hung over the con

nexion between the Press and the Thiers

ministry.

It is known to every body who takes the

slightest interest in the politics of the day,

that M. Thiers resigned because the king,

upon the eve of the opening of the chambers,

refused to admit a passage in the spaech,

proposed to be spoken from the throne,

which he regarded as tantamount to a declar

ation of war against the Four Great Pow

ers, who, in conjunction with the Porte, had

signed the treaty of July for the settlement

of the Eastern Question. Previously to this,

and while M. Thiers enjoyed the full exercise

of ministerial power, he had drawn up the

celebrated note of the 8th of May, address

ed to Lord Palmerston, and declaring that

an interference with the hereditary rights of

Mehemet Ali over the Pachalic of Egypt,

would be regarded by France as a Casus

Belli. Many of M. Thiers's partisans con
sidered this note, after the stimulus which

had been given to popular feeling by the

watchword that “France had been insulted,’

a very diluted specimen of diplomatic spirit;

and the suspicion was so generally spread

that M. Thiers had been acting only melo

dramatic anger from various motives, to

some of which we shall not even allude, that

his dismissal caused comparatively very

little sensation. This note of the 8th of

May, whose effect upon public feeling we

have just glanced at, was the document of

all others which M. Faucher felt bound to

adopt and jnstify. His manner of doing so

deserves attention, inasmuch as upon that

point turns much of the remark we shall

have to offer upon Journalism in Paris.

M. Faucher, then announced to his aston

ished hearers that He, not a cabinet minis

ter, not a member of the government, not

holding a seat in the chamber, but simpl

Editor of the ‘Courier Français,’ and as Edi

tor, did assist at the drawing up of that

very note of the 8th of May, declaring un

der certain conjunctures, war. And what

a War ! One in which, as M. Thiers him

self subsequently declared, “the blood of

ten generations would be shed ' The charge

against the note was, that it was prepared

in so cautious a form, and contained so

much qualification, as to neutralize its own

menace. M. Faucher labored to show,

therefore, that it was in truth and substance

that which it professed to be : a declaration

of War in certain given circumstances,

which circumstances, he contended, were

likely to have arisen, and only did not arise,

because of that very menace made with

his own sanction: and that in fact, Mehemet

Ali owned to M. Thiers, and himself, M.

Faucher, that he was not driven out of

Egypt as he had been out of Syria. We do

not stop to contest M. Faucher's reasoning,

or to dispute his facts: our object is to

show, from evidence furnished by the editor

of a leading journal, the position occupied

by Journalism in France even up to the pe

riod of M. Thiers's resignation. When M.

Faucher told the electors of Corbeil that he

sanctioned the note of M. Thiers, he did so

upon the assumption of his own unquestion

able popularity. He dropped the office of

advocate or apologist for Thiers. He threw

the guarantee of his own character between

public suspicion and the ex-minister, not

doubting for a moment, that in the presence

of the people he stood the higher. He al

most dared them to doubt the word of one
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to whom, as to the people's tribune, M.

Thiers had addressed an invitation to assist

at the council-board upon the most solemn,

perhaps the most awful occasion, on which

the ministers of a great country ever sat:

for Peace and War hung in the balance of

their deliberation, and Leon Faucher held

the scale.

The election of Corbeil was decided a

gainst the editor of the ‘Courier Français,'

and Journalism, and the man whom Journal

ism had made Prime Minister of France,

received each a blow that neither has since

recovered. For it at once revealed the

weakness, from which both had been some

time suffering.

But supposing Journalism, as we just now

said, to have itself created the fame and

the fortue of Thiers, he may posibly be

thought not wholly devoid of some excuse,

if, at a later period, the attempt to misap.

ply an agency never before unsuccessful, led

him into grave mistakes, injurious if not fatal

to his reputation. What is of more impor

tance, however—we would ask if any such

excuse is to be offered for the Press, which

allowed itself to be flattered into a desertion

of the trust reposed in it by the public, for

a glittering alliance with power 1

The bait was strong. A seat in the cabi

net is usually deemed the highest object

of political ambition; but think of a seat in

a tribunal raised by the cabinet above its

own head, “a power behind the throne

greater than the throne itself!” Think of

substantial rule, without responsibility:

independent of majorities in parliament, in

dependent of the king, nay, independent of

the people ! dependent upon no one; an

swerable to no body; a self-created, self

sustained corporation, enjoying anomalous

place and unparalleled power, simply be.

cause it was believed to be faithful and

sincere. A memorable lesson is taught in

the result of a cheat of this kind. Here is a

body which, finding itself thus the absolute

leader, director, and governor of a people

who are supposed to have no voice but

through itself, presumes to barter with a

minister for the unseen, undefined, but ev

ery where felt, throb of the popular heart,

and suddenly discovers itself in one moment

stripped of the power it had considered out

of reach and unassailable: and that by the

same impalpable silent withdrawal of confi

dence, which, wanting external forms of ex

pression, is the more complete, because it

shows no face to which to appeal, no ear to

hear repentance or submission.

Let us now, before we proceed further,

state without reserve one great object that

we have in proclaiming that the Paris press'

to whose transcendent power to a recent

period we have afforded such striking evi

dence, is now in a comparatively fallen

state. We do so, then, because it has,

since its dethronement, in company with

M. Thiers, preached an untiring crusade

against England. Because, whatever the

theme, Syrian question, Right of search,

Chinese or Affghan war, Belgian treaty,

Barcelona revolt, its tone has been invaria

bly the same. Because, to the present hour,

the Paris Journals, without exception, some

insiduously, the most part openly, endeavor

to sow the seeds of bitter hostility in the

hearts of Frenchmen against England. Be

cause, did that press possess sufficient power,

did it retain any thing like its old influence,

Europe would at this moment be in the

pangs and throes of a convulsion, to which

we apply no epithet because we cannot find

one capable of marking how terrible such a

convulsion would be. Still, no doubt, these

Journals possess in a minor degree the ca

pacity to do harm, which they are exercising

to its fullest extent; but every unprincipled

word and deed of theirs, lies like a block in

the way of a return to the great position

they once held.

Now this doctrine of hatred to England

does not arise from a consciousness of

wilful wrong or injury inflicted upon France,

for never at any period of the history of the

two countries do French and British inter

ests less clash than at the present moment.

France is allowed to pursue without remon

strance her course of conquest in Africa.

Her ports are alive with ship-builders, and

she is preparing to rival England upon the

seas; not, it is to be hoped, in hostility, but

in fair and honorable concourse. Even

upon Eastern ground, where it was supposed

they could never join, we find British and

French diplomacy united land in hand to

effect a common object; while at the joint

bidding of Baron de Bourquenay and Sir

Stratford Canning, a combined French and

British fleet lately steered to the coast of

Syria. It is not then from clashing interests,

or interests likely to clash, that the so-called

representatives of public opinion in France

keep up this incessant din and jargon against

their English neighbors. There was a time,

indeed, when hatred of Frenchmen formed

part of the people's vulgar creed at this side

the channel, and if the people at the other

side allowed their minds to dwell upon the

history of former wars, it is possible that

we might find colorable reasons for tradi

tional dislike. Fortunately for the peace

of mankind, the animosities of nations to
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wards each other are short-lived. In the

middle of the last century Prussians and

Frenchmen were alternately friends and

foes; and France and Austria, after two

centuries of conflict, shook hands and fought

side by side. The year 1830 proved how

readily fifteen years of peace had smoothed

over the burning discords of the Napoleon

wars, for never did John Bull with more

earnest cordiality thrust out his honest

hand to the foe whom he had fought and

forgiven, than when the revolution of July

showed France radiant with glorious tri

umph, unstained by popular misdeeds; while

France, to her honor be it spoken, in the

happiness of a heart elevated by the con

sciousness of great and good actions, ac

cepted that hand, and the foundation of a

long peace was laid. We fervently pray

that it may be lasting!

It is not, then, from clashing interests,

nor from traditional dislike, that the organs

of popular feeling would make the popular

voice cry hatred to England. But let us

offer some direct proof of the existence of

that hostility of which we speak, before we

proceed to characterize its motives, and

note the results that it has worked.

We had prepared a series of extracts from

the Journals whose titles are prefixed to

this article, when a late number of the

“Journal des Débats” was put into our

hands. This paper is the organ of the

Soult-Guizot ministry, and enjoys, it is said,

the favor of the court. It is most ably con

ducted, and is certainly the first paper in

France. We are not to conclude from this

high list of titles to respect, that it is af.

fected with any inordinate leanings towards

England. As we mention this Journal, we

may be allowed to anticipate in some degree

the order of our remarks for the purpose

of stating, that the outcry raised against

England in France, because of the treaty of

July, was sanctioned by the respectable

authority of the “Débats;” and although,

having at first encouraged M. Thiers in his

impolitic career, it subsequently saw reason

to change its course, yet, notwithstanding

its support of a ministry supposed to be

willing to cultivate friendly relations with

Great Britain, we still find it omits no occa

sion which presents itself, of marking any

of our troubles at home or disasters abroad,

as proof of still deeper evils and less avoid.

able misfortunes. In a number a few days

previous to that from which we are now

about to quote, we find, for example, a pro

phecy of the immediate separation of Canada

from the mother country. It is true that

such indications of hostility never break

out into unseemly expressions: there is no

breach of convenance : no ill manners: the

language is courtly and polished, and the

articles march with the solemn air of a page

of Gibbon. Nevertheless, the inferential

blow is intended to be as telling as an ex

travagant denunciation of the “National,”

pronounced with the wild air of a Sybil :

and in reality it is more so.

Yet the hostility of other Journals so out

herods Herod, that the “Débats” is obliged

to assume the arbiter elegantiarum, and sup

plicate them, when they speak of Great

Britain, not to descend to the language of

the Halle (the Paris Billingsgate.) The

occasion which had drawn forth the par

ticular burst of vulgarly expressed rage,

reproved by the “Débats,” was Lord Aber

deen's letter to the Lords of the Admiralty

in relation to the right of search by British

cruisers on the African coast. As we shall

purposely abstain from expressing opinions

upon intricate subjects, because their dis

cussion would lead us too far from the point

to which we purposely confine ourselves,

we offer no opinion upon the letter of

that noble lord. It may be observed, how

ever, that no document would appear less

calculated to provoke from the enemies of

England, whatever it might suggest to her

friends, the language which we shall leave

the courtly French organ to characterize.

“We think that we ought to protest, on our

own account and at our own risk and peril, on

behalf even of the French Press, against the

mode in which certain journals, whether they be

long or do not belong to the opposition, have re

ceived Lord Aberdeen's letter to the Lords of the

Admiralty. Were we at war with England;

were the English nation a nation of traitors, of

liars, of outlaws; were its government a govern

ment of pirates; this would not be a reason,

supposing an act of justice to have escaped from

such a nation and such a government, to dis

credit the act, and make it the text for outpourings

of insult and declamation. Lord Aberdeen frank

ly acknowledges that certain abuses have been

committed in execution of the means employed

to suppress the slave-trade: he points them out

to the Lords of Admiralty: he directs the latter

to prevent their recurrence by instructions to the

officers of the English navy, more strict, and

more conformable to the rights of nations. This

letter—we say again, though we should draw

down upon ourselves an avalanche of calumnies

and insults—is marked by a tone of moderation

and sincerity which does honor to the British

minister. e has the true dignity to acknow

ledge his faults, and to take the measures need

ful for repairing them ; and this is the occasion

selected by certain journals to cry Death and Ha

tred to the English and their Government What

sort of reputation do we wish to have in the

world ! hat is the object aimed at by this ab

surd and guilty violence 7 Is it to put our coun
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try out of the pale of the rights of nations ?...

After all, no government, no people, is infallible.

A country is liable to be involved by its agents

in grave faults. But this, among civilized na

tions, does not instantly drag down fury and war.

They do not insult, they do not cry vengeance.

The injured party demands justice by diplomatic

means. Supposing a nation had grave com

plaints to make against us, should we suffer it to

exact reparation with insults and menace on its

lips ? Should we be more disposed to render it

justice, because it treated us as pirates and

lunderers ? because it told us every day that it

ates us ? that it wishes us ill, that it invokes

against us all the scourges of earth and heaven ?

For such is the fine patriotism that certain of our

journals exhibit with shameful inveteracy. It is

not politics they deal in, it is hate and anger

they disgorge : thinking doubtless that they

would render a great service to France, if they

could inoculate it with their own blind passions.

... We repeat and maintain, that if France were

at war with England, it would yet become two

great nations to respect and do justice to each

other. We have, besides, another motive for

protesting against the deplorable exaggerations

of a part of the† It is clear that these ex

aggerations, if their object is not to drive two

peoples into a frightful war, essentially injure

the cause that they pretend to support Moder

ation, coolness, dignity, give weight to reclama

tions : fury discredits them and brings them into

suspicion. To insult is not to negotiate. Every

people have their honor to deſend, and what jus

tice and good manners may easily obtain from a

nation, it refuses to threats and insult. It is then

its pride which is brought in question. In a

word, what do they desire ? what do the jour

nals wish, that every morning brandish their

swords against England ? Treaties are in exis

tence. We do not speak of the treaty of 1841 ;

it is not, it will not be, ratified : it is as a dead

letter to France. This is a point which no one

will further dare to bring in question. But there

are treaties which we have signed, which we

have ratified, the observance of which we have

obtained from several other powers, which we

have ourselves executed without dispute for

eleven years, and against which objection has

only arisen within these ten months. Voilà le

fait tº*

• It may, perhaps, beas well tosubjoin the original :

" Nous croyons devoir protester, pour notre compte

et à nos risques et périls, dans l'intérêt même de la

presse française, contre la manière dont certains

journaux, qu'ils soient de l'Opposition ou qu'ils n'en

soient pas, ont accueilli la lettre adressée par Lord

Aberdeen aux lords de l'amirauté. Fussions-nous

en guerre avec l'Angleterre, la nation anglaise fût

elle une nation de traîtres, de perfides, de gens à ex

terminer, et son gouvernement un gouvernement

de pirates, ce ne serait pas une raison, si un acte

de justice échappait à une pareille nation et à un

pareil gouvernement, pour dénaturer cet acte et

our le faire servir de texte à un débordement d'in

jures et de déclamations. Lord Aberdeen reconnaît

franchement que des abus ont eu lieu dans l'exécu

tion des moyens employés pour réprimer la traite des

négres ; il les signale aux lords de l'amirauté; il

engage ceux-ci à en prévenir le retour par des in

structions plus nettes et plus conformes au droir des

gens, addressées aux officiers de la marine anglaise,

Ay ! Voila le fait. From the year 1831,

when France and England, by a treaty for

the suppression of the slave trade, conse

crated the holy friendship (not to call it or

dinary alliance) sprung from the revolution

of 1830, to within a period of ten months,

mot one word of serious complaint was

heard from the mouths of those journals,

who, to repeat the language just quoted,

now cry " Death and Hatred to the English

and their Government ;" who " disgorge

hatred and rage ;" who " insult but do not

Cette lettre, nous le dirons encore quand nous dev

rions attirer sur nous une avalanche de calomnies et

d'outrages, est empreinte d'un ton de modération et

de sincérité qui fait honneur au ministre britan

nique ; il y a de la vraie dignité à avouer ses torts et

à prendre les mesures nécessaires pour les reparer ;

et voilà l'ocasion que certains journaux ehoisissent

pour crier Mort et Haine aux Anglaise et à leur

Gouvernement ! Quelle réputation voulons-nous

donc avoir dans le monde ? Quel est le but auquel

on tend par ces absurdes et coupables violences ?—

Est-ce de faire mettre notre pays hors du droit des

gens ?

" Après tout, aucun gouvernement, aucune nation

n'est infaillible. Un pays est exposé à être engagé

par ses agens dans des fautes graves. Entre nations

civilisées cela n'entraîne pas aussitôt la fureur et la

guerre. On ne s'outrage pas on ne crie pas ven

geance. La partie lésée demande justice par les

voies diplomatiques. Et si une nation avait des

griefs à faire valoir contre nous, souffririons-nous

qu'elle en exigeat la réparation, l'injure et la men

ace à la bouche ? Serions-nous mieux disposés à

leur rendre justice, quand elle nous traiterait de for

bans et de pillards, quand elle nous dirait tous les

jours qu'elle nous hait, qu'elle nous veut du mal,

qu'elle appelle sur nous tous les fléaux du ciel et de

la terre ? Car voilà le beau patriotisme que déploi

ent, avec un acharnement honteux, certains de nos

journaux. Ce n'est pas de la politique qu'ils ſont,

c'est de la haine et de la colère qu'ils dégorgent, croy

ants sans doute qu'ils rendraient un grand service à

la France, s'ils pouvaient lui faiae partager les pas

sions aveugles qu'ils ressentent.

" Nous disons, nous. et nous tenons à le redire, que

la France, fûi-elle en guerre avec l'Angleterre, il

serait encore digne de deux grandes nations de se

respecter et de se rendre justice. Nous avons d'ail

leurs un autre motif pour protester contre les déplo

rables exagérations d'une partie de la presse. Il est

évident que ces exagérations, si elles n'ont pas pour

but de pousser les deux peuples à une guerre affreuse,

nuisent essentiellement à la cause qu'on prétend

servir. La modération, le sang-froid, la dignité

donnent du poids aux réclamations ; la fureur les

rend suspectes et les décrédite Insulter n'est pas

négocier. Chaque peuple a son honneur à défendre,

et ce que la justice et les bons procédés obtiendraient

aisément d'une nation, elle le refuse à la menace et

l'outrage. C'est alors son orgueil qui est en cause.

Que veut on, en un mot ? que veulent les journaux

qui brandissent tous les matins leur épée contre

l'Angleterre ? Il y a des traités. Nous ne parlons

pas du traité de 1811 ; il n'est pas ratifié, il ne le sera

pas : il est comme non avenu pour la France. C'est

un point que personne n'oserait plus mettre en doute.

Mais il y a des traités que nous avons signés, que

nous avons ratifiés, que nous avons fait accepter par

plusieurs autres puissances, que nous avons nous

mêmes exécutés sans bruit pendant onze ens, et con

tre lesquels on ne réclame que dupuis dix mois.—

Voilà le fait.''
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negotiate ;” who “push the two nations on

to war;” but who in all this do themselves

an injury, which had better also be describ

ed in the language of the Journal from

which we have so largely drawn.

“We are convinced that it” (the system adopted

by the Journals) “tends to make us pass for a

people who only listen to their passions; who act

but in obedience to blind instincts: to-day raised

to enthusiasm for one cause, to-morrow for another:

always disposed to violent means, and incapable of

waiting the conclusions of time, of justice, and of

reason.”

This appeal, from its impassioned style

so remarkable in the “Débats,” is, as the

reader may have observed, addressed not

merely to Journals of the opposition, but

to those which are not of the opposition.

It is addressed in fact, to the whole Press,

and with reason; for the paper the most

untiring in its abuse of England, is the pro

fessedly Conservative and Lous-Philippeist

print, “La Presse,” conducted by the sur

vivor in the unhappy dispute which sacrifi

ced the life of Armand Carrel. Even the

“National,” which the other day commenc

ed one of its murky pieces of declamation,

by stating that it designedly preached

Hatred of England, is not more hostile to

us than is this paltry receptacle of château

gossip. The one, to be sure, is vehement,

as becomes a war-breathing republican; the

other, captious and carping, as the mouth

piece of a bas bleu coterie, which fancies it

is cutting, when merely spiteful, and dreams

of being wise and learned while erudite

only in the small talk of effete diplomatists:

of such diplomatists as would, like M. de

Salvandy, make the fates of nations to de

pend upon the way in which a successful

soldier, and the representative of the

Throne of the Barricades, should grimace

antiquated etiquette

We have thus shown, and that from no

partial source, that Death and Hatred to

England is almost universally the doctrine

of the Paris Press. The date of several

months assigned by the “Débats,” relates

to the subject upon which that hatred ma

nifests itself. In point of fact, it is to be

dated from the signature of the treaty of

July. We do not stop to examine that act.

The justification of its manner depends

upon the charge against M. Thiers of seek

ing delay with the view of juggling the

question, which he was pledged to settle

only in conjunction with the other Powers.

His dealing with the Press is what we have

to do with, and with that alone. We will

now go back a little, the better to under

stand this.

When in February, 1840, M. Thiers ac

cepted the task of forming an administra

tion, he plainly thought that he could rule

the country through the Press. The posi

tion of parties in the Chamber of Deputies

was at that time such, that, to use his own

expression, a majority existed for no one;

and, except under the pressure of some par

amount alarm, such is perhaps the ordina

ry state of that body. So conscious are

parties themselves of the fact, that when

ever an émeute takes place, or the Police

effect the arrests of suspected individuals,

the whisper runs that the authorities them

selves have artfully set plots in motion in

order to alarm the deputies, and so paralyze

opposition. Nay, it is said to be a part of

state policy to stir the national guards,

composed chiefly of tradesmen and shop

keepers, with a slight vibration : the rum

blings of an earthquake: enough to make

them shoulder their guns, fling off their

torpor, and persuade themselves that they

alone stand between, not the throne and re

publicanism, but shopocracy and the plunder

of boutiques. Whether these surmises

be merely the capricious inventions of lively

but dissatisfied spirits; or, whether, from

the strange coincidence of attentats just oc.

curring, as they usually have done, on the

eve of the opening of the Chambers, and in

time to afford a graceful gloom to the royal

speech, suspicions are suggested; certain

it is, that M. Thiers was not long in office

before he raised a storm over the heads of

the deputies, which soon made them sit too

close together for division. The Journals

supplied the wind with which this potent

AEolus clouded the political horizon. The

bland opening of the ministerial career did

not even reveal that little cloud, small as

your hand, which portends the hurricane.

He humbly proclaimed himself a peace

maker; told the deputies that he had not

the majority; assured them that he came

to seek a majority; and with “bated breath

and whispering humbleness” looked for a

trial. For a long time he coquetted with

the Right, and with the Left. How happy

could he be with either | But while he

threw out obscure hints of favor to the

Parti-Molé, and then to the Parti-Odillon

Barrot, he employed himself actively in

erecting the materials of a pressure from

without, sufficiently strong, by rendering

him l'homme nécessaire (again to use his

own phrase) to place both between his legs,

he holding the reins. And then, Behold

how he should make them scamper round

the Chamber, to the delight of the gallery

folk, and the country at large
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In looking back to this period, it is

strange to find how M. Thiers, within the

space of a few months, from having almost

as little help from the Newspapers as M.

Guizot has at present (and that is sufficient

ly scanty in all conscience), contrived to

command their almost undivided support.

We do not say that he corrupted the French

Press by bribing it with money; but he

flattered, seduced, and bamboozled it. To

some of his means, M. Leon Faucher has

already afforded us a clue. We are going

to exhibit others. While we acknowledge

frankly that we acquit literary men in the

Public Press of France of the contamination

of the bribe, we have good evidence that

the scruples of the ministers would not

have saved these men from the insult of an

offer. The circumstances connected with

the disappearance from the field of the

“Journal de Paris” afford this evidence :

circumstances curious in themselves, and

worthy of being better known.

Long after the Journals in opposition had

slackened their fire, a battery was kept up

from this print: professedly of theº

party. But to the surprise of the public,

the “Journal” disappeared one morning:

taking that kind of laconic and unceremo

nious leave which a retiring newspaper,

with nothing better to offer, presents when

it announces to its subscribers that “hence

forth it merges in, &c.” and prays the

transfer of future subscriptions to its most

deserving successor.

The “Journal de Paris” disappearing in

its chariot of fire, left its mantle to the

“Commerce.” Some time after the then

minister of Public Instruction, M. Cousin,

was significantly asked, what business such

a gentleman, naming the editor of the late

“Journal de Paris,” had to do in calling

upon him the minister. To which the min

ister gave the unsatisfactory reply, that as

the gentleman in question, having abandon

ed politics, was desirous of going to the co

lonies for the purpose of study, he had

called upon him for a passport, as well as

for some pecuniary assistance, which was

accorded. Et voilà tout. The pecuniary

assistance coinciaed so awkwardly with the

abandonment of politics, that the affair be

came a subject of comment for a time, and

was then in a fair way to be forgotten.

Unfortunately for the reputation of all par

ties concerned, however, when the Budget

came to be discussed in the ensuing session,

an item appeared attached to the name of

this gentleman, who had proved his devo

tion to Literature by the abandonment of

Journalism; and the item purported to be

on account of a political mission. Now

this mission turned out the most curious

part of the affair. Our readers are aware

that the colonies send representatives to

the Chambers, and the mission with which

the ci-devant editor was charged, was to

prepare the way for the return of a certain

friend of the government. At this time the

advocates for the abolition of slavery, cal

culating upon the support of a liberal go

vernment, had become extremely active;

and in order to satisfy their demands, a

commission, with the Duc de Broglie at its

head, was appointed to inquire into the best

method of effecting emancipation. The

government by that act allowed it to be un

derstood that they were opposed to slavery,

and only desirous of arriving at the know

ledge of prudent means for its abolition.

But what covers, with suspicion, the whole

story with which we are entertaining our

readers is, that the ground which the ex

editor of the “Journal de Paris” was in

structed to put forward in his advocacy of

the pretensions of the government candi

date to the representation of Guadaloupe,

was The hostility of that candidate to JNegro

Emancipation, as proved by an essay against

emancipation written by him, and published

in a government magazine called the

“Revue de Paris.” Thus, while upon this

particular question of negro emancipation,

M. Thiers was playing the liberal at home,

he had his agent at work in the same in

stant with the planters abroad, appealing to

the evidence of a periodical in the interest

of his government in proof of his hostility

to that question that agent being an enemy

bought off, and, so soon as bought, spiked,

that he might not have the means of any

further damaging his master.

In the same spirit the game went on.

While a seat in the cabinet awaited one ed- -

itor, and a mission to the colonies another,

an evening journal, the “Messager,” was

bought up, under the pretext that an eve

ning organ was required by the government

for the reception of official communications,

the “Moniteur” not being sufficiently ample

for such purpose. The real truth was, that

it had become important to a minister who

meant to govern by the Press, to secure un

der his direct control some evening paper of

considerable influence, and to add to that

influence by the reputation of access to early

information. The evening papers in Paris

are not published before eight o'clock: gen

erally later. One alone possessed the im

portant privilege of being sold in the thea

tres, the “Moniteur Parisien.” At the same

time with the “Messager” this too was se
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cured; and between it and the “Messager”

was divided the monopoly. How important

a monopoly, Englishmen can hardly know!

Between the performance of the first and

second pieces at all the Paris theatres, the

Newspaper is looked for: in the interval

when the salle requires some means of dis

traction it comes in: it fills up the vacuum,

which in English theatres is supplied by a

comic song, or a pas de deux. Then one

exciting line falls like a spark upon French

enthusiasm: and for excitements who so

ready as M. Thiers! How the falsely-con

cocted telegraphic announcementthat “Bey

rout had to be bombarded nine days,” fol

lowed by the fact that “Ibrahim Pacha was

prepared with sixty thousand men to drive

the English into the sea”—how that intelli

gence, in the so lately become official “Mes

sager,” tumbled into the parterre of the Ope

raſ blazed into stalle and loges of the Théâ

tre Français! and awoke the thunders of the

galleries of the Porte St. Martin, the Ambi

gu, and Franconi's . Then was death and

hatred to the English at its height, Thiers

in his glory, and the Press supreme. Audi

ences sung and shouted the Marseillaise

with the air of a man out of humor, who

with his hands in his breeches-pocket whis

tles a tune. When Audiences became hoarse,

the Orchestra continued en avant marchons,

while the Actors suspended the dialogue for

“Victory or Death.” And next morning the

grave “Constitutionnel” would call all this

the wholesome expression of public feeling!

If M. Thiers really intended War at this

time, he took a strange method of carrying

out his intention. Instead of secrecy on the

part of the cabinet, all was publicity. Not

a sentiment was uttered; not a speech made;

not a resolution adopted, modified, or aban

doned; but all was regularly delivered to the

ublic by the “Constitutionnel,” “Courier

}. and “Siècle,” of the next morn

ing. Before it was thoroughly known that

in addition to the first-named paper, of which

M. Thiers was part owner and complete dic.

tator, the journal of M. Leon Faucher and

the organ of Odillon Barrot had been won

over, the announcement of the same fact in

the three together used to be regarded as

confirmation from different sources. Of the

position in which these journalists had thus

placed themselves, we do not wish to speak

with undue harshness. We can easily fancy

three editors each equally anxious to con

vey to the public his intimacy with the

views of the government. We do not even

question the power of an able editor to give

sound political advice to the wisest of min

isters. But a man, no matter how clever or

Wol. II. No. I. 4.

respectable, ought not to be placed in an in

compatible situation. An editor wholly ir

responsible, and whose interest it is to tell

that which it is the duty of a responsible

minister to conceal, is the last man to be

intrusted with state secrets. And it follows

that if a number of editors, rivals in their

own department, be put upon a par in infor

mation, the keeping of secrets in such cir

cumstances must be next to impossible. Be

sides, to tell a man, who is the servant of

the public upon the absolute condition of

providing the public with early information,

—to tell him a piece of news, implies upon

the part of the member of the government

communicating it, that he wishes it to be

made known. But the false position on both

sides could not be concealed. While the

editors of the papers were to appearance so

highly honored, some were secretly made

dupes. There were times when it was deem

ed prudent to deceive the public as to what

was passing, and the means were at hand

for doing so. It was only necessary to palm

an untruth upon the Journalists, and the Peo

ple were deceived. This ought to satisfy

journalists themselves, that if they mean to

serve the public faithfully, they ought not to

link themselves too closely with any govern

ment, but maintain a watchful, jealous, inde

pendent, honorable guardianship over all.

With no such wise ambition, however,

had M. Thiers to contend. His difficulties

were few, and easily overstepped, and the

result we thus far see. The daily press of

France was at this point of time almost

solely in his command. The “Constitu

tionnel,” in which he possesses shares, and

over which he holds complete control, was

looked upon as his immediate organ; the

“Courier Français,” as we have already

seen, was invited to a seat in the cabinet;

and as M. Odillon Barrot was good enough

to postpone electoral reform until liberty

should have been secured by the proposed

Fortifications of Paris, the “Siècle,” which

is his organ, made itself Thiers's speaking

trumpet to the ears of its 40,000 subscribers.

The “Journal des Débats,” having those

aforesaid Fortifications in view as its light

house through the storm, rode gallantly

over the breakers, freely giving M. Thiers

the helm, until, arriving nearer its desired

port, a royal pilot should be signalled to

leap on board, and dispossess him. The

“National,” delighted at the prospect of

war, brought up the republicans; and the

“Commerce” headed the Bonapartists, un

til, the delusion over, it drew off its battal

ions, muttering against its deceiver. The

Legitimist Journals, indeed, sneered at such
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bourgeois chivalry, and the “Presse” post

poned the conflict until Molé should be

called to the command vice Thiers cashier

ed: but with these exceptions, what a pha

lanx of Louis-Philippeists, Barrotites, Re

publicans, Bonapartists, now rallied around

the main division of the Centre Gauche /

Yet even here M. Thiers was not content

to stop. Absolute master of all the light

fieldpieces of the daily press, he proceeded

to capture the heavy artillery of the only

two periodicals of importance, the “Revue

de É. and the “Revue des deux

Mondes.” To the first, a weekly magazine,

we have already alluded as the one in which

the candidate for the representation of

Guadaloupe upon pro-slavery, and liberal

government principles, wrote himself into

the good graces of the planters abroad, and

the anti-slavery men at home. But the

“Revue des deux Mondes” is the great gun

of French periodical literature. It is their

44 Edinburgh.” “Quarterly,” and “Foreign

Quarterly” combined. With nearly as

many articles, and as much matter, as any

one of these Reviews, it appears once a fort

night. This important periodical owed its

existence chiefly to Count Molé, and for a

considerable period received the contribu

tions of the first literary men of the day.—

Indeed to name its former contributors

would be to set down every distinguished

name in modern French literature. And

now, for the first time, upon the breaking

out of the war-cry this periodical took a

prominent part in the politics of the day:

warmly espousing the part of M. Thiers.-

The proprietor of the “Revue” being also

atentee of the Théâtre Français (to give

#. a title most intelligible to the English

reader), and in this latter capacity receiving

a large subvention, the amount of which,

although voted by the Chamber, depends

upon the will of the minister, it was at first

supposed that either direct menace, or a

lively sense of benefits to come, had much

to do with a sudden metamorphosis of a lit

erary miscellany of a grave character into

a sharp political controversialist. But when

it was ascertained, that the political “Chro

nique” was placed under the direction of

the count Rossi, a Swiss born but a natural

ized Frenchman, owing the honor of the

peerage to Louis Philippe, with whom he

was a well-known favorite, the public saw

in this circumstance, taken in connection

too with the war-tone of the “Débats,” that

the conduct of M. Thiers had the hearty

support of the Château. Hence, notwith

standing the peaceful disposition of the

king, the minister seemed to have carried

his purpose, and war was believed to be im

minent.

Yes, nothing less than War. The under

stood bargain between M. Thiers and the

Press appears to have been, that in consid

eration of the honor of giving law, at least

in appearance, to the ministry, the journals

should place at their control the passions of

the country. From the cabinet board the

three allied leaders, “Constitutionnel,”

“Courier Français,” and “Siècle,” having

received the word of order, set forward,

match in hand, to fire the train. France

was told she was insulted, that she had re

ceived a slap on the right cheek, and, as

nations cannot, like individuals (how this

last analogy is hackneyed'), turn the other

in a Christian spirit, she was bound to go to

War, and to War, she should go. There

was in this proceeding at least some defer

ence shown to the spirit of the age: some

acknowledgment that the time had gone by

when a minister to keep himself in place had

only to move an army: but there its virtue

ended. M. Thiers thought that to bring

the people after him, he had only to catch a

few popular journals, hang bells around

their necks, make them advance (en avant

marchons), and that as a matter of course

the whole flock would follow. Tiresome

and sickening would it be to wade through

the mass of raving-mad nonsense, flung out

like garbage every morning for the masses

to batten on, and then eject, half-digested,

upon the Boulevards and in the Theatres.—

Even the soldiers became intoxicated by the

reeking spirit with which the atmosphere

was charged. Detachments, going to re

lieve guard, kept time to the Marseillaise.

One morning, the late lamented Duc d'Or.

leans reviewed five regiments in the Champ

de Mars. After various evolutions the

troops were ordered to put their arms en

faisseau, when, having done so, they shout

ed with one accord the Marseillaise. The

Prince Royal was taken by surprise, and

very likely thought the spirit was not to be

resisted.

Nor was this all. While the Press was

raving, and Mobs shouting, and English re

sidents receiving insults, Ordonnances for

the levy of troops boomed ever and anon

through Paris. This looked like earnest.

But what still baffled and puzzled the Jour

nals all the time, was the apparent neglect

of the English government to make any pre

paration against the coming storm, and the

more marked silence of the English Press.

Let us pause to pay a just homage to the

Newspaper Literature of our country. Had

the London Journals at that time allowed
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themselves to be betrayed into anger, we

know not what could have prevented a burst

of irreconcilable hostility between the two

countries. The silence which they imposed

upon themselves was not contemptuous; for

a Great Nation, no matter how it may be

misled for a time, cannot be treated with

affected scorn. They appeared rather to

have gravely measured the responsibility

which was imposed on them, and to have

resolved that they would hold themselves

guiltless of the crime of involving their

countrymen in strife. Yet if in France the

members of the Press be held in so high an

estimation, that their honorable calling is

the avenue to the highest posts of states

manship, there is in England, on the con

trary, upon the part of the great and little
aristocracy, an affected contempt, almost

ludicrous, for those from whose armory

members of both houses take their stores

of argument and information. Perhaps it

is that the members of both houses feel

piqued that they are obliged to deck them

selves in second-hand robes, turned and re

arranged for holiday display. Perhaps their

anger is no more than the proverbial ingra

titude attendant upon obligation. , But be it

as it may, we cannot but rejoice that we are

under no necessity of guarding against the

dangerous temptation of an irresponsible

seat in the cabinet, to be offered to the edi

tors of the ‘Times' or Chronicle,” “Globe'

or ‘Standard.” Not that we doubt the abili

ties of the gentlemen in question for the

post, but that, admiring the principle of di

vision of labor, we would keep each in his

own sphere, perfecting in that sphere his

own capability, and inducing him to make

its pleasurable, honorable, and profitable

exercise, its own reward. For to the results

of a different kind of policy, we have now

to ask the reader's attention. Let him mark

what this boasted Public Opinion turned out

to be, by the affected appeal to which this

Newspaper Whirlwind had been raised. A

new and potent actor steps upon the scene.

While the ministers were playing the

game of terror, for the purpose of render

ing the Chamber obedient to them; while

the Journals were rioting in their supposed

influence over government and people, and

the storms of passion it had raised; there

was one individual watching all parties, con

trolling all, and ready, at the proper mo

ment, to render all subservient to one or

two little projects of his own. Our readers

will at once understand that we refer to

Louis Phillippe. Suddenly, with marvellous

indifference, he refused, upon the very eve

of the opening of the Chambers, to speak

the speech set down for him; as suddenly

his ministers resigned ; and with no loss

of time the majority that had supported,

straightway abandoned them.

Louis Philippe, with the sagacity for

which he is so remarkable, had some time

been aware that the Newspaper Whirlwind

had raised up, not an irresistible phalanx of

will, but mere clouds of sand. For a time,

like the cautious traveller in the desert, he

threw himself upon his face, and allowed it

to pass over. But if he felt no terror, it was

his policy to act fear. The fortifications of

Paris, projected by M. Thiers in his warlike

mood as a base for the operations of the

coming spring, had, like all the warlike mea.

sures of his ministers, received, for excel

lent reasons, the royal sanction, When the

same measure had some years before been

proposed by Marshal Soult, under the more

rational form of a chain of Detached Forts,

the Press, then in possession of its senses,

rose against “the Bastilles,” and the Press

defeated the project of the court. Wemay

easily understand a cool governor thus rea.

soning thereon: “Oh if I could only induce

the support of the Press, the people who

have no public meetings and no other voice,

should perforce submit.” But how do that?

Why by the old means, Fear. Fear, in what

shape 1 Why, the fear of Invasion. How

aptly did the long wished for opportunity

present itself! How it must have been

hugged withjº proportioned to its unex

pectedness' e do not say that the Jour

nals feared invasion any more than M. Thiers

or the king himself: but they lent them

selves, as instruments to the king and min

isters, for the creation of terror, and be

trayed the people into that apparent tempo

rary acquiescence, which, if left to their

sober reflection and good sense, they never

could have accorded. France can only

bring Invasion upon herself.

Thiers, compelled to resign, was yet al

lowed to carry off with him the paternity of

this measure. He could well be spared its

glory, and all of it was conceded by the

king. The Fortifications of Paris were pro

posed by Thiers. Marshal Soult denied

their utility, and called for the old Detached

Forts; but the Chamber, though not fright

ened to the whole extent of M. Thiers's cal

culations, still allowed their senses to be

deluded by the spectre of Invasion. Thiers,

the Journals, and the court shouted in cho

rus “Invasion;” the chamber echoed it; it

was in vain that Lamartine spoke the best

speech he ever made, and that Count Molé

treated the proposal with scorn; the Cham

ber would have the Bastilles: ditch, wall,
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soldiers, cannon and all. Marshal Soult

bowed, and thanked them for giving more

than he wanted, said the “enceinte contin

uée” was an “embarras des richesses;” and

the Court, and Thiers, and the Journals

were happy! -

The Newspaper Press of France, then,

are to be thanked for the Fortifications of

Paris: the only deposit left from the angry

storm they raised. The Fortifications are

the work of the whole Press, from the

“Journal des Débats” to the “National.”

The “Presse,” as the organ of Count Molé,

feebly opposed the measure, and so, out of

contempt for Thiers, did the “Commerce;”

but these two formed the only exceptions.

The “Journal des Débats,” notoriously

the court organ, was, as we have seen, in

company with Louis Philippe's Count Rossi,

as loud in encouraging Thiers in the first

instance as the “Courier Français” or

“Siècle.” By that influential paper, indeed,

General Bugeaud, the governor-general of

Algiers, acknowledged that he had been

misled into the belief that France had really

been insulted, and must wipe off the stain:

and he afterwards expressed his astonish

ment at the little ground there was for such

an assertion. Named one of a commission

to prepare the address in reply to the king's

speech, an inquiry into the circumstances

attendant upon the signature of the treaty

for the settlement of the eastern question,

from which France stood self-excluded,

became part of his duty; and the general

soon discovered, and publicly expressed

his surprise at, the slight base upon which

so alarming an outcry had rested. “The

“Débats,” no doubt, had been deceived.”

But the “Débats” was not deceived: its

rôle had been to deceive others: its busi

ness was to help in shifting the scenes, and

in keeping up the stunning music of the

pantomime, until the grand finale was

ready : and then, at a stroke of the wand,

away went the Boulevards, and the Mar

seillaise, and the trickery of Clown, and the

dupery of Pantaloon, and lo! admist the

thunder of artillery and the fall of liberty,

Paris surrounded by Walls, Forts, and sol

diers 1 The people asked for bread, and

they received a stone !

Mark now the just recoil. THE PRIsoN

WALLS GROW UP RAPIDLY AND UNNOTICED : THE

INFLUENCE of THE PREss declined, AND, is

DECLINING. The Press promised the nation

war, and peace is assured: glory and con

quest, and they find Europe armed and

prepared. They told them the old story of

people everywhere being ready with out

stretched arms to accept Liberty from

France; but they did not tell them that

Liberty, like Charity, should begin at home,

and that France, having once before been

received as the friend of Liberty, while,

imposing heavier chains than those she

had stricken off, she falsely broke her word

—the delusion was not again to be repeated.

Above all, they did not see one fatal effect

of all their ravings. The amour propre of

the French Nation has been irremediably

hurt. So much spirit expended for nought;

so much enthusiasm thrown away; so

much preparation fruitless; so many threats,

so much bragging, passed like the idle

wind; all these things make France look

foolish in its own eyes, and it turns upon its

deceiver the Press, while the Press turns

again upon England. The Press told the

nation it was insulted, and the Press told

the nation a falsehood, which being found

out, it is distrusted. . We believe at the

same time that the nation would willingly

forget all that is passed, and apply itself to

something more useful than the mere re

collection of its having been deceived; but

the Press, like a deceiver found out, thinks

it can only gloss over its misconduct by

bullying on, and so it still cries every day

Haine et Mort aur Anglais.

The key to this latter conduct is to be

found of course in weak thuman nature.

They who leave the path of rectitude, from

a very sense of shame persist in the same

evil course. Bonaparte, with his bad

moral sense, attempted, like Machiavelli,

to erect into a principle an evil weakness,

when he laid it down that persistence in a

course originally bad was the only way to

make it ultimately right. The Journals

only act upon this maxim when they follow

up their senseless cry. They hope to ren

der it so familiar to the nation, as that at

last the nation will receive it as a sound

pregnant with meaning. Wain hope It is

not easy to re-kindle national ire by a dull

echo. The substance of alleged wrong has

been examined, handled, and thrown away

as unworthy of the anger it had caused.

What is to be hoped from the shadow 1

But if the Press be no longer potent for

evil, it can stand in the way of good. It

can feed a constant irritation. It can create

a “malaise;” not amounting to malady, but

enough to render uncomfortable the people

disturbed by so constant a visitor. Could

the small, teazing, worrying insults, thrown

every day at the English people, be made

to provoke a return, then indeed a squab

ble without dignity might end in a quarrel

without hope. Half the rage of the Press

appears to arise from the difficulty of ex
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torting a reply from its imperturbable rival.

But while the rage is harmless here, in

France the constant jarriug produces, as

we have said, a certain ill effect. It has

deranged, for example, some of the best

plans of the government. The railways

stand still: not one contractor can be

found to bid for the execution of any part

of the northern railway to Belgium. The

contractors say they are ruined by the con

tracts undertaken for the Fortifications. In

the same way the government offered large

subventions to private companies to under

take the carriage of the mails to the French

West Indian colonies and to the United

States; but there is either not sufficient

capital or sufficient enterprise in the coun

try, and the government must take the risk

upon its own shoulders. While we do not

deny that other considerations enter largely

into the causes of this stagnation of public

enterprise (considerations too extensive to

be examined here), we may still fix upon the

Press a reproach from which it cannot es

cape: namely, that supposing it to have

had good intentions towards public pros.

perity, it has certainly diverted all these

into an unprofitable channel, while it has re

garded the dispositions of the government

with sullen apathy, offered no suggestion,

and pointed out no means for the ameliora

tion of the people's wants. It has had but

one nostrum: War with England. What

benefit this wrought to the nation, is be

held in the Fortifications of Paris: what

other result it has brought about, remains

to be witnessed in the Degradation of the

Press. -

This next division of our subject brings

Guizot more prominently on the stage,

from which Thiers had for a time retired.

In the paragraphs which we quoted from

the “Journal des Débats,” we find it stated

that the agitation raised upon the right of

search is but ten months old, the right it

self having existed, and been acted upon,

for as many years. This right of search

was ajāī for the Journals. A merely

general allusion to its history will serve our

purpose. It is well known that the treaty

of 1841 was signed by Russia, Austria, and

Prussia, upon the invitation of France her

self. No sooner, however, was it announc

ed from the throne, that these powers had

afforded their adhesion, than suddenly the

scales fell from the eyes of the Journalists,

and they discovered the right of search to

be but a hypocritical pretext upon the part

of England for destroying the commerce of

her rival.

But then, how England, who exposed her

own trading vessels, at least twenty times

as numerous, to the inconvenience of the

risk of search,-how she could freely ac

cept such hazard if fraught with inherent

ruin to commerce, was an enigma difficult

to reconcile with the standing accusation

of a deep, although inexplicable, plan for

annihilating all rivality upon the seas.

Fortunately an avocat, one of that body

for whose legislatorial acumen Napoleon

professed such profound homage, was at

hand, prepared to set the understandings

of party in harmony with its passions.

M. Marie presented himself before one of

the electoral colleges of Paris at the last

election, and in a speech, of course upon

the right of search, and nothing but the

right of search, put the following case:

“Suppose,” he said, “a merchant-vessel to

be about to sail from a French port, at the same

time that an English ship, laden with similar

roduce, is about to | from a British port.

he English captain is informed by his corres

pondent that a rival is about to start, and that i

he arrives before him at the foreign port to which

both are bound, the cargo of whoever comes last

shall either not be sold at all, or sold at one-half

its value. The English captain, acting upon

the advice, sets sail, and drops a hint to the Bri

tish cruiser that he meets in his way. The latter

looks out for the French merchant-ship, pretends

to mistake her for a slaver, detains her on suspi

cion for two days, and then sets her atliberty. But

alas ! upon arriving at her destination, she finds

the British merchant-ship has been there two

days before her, and has had time to supply, the

market, and the French merchant is ruined.”

Now this farrago of ignorant absurdity

was actually thrust down the throat of a

body of Paris electors In the language of

the “National,” to whose columns the

speech was confided, its illustration of the

designs of Great Britain was covered with

thunders of applause. We may forgive the

Paris electors, not one of whom, perhaps,

ever saw a ship in his life, for swallowing

such a statement; but of what stuff can the

opposition of the Chamber of Deputies be

composed when the “batonnier” of the avo

cats, with which dignity we believe M.

Marie to be invested, could be found capa

ble of uttering trash like this? And what

must be the extent of that newspaper infor

mation which could adopt it !” Whether

# The trash has been more recently repeated by

the paltry “Presse” a propos of the affair of Barce
lona. After stating, falsely of course, that the En

glish journals had congratulated their readers on

the defeat and disarming of Catalonia, because

nothing could now prevent the treaty of commerce

with England being at once completed, the court

print proceeded thus: “Ah! there are the English

for you ! Behold their policy in all its ugliness!

Let them talk now of humanity and philanthropyl
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the blind guides of the people, be they avo

cats or journalists, were themselves ignor

ant of the real nature of the question, or

whether they seized hold of the claptrap

ingredient which , composed the phrase

“right of search” for the purpose of creat

ing delusion, certain it is that delusion was

circulated, and ignorance deepened, while

through the spreading darkness phantom

shapes were conjured up, enough to make

the hair stand on end at the designs of

“perfidious Albion.” And now the Press

once more appeared to be in the ascendant.

The ministry of Guizot gave way. The ses

sion approached its close. A general elec

tion was at hand. The Ministry appealed to

the country upon the good achieved through

the restoration of peace, the establishment

of order in the finances, their efforts in favor

of material good, such as the law just pass

ed for a general line of railways. The Press

inscribed upon its banner “No right of

search 1 No submission to England l’’

In the then coming struggle there was

not wanting that admixture of personal re

sentment which gives sharpness and earnest

ness to human contests. M. Guizot's treat

ment of the journals had been as opposite to

hat of M. Thiers, as the characters of the

two men are opposite from each other.

The former is as reserved in his official man

ner as the latter is communicative. The

one, thoughtful, yet not cold, revolves within

his own mind the measures of his govern

ment, there allows them to mature, and to

disclose themselves only, and in their due

order, at the proper time and season. His

hardy self-reliance stands in no need of

counsellors, nor does a vain desire to pro

duce effect prompt him to send forth to the

public a sudden and startling resolution, to

be obliterated by another more dazzling be

cause more unexpected. To such a man as

M. Guizot, a set of quidnuncs must be as

annoying as to his restless predecessor they

were necessary. We thus find M. Guizot,

upon his advent to power, with, but two

direct supporters, the “Débats” and the

“Globe:” the “Débats,” notwithstanding its

Humanity for them is only an instrument of com

merce. These tender and generous philanthropists,

who so much pity negroes, see with delight torrents

of blood and heaps of ruins in Catalonia. Do you

know why It is because, on the negro question,

philanthropy gives them the right of search, by

which means they spy after our commerce, and

harass the rivals of their industry: while in the fire

of Barcelona their inhumanity and savage bar

barity render them masters of the trade of Spain,

securing the conclusion of the treaty of commerce

so long desired, and which they think they shall

pick out of the smoking ruins of Barcelona! Yes,

behold the philanthropy of England "

mighty talent, with mpaired influence be

cause of its tardy opposition to the war

pranks of Thiers, which, as we have already

seen, it had for its own purposes at first

encouraged; the “Globe” without sufficient

circulation, notwithstanding its unquestion

able ability, to make its support tell upon

the public mind, while it was moreover the

organ of the French planters, and not likely,

therefore, to be ardent in its advocacy of

M. Guizot's policy upon the question where

strenuous advocacy was most needed. If

M. Thiers's object was to rule the country

through the journalists, that of M. Guizot

would seem to have been, to hold his place

in spite of them. He paid them no court.

Nay, he offered them, in the prosecution of

M. Dupoty, the grossest insult, and the

greatest outrage, which it was possible to

inflict upon so distinguished a body of men.

But could he have done this in any other

state of things than this we have described 1

Could he have done it if the Journalists of

France had remained true to themselves 1

Dared he have done it, and afterwards faced

the French People 1

One of the bitterest reproaches urged

against M. Guizot by rational men, that

which carried with it the most apparent

truth, has been this : that he, who has writ

ten so much upon British constitutional

statesmen and British constitutional history,

and written too with so evident an admira

tion of the maxims and principles of our

laws, should yet, with the opportunity afford

ed him of carrying these maxims and prin

ciples into execution in his own country,

where their application is so much wanted,

guard with the greatest jealousy against

their introduction, and violate the first prin

ciples of justice in the persons of political

offenders. In another and different spirit,

M. Guizot's supposed English predilections

have also afforded his less rational enemies,

the readiest, most convenient, and most

constant topic against him. He is, forsooth,

the minister de l'étranger; he is the pe

dantic Doctrinaire who would force upon

the uncongenial soil of France the consti

tution of her untiring enemy; he would

teach a love of England as the pattern of all

excellence, and Anglicise his countrymen.

From any thing like this latter reproach, he

must be said, in the matter to which we now

advert,to have fairly purged himself. It could

only be accepted, from one whoso swears

by Great Britain, as the avowal of a pain

fully profound conviction of the unfitness

of France for the blessings of British free

dom. In a word, the case of Dupoty was

a most horribly revolting case of justice vio
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lated in its first and most sacred principles.

Let us pause upon it a moment.

A letter is found in the open public box

of the “Journal du Peuple,” of which he

is editor, addressed to him by a man, against

whom this letter is made the evidence of a

connexion in the conspiracy with Quenisset

to assassinate the Duc d'Aumale at the head

of his regiment. We are now reasoning

upon facts which we assume to be known.

The letter itself was a piece of foolish bom

bast, written by a republican ; and whether

it had reference to the attempt of Quenisset,

or to an intended demonstration against the

young duke in his capacity of colonel, to

which in the eyes of the populace he had

been prematurely promoted, (and which de

monstration had perhaps been defeated by

this very attempt,) does not distinctly

appear. On that letter, however, addressed

to the editor of a public journal, and thrown

into his public letter-box, M. Dupoty was

charged with being one of a band of regi

cides 1 was tried and was condemned by the

Chamber of Peers! and is now in the gloomy

fortress of Saint Michel, where he must

remain until the term of five years be ac

complished

The attorney-general based his accusa

tion upon what he called MoRAL grounds.

Admitting that there was no direct legal

evidences of Dupoty’s guilt, he contended

that the Chamber of Peers was not bound

to act upon ordinary rules of evidence, but

that if MoRALLY convinced of a prisoner's

guilt, it was bound to convict him

Of a doctrine so shocking and repulsive,

what can be said " There never was so in

famous a principle advanced as that of moral

conviction in a court of justice. No prin

ciple can be more opposed or repugnant to

the spirit of all civilized law, which ordains

that the oath of a jury shall be to try ac

cording to the evidence. If a judge, or

jury, or court of peers, be allowed to act

upon moral convictions, no man is safe.

The most iniquitous sentence might be

sheltered under moral conviction. A jury

man might close his ears to the plainest

evidence; he might, if so disposed, sleep

through a whole trial, having first made up

his mind according to this inward light set

up by the French attorney-general above all

evidence, and having condemned without

hearing, might easily satisfy his conscience

that he had been morally convinced of the

prisoner's guilt. A judge might in his

charge set aside all evidence upon the same

ground. What in fact is moral conviction,

but a substitute for positive evidence. Gen

erally speaking, moral conviction is the

cloak of vulgar prejudice. We could sum.

mon five hundred bitter theologians, who

would give you their moral conviction as to

the eternal condemnation of thousands,

whom they would name by name. Moral

conviction filled the dungeons of the Inqui

sition with victims, and fired the brand of

every auto-da-fé kindled in Spain, in France,

or in England. Moral conviction is the lan

guage of jealousy and suspicion as well as of

prejudice; while justice is only justice ac

cording to the understandings of men, be

cause she weighs that which is tangible, and

that alone. Introduce moral conviction once,

and the prisoner is stripped of all defence.

He can only meet evidence by evidence.

Moral conviction is onesided. The moral

convictions of prisoners are worth nothing.

The attorney-general, or (let us give him

his French name, while discussing French

legal practice) the “procureur général” may

infuse his own moral conviction into the

minds of judges too indolent or incompetent

to scrutinize testimony; but the unfortu

nate prisoner durst not allude to his own

moral conviction, nor dare his witnesses do

so. In common parlance, when a man says

he is morally convinced of any thing, he is

understood to mean very strong suspicion,

but only suspicion. Poor Dupoty is there

fore wasting his life on the dreary sea-girt

rock of Saint Michel, because the “procu

reur général” suspected him of guilt which

he could not prove, and was artful enough,

or able, to impose his suspicions as proof

on the Chamber of Peers, unaccustomed to

deal with the subtleties of advocates!

And this was done in Paris within a few

months, in the very teeth of that power

which, scarcely twelve years since, had for

offences less monstrous hurled a king from

his throne. Here, we say, was the open

and undisguised announcement of the De

gradation of the Press of France. Louis

Philippe might, as he soon after did, sup

press another journal altogether: the

“Temps,” the first mover of the July Revo

lution: this he might suppress, without a

jury, by the mere decree of a police court:

anything might be done when this Dupoty's

case had passed without a murmur. The

poor Journals, indeed, with the exception

of the court organs, exclaimed against the

legal enormity, but they were not supported

by the public. Public confidence had de

serted them. What a contrast between the

position held under M. Thiers, and that of

the Guizot rule! Wide as a seat in the

Cabinet from the rock of Saint Michel !

And the administration which dared to do

this, advanced with as little fear to meet
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the country in a general election; encoun

tered the storm of unpopularity raised by

the Press about submission to England and

right of search ; and in the battle fought in

the electoral colleges, did not lose one unit

of its parliamentary majority

It is with pain that we adduce evidence

of violated law and justice in proof of the

utter want of sympathy upon the part of

the country for the Press. We should have

been glad rather to have rested our proof

upon the abandonment, by the majority in

the new Chambers, of him who had, by

means of overflattered and subservient

Journalism, stirred up the passions of the

country, stopped the flow of its prosperity,

deranged its finances, thrown burdens upon

the people, sowed the seeds of bitter ani

mosity, and revived that fatal lust of con

quest, of which two invasions ought to

have cured the French. To that proof we

should have yet more gladly added the

solemn confirmation of the public voice in

a general election. But to be obliged to

show the Press trampled, spat upon, and

flung into a regicide's goal: while the coun

try— accepting M. Hebert's doctrine of

moral conviction by its new lease of power

to the men who had thus outraged it, and

outraged law besides—gave evidence of its

own moral belief in the justice of such treat

ment: this is a task from which we would

have willingly refrained, but that the intem

perate insults offered every day to the Brit

ish people oblige us to show that the quar

ter from which such insults come, is abso

lutely and utterly repudiated by the French

nation.

Whilst we write, is there any evidence

making itself apparent that these journal

ists, who must now be conscious of error,

are in the least disposed, for their own sake,

or for the sake of truth or justice, to redeem

it " They have had some opportunities of

late: how have they welcomed them 1

With the bells of St. Paul's and the Tow

er ringing in our ears for victory after vic

tory in Affghanistan, won upon the fields

where our countrymen had been treacher

ously slaughtered : ringing for the restora

tion of our captive heroic countrywoman

and her companions, the fruit of honorable

triumph : ringing thanks for peace with Chi

na, and its three hundred millions brought

within the pale of European civilization:—

we confess that we did turn to our cease

less libellers, in the hope that common sym

pathy with high deeds, with treachery so

justly avenged, with strife so bravely closed,

would have procured us at least one day's

cessation of causeless hostility, of unpro

voked bitterness. And so it nearly, very

nearly, did : for on the first day of the arri

val of the news, only half our successes

were told to the French people, and that

half went forth with the attendant comfort

of many shrewd doubts of its truth. Thus,

and thus only, had we one day's respite ;

and even this had one exception.

Upon the evening of Saturday, the 19th

November, the “Messager” newspaper con

tained the announcement of peace with Chi

na and its conditions, as conveyed by the

telegraph from Marseilles. The hour of its

arrival in Paris we cannot tell: all we do

know is, that the steamer from Alexandria

with the glad tidings had reached the for

mer port some time upon the previous

Thursday. But the “Messager” was as

remarkable for what it did not contain as

for that which it did ; for the three senten

ces, “Cabool taken : Ghuznee destroyed:

the Prisoners restored :” were not there.

It might be that the government, knowing

the excitable nature of the journalists, ſear

ed the effect of a double shock, but certain

ly all that was known in Paris upon the Sat

urday evening, was the conclusion of peace

with China: peace, too, notwithstanding the

“Débats” had satisfactorily demonstrated a

short week before thej of

the English expedition ever succeeding, and

with such power of reasoning that its bro

ther journalists, now recollecting this, re

fused, on this memorable Saturday evening

to believe the telegraph 1 The “Courier

Français” and others dismissed the intelli

gence with a few lines of doubt: the untir

ing “National” alone disturbed the dull re

pose of incredulity with the following thun

derclap of denunciation: “All Europe will

class this British enterprise among the most

odious passages of its history ; and this

history, the world knows, is defiled with

odious precedents.” That being all, we

think that we may fairly say that we were

allowed nearly one whole Sabbath-day's

truce

But time and the “Malle Poste” wait no

man's convenience, and spare nobody’s feel

ings, and the following Monday brought

complete confirmation of this Chinese news

in the despatches of the general command

ing. Hardly, however, did incredulity en

tirely give way, even before this. The

“Journal des Débats” at once set to work

to criticise the despatches, with the object

of showing—what " Why, that the British

were the first to ask peace from the Chine,

and not the Chinese from the British' while

its readers were told in the same article, in

the impressive form of italics, that the rati
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fication of the Emperor was only “probable.”

We can forgive incredulity because it con

veys an undesigned compliment. That

which is hard to believe has been difficult

to accomplish. And a more direct testi

mony on this subject has been grudgingly

given : grudgingly, because accompanied

by harsh observations. It has been admit

ted that the money terms imposed upon the

Chinese, being limited to the expenses of

the war, were moderate. The “Débats”

upon the one side, and the “Courier Fran

çais” on the other, admitted the modera

tion; though the latter journal qualified the

admission by an endeavor to show that we

feared to be otherwise. “Because, during

the two years that the English ships were

infesting their waters, no diminution of ha

tred of the English name was manifested.

When a city was taken nothing was found

there but the walls of the houses, the inha

bitants escaping from all contact with the

strangers. The conquerors remained iso

lated without point d'appui, without provis

ions, without relations of any kind with the

conquered nation : an unoccupied country

lay before them: and unless they brought

with them an English colony to till the soil,

they could not keep it.” According to this

view it was the fear of starvation which in

culcated the necessity of moderation: but

the moderation admitted, the motive is of

less importance. The same journal went

on to reward our “moderation” by a little

generosity of its own. It kindly pointed

out to us means by which we might assure

the fruits of our victory. “They have only

to share them with Europe, and the Empe

ror will not be mad enough to resist the

combination.” The “Courier” was too

modest to say “share them with us :” yet

without fear might have said even that.

The question ignorantly put by so many

French papers as to our intentions of mo

nopolizing China may be answered without

“authority.” The ports of China will be

thrown open to European civilization. Let

us add, that no art which envy, hatred, or

malice can suggest, will avail to snatch from

England the glory of having opened this

way for European civilization to one-third

of the human race. The Paris Journalists

know that: they wince under it: they can

not help, even in the midst of their slander,

consciously avowing it. Not only have we

found admissions of moderation qualified in

the way we have shown, but even bursts of

admiration strangely associated with the

rankest abuse. Take the “Presse” once

more, for instance. “England,” said this

journal, “so far from having a right to ex

pect indemnity for the expenses of this war,

ought to be happy that she has not had to

pay a penalty, for the abominably scanda

lous example she has given to the world of

power turned to the support of the most

detestable pretensions.” These vague ex

pressions were aſterwards explained in a

short article, wherein, summing up the quan

tities of treasure found and plundered b

the English in the different towns seized,

the “Presse” declared its incapability of

calculating the whole amount of money ob

tained “between ransoms and robbery.”

We do not stop to ask where the “Presse”

found proof of any place having been given

up to plunder; we content ourselves with

remarking, that at the close of the article

from which we have thus extracted the most

moderate passage, we find these exclama

tions: “This is grand and magnificent suc

cess a success which does honor to the

civilization of our era! above all, to the na

tion which has torn it from the pusillanimit

of the authorities of the Celestial Empire.”

So much for the welcome to peace with

China from the Press of France. Into the

details of their fiercer and more reckless

denunciations of the victories in Afghanis

tan we do not mean to enter, though we

have something to say of the spirit which

animated these. Had we to deal, indeed,

with opponents who calmly weighed and

impartially judged, so far as allowable pre

possessions will admit of impartiality, we

would have stopped, on this particular ques

tion of the Affghanistan war, to reason with

them. There are few political questions

which do not present debatable ground, even

where they touch not the passions or the

prejudices of party. But dealing with a

class of men who denunciate by wholesale,

we are absolved from the duty of endeavor

ing to lead them by mild remonstrance or

quiet reasoning into right views and just

appreciations. They do not want to rea

son : they do not wish for the truth: they

shut their eyes, they stop their ears, and

they only open their mouths. We have in

these circumstances another duty to per

form. We are called on to expose the

odiousness of the intoxication of malice, as

a lesson to the sober good sense of mankind.

In this place we refrain from offering up

on the policy of Lord Ellenborough one

word of praise or blame. What we have

to do with here, are the motives of conduct

attributed to us by the French press. They

say, then, that having walked over Afghan

istan, scattering hordes and armies before

us like chaff, and taking fortresses and

cities with as much ease as if we had only
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to stretch out hands for them, they say that

we abandon our conquest from fear of Rus

sia. They say, that had we remained in

the country the Affghans would have turned

to Russia, and that we feared the results of

such alliance. Ah! Journalists of France!

we know that you regard us as a nation so

“materiel,” so self-seeking, so destitute of

principle, of honor, of feeling, and of ima

gination, that you cannot allow of our per

forming one generous action. We know

that even the boon of twenty millions of

R. cheerfully bestowed, as the price of

egro Emancipation (a boon in every sense

of the word, for we looked “materiel” losses

boldly in the face, because of moral and re

ligious gains to an ill-used portion of the

human family), we know that you attribu

ted that Christian action to a deep piece of

Machiavellian villainy. You said over and

over again, that our object was to lay the

foundation of a black revolution in the Uni

ted States, to be propagated and sustained

by free black regiments from the West-In

dian islands ! Perhaps you applauded this

piece of sagacity and foresight, and only

sneered at the hypocritical pretension to

philanthropy with which we endeavored to

spread a sentimental savor of perfumed

charity over the meditated scheme of slaugh

ter reserved for our transatlantic brethren.

You sneered, in short, as you would have

sneered at a governor-general's tears over

a razzia in Algiers. Now we can forgive

you all this, because, in so saying, you only

judge us by yourselves, and expose your

own tendencies and character; but, as you

still pretend (falsely, we assert, and we think

we have here proved) that you represent a

gallant people, with whom cowardice is the

most contemptible form of human baseness,

you should have paused even in your career

of recklessness before you accused England

of cowardice. An eminent publicist, M.

Duvergier de Hauranne, judged better when,

in a late number of the “Revue des Deux

Mondes,” written before the peace with

China was announced, he declared that the

undertaking to reduce such an empire with

a few thousand men, was the hardiest, and,

if successful, would be the most brilliant,

achievement in the history of the world.

Speculate if you please upon an invasion

from Russia, §. do not again say we fear

it. You accuse us of fear even with regard

to the Gallo-Belgian treaty We read the

other day an article in your “Courier Fran

çais,” upon a fabulous remonstrance from

the Four Great Powers against the proposi

tion of a commercial union between Bel

gium and France: in which that journal

threw down a sort of challenge to any one

of these powers to fight it out single-hand

ed with France, and stigmatized their attri

buted joint remonstrance as a lächeté. The

whole story was a sheer piece of invention,

but it served as a pretext for uncivil lan

guage. Such language, however, is very

injurious to the Frenchº in the eyes

of other nations. The people of Germany,

like the people of England, are engaged in

developing those resources, which, blighted

during war, spring up and flourish in peace;

and if their governments league together

for peace, the government of France is

equally invited to a share in that hol

league. Should France, on the other hand,

distaste such quiet, and instead, as this

“Courier” most wrongly and impudently

represents, challenge one of the company

to a match in the Five Courts, it would not,

let us again assure you, Journalists of

France,—it would not be Fear on the part

of the others that might possibly make them

say, “My good bully, you must leave the

room.”

But even China and Affghanistan have

passed away with other topics of senseless

hatred seized by the French Newspapers,

and the great question now is Barcelona.

For in Barcelona they thought they had

found some balm for the wounds of our

Eastern Successes.

A revolt takes place in that city, to which

revolts are natural as bull-fights, and the

Journalists at once, in its very beginning,

shout with common accord, “”Tis all hatred

of England.” Anon the demure “Débats,”

the disapprover of all excesses of party as

highly unjust and indecorous, with the most

candid air selects passages from some Cata

lonian journal, to show that it had certainly

been an apprehended treaty with Great Bri

tain which had deluged the streets of Bar.

celona with blood. The “Globe,” in the

same tone announced that the end of the

insurrection would be a demand for the

abrogation of all commercial treaties with

England: the same journal, now one of the

favored organs of the Guizot ministry, hav

ing described England, a few days before,

as a hard lender imposing on Spain usurious

conditions. The “Presse,” as usual, revel

led in malignity: inventing the most fool

ish untruths in the hope of inflaming popu

lar passions, and even formally announcing

the departure of a British fleet from Gibral

tar to Blockade Barcelona. The silly story

indeed, produced not the slightest effect;

for the “Débats,” fearing that things were

possibly taking a turn somewhat too repub

lican, suddenly stopped its own tales of
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Spanish rising against British influence,

and declared the complete untruth of the

assertions of its contemporaries.

Since this, however, matters have again

taken another turn. The French Consul at

Barcelona is gravely and openly accused of

having contributed to originate and foment

the insurrection; the French government

precipitately and passionately adopts every

act of this Consul, by rewarding him on the

instant with the cross of the Legion of

Honor; the French Press is again hounded

to its work; and its cry swells up once

more, stronger at the close than at the be

ginning of the Barcelona revolt, “Hatred

to England.”

But the French People, we firmly believe,

are this time on their guard and well pre

pared. By this time they know their Press

F. well, and they begin to know their

ing. We may venture, we think, to pre

dict that the game of the Fortifications of

Paris will be played with less success in its

new form of a Bold Stroke for a Bourbon

intervention in Spain. The newspapers are

again astride their hobby, ready as ever to

be cheated, but with mone of the old power

to cheat. The “Commerce” may charge us

with the unparalleled atrocity of Barcelona

in a “state of siege,” as the fresh crime

which pollutes the history of the sanguina

ry and sordid policy of England; but it is

not quite forgotten, either in Paris or in

Lyons, that there have been such things as

“states of siege” by no means so far from

home. The “Débats” may virtuously, but

very harmlessly, denounce the extra-legal

severities of Espartero, so long as the extra

legal condemnation of Dupoty continues to

be freshly remembered. The “Presse,” in

its wild bombastic rage, may track “the

blood which flows at Barcelona,” flowing

“to the profit of English cottons,” and,

manifest" amidst the carnage of execution,”

and “surrounded by the light of the bomb

shells of the siege,” may descry the finger

of England: but that Spectre England has

already played her part in nightmares wild

er than these, and with what practical results

the French people know too well. Could

they by possibility have forgotten, there

was a journal in the Barcelona excitement

which took care to refresh their memory.

Be in good heart, citizens of Paris, exclaim

ed that journal; go and see how the fortress

of Ivry gets on. It covers more than three

hundred acres; it has five enormous bas

tions; eaah bastion is prepared to receive

sixteen pieces of artillery; there is a glo

rious drawbridge, and, commanding the en

trance, a splendid rampart. “So rapidly,”

this writer added, “are the works relating

to the Detached Forts round Paris in the

course of execution, that at this moment,

should a necessity arise, four of the citadels

which surround Paris might be armed and

occupied.”

Pleasant prospect ' and solely the work of

this patriotic Press. Already we seem to

hear the voice of Louis Philippe in Paris,

as that of Napoleon was heard in the De

sert:* Citizens ! From these Detached Forts

forty thousand soldiers look down upon

you !

We are not unfriendly to the Press of

France. Freely we admit its extraordinary

talent: with bitterness, when we look to its

present condition, reflect upon the enormous

capability for good it has of late so utterly

abused. Fallen, and with but a shadow of

its former influence, we now believe that

Press to be. We have shown, also, that it

has merited its fall. But it may even yet

be worth its while to consider, that if it be

not determined upon sinking itself deeper in

its present forlorn and pitiable condition, it

will cease that monotonous din of which the

ear of this country is weary, and apply itself

to some useful work. Difficult it may be

to retrace its steps, but it is not impossible.

The field is ample and almost untrodden.

As friends we would suggest to them as

a study, the Institutions of that people

against whom it is their pleasure to rail.

Are you not ashamed, Newspaper Writers

of France, that after two revolutions in the

name of Liberty, there is no security for

personal freedom in your country You

know that the police may enter the house of

any man, and if he be from home, may fright

en his wife and children, break open his

drawers, and seize his papers. The letter

found in M. Dupoty's box has shown you

what use may be made of papers in the

hands of an attorney-general, who deciphers

their meaning through MoRAL convictions.

Nay more, it has again and again most

bitterly occurred to you, that a man may

upon mere surmise be thrown into gaol, and

there, upon no better grounds than Moral

Conviction, be detained until the pleasure or

convenience of the authorities allow him a

trial; or he may, at the end of a month, or

a year, or two years, be dismissed from con

finement, with the stain of the prison upon

him, broken in fortune and in health, and

* Before the battle of the Pyramids. “Soldiers,

from these Pyramids forty centuries look down up.

on you!". The parody is the pleasant suggestion

of the “Charivari," a paper that it has not come

within our design to mention, but always full of

wit, and rarely deficient in wisdom.
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yet no satisfaction, no redress' Would

you not, O Journalists, be better employed

in agitating for the adoption of a measure

for the security of personal freedom, (M.

Guizot will tell you about our English ha

beas-corpus,) than in rendering yourselves

worse than useless by your folly, and so de

priving the public of the only public defend

er left to it... We propose but one glorious

feature of liberty to you, lest we might

confound you with too much light. Here

is a noble, useful, necessary object, for the

advocacy of which the country would thank

you, in the efforts for which the country

would sustain you, and in the pursuit of

which you would once more take your le.

gitimate place as the guides and guardians

of a virtuous public necessity.

If the Journalists of France adopted this

counsel, the glory would be all their own.

The popular ... in the Chamber show

not the least inclination to make a stand for

public liberty. Thiers helped to pass the

September laws against the Press, which

made him what he is ; and without Odillon

Barrot, the Bastilles could not have been

carried. We hear enough of soldiers and

sailors, but not one word about civil institu

tions. M. Dufaure and M. Passy are sepa

rated from M. Guizot only by so many sail

of the line; they have not a word to offer

for the electoral franchise. Here, we re

peat, is a wide, and to the shame of the

statesmen and legislators of France, an

untrodden path. To the Press we again say,

take it, occupy it, plant it with fresh and

vigorous Institutions for the shelter and se

curity of the People, and do cease to play

those tricks which make you objects of pity

to your neighbors.

We are the more earnest in offering this

advice, because we think the present time

most favorable for an experiment in favor of

Liberal Institutions. The country enjoys

profound internal tranquillity; but the coun

try is standing still ; and an ardent, intelli

gent and accomplished people, will not con

sent to stagnate, while every other nation

is, if not in progress, at least in a state of

activity. It is because the attention of

France has not been fixed upon practical

reforms, that in particular ſever fits she

turns to foreign war as the sole path to glory.

It was the hope of war, deprived of the fear

of invasion by the Fortification of the Capi

tal, which allowed that feudal measure, so

full of danger to liberty, to be passed in a

moment of artificial excitement. Let Louis

Philippe boldly widen the popular basis of

his throne, and he will secure the dynasty

of whose continuance he is so apprehensive,

and obtain guarantees for that peace which

it is still asserted that he loves, and which

it will then be his honor to have maintained.

But let him mark well, that upon no other

condition than this, is either the one or the

other permanently fixed. And notwith

standing the grave censure which we have

been obliged to pass upon the ParisJournals,

we think sufficiently well of them to believe

that they would yet support the monarch in

the wise, just, liberal, and yet most prudent

course, which we humbly suggest to him.

A more grateful task could not occur to us

than that of welcoming back the NewsPAPER

PREss of FRANCE, in circumstances such as

these, to a position they never would have

forfeited, if the possession of most remark

able talents, and the recollection of services

for which in times past they made the whole

civilized world their debtor, could of them

selves have retained them there.

WEALTH.—One of the best and most satisfactory

uses of wealth, my dear boy, (says Punch, in his

“Letters to his Son,”) is to dazzle with our riches the

eyes of our neighbors. Your dear mother once hit

this point to a nicety. We had long expected the

payment of a small legacy bequeathed to her by a

distant relation, whose exact degree of kindred I

cared not much to inquire into. It was enough for us

that your dear mother's name was down in the will;

and that the executors promised some day to faith

fully perform the injunctions of the dear deceased.

“And when we get this money,” said your mother

to me in a moment of connubial confidence. “I tell

you what we'll do with it—I tell you, my love, what

we'll do with it.” As I knew she would proceed no

further until I begged to know her intentions, I, at

once put the question: “What, my dearest, what

will you do with it 7” “Why, my love,” answered

your parent, her eyes sparkling with pleasure," we'll

take the plate out of pawn, and give a party.” Yes;

the great gratification to be gathered from the legacy

was, that we might flash our four tea-spoons and pair

of tongs in the eyes of people for whom we had not

the slightest esteem; and to one of whom your mo

ther had, I know, on three occasions captiously re

fused the loan of her bellows. " " I think I have

heard you say my love the face of Nature—the

open sky—the fields, the trees, the shining river, all

are glorious to you ! ... My dear boy, whatever may

be your present delight in contemplating, these ob

jects, as yet you know nothing of their value. Look

upon them with the eye of a proprietor, and what a

bloom will come upon the picture Every bit of

turf will be an emerald to you ;º grasshopper

will chirrup—a very angel to your self-complacency;

every tree. moved by the wind, will bow to you as

you pass by it; the very fish in the river will

Show the sun their wav'd coats dropp'd with gold.

reflecting there your wealth, and not their beauty.

Nay, that portion of the sky which rains and shines

its blessings upon your land, you will behold as

yours; yea, human pride, strong in its faith of pro

perty,’ will read upon the face of heaven itself—

“MEUM I" Every sunbeam will be to you as if it

were an ingot. How delicious and how entrancing

must have been the feelings of Adam when he awoke

in Eden, to find himself—a landed proprietor -

Charivari.
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THE ENCHANTED LILY.

BY THOMAS FEATHERStone.

From Ainsworth's Magazine.

THERE is a sweet and dim recess

In the depths of a lone green wilderness—

'Tis form'd of cedar, beech, and pine,

Whose boughs so closely interwine

That scarce a glimpse of sky is seen

The thick and deep green leaves between :

The moss of its untrodden floor

Is interwoven all with flowers,

And the breezy roof is fretted o'er

With quivering light in the noontide hours;

But when the moon is bright and high,

She pours through the web-like tracery

A tremulous and tender glow

Upon the velvet sward below.

There trills a thin and silvery brook,

Through the grass and flowers of the fairy nook,

Which is fed by a clear and sparkling well,

That springs in the midst of the leafy cell;

And hither at night the elves would come,

When the skies were bright and the winds were

dumb,

To sport in the mazy dome, and lave

Their moony limbs in the crystal wave.

In the days of yore, a wandering knight

Reposed on the marge of that fountain bright,

And he dreamt a dream that a lady fair,

By a wicked enchanter, was spell-bound there

And that he alone could dissolve the spell,

And free the nymph from the magic well.

The sprite of his vision then portray'd

The shadowy form of the captive maid,`

The waters heaved on their glassy breast

A fair young lily's veined crest,

Which, obeying the wave of the mystic wand,

Disclosed a being so bright—so fond–

As fill'd the breast of the sleeping knight

With a tumult of wonder and wild delight.

Oh, never, I ween, had he gazed before

On charms so bright as that fair maid wore ;

The dewy plumes of the winged air

Waved back her hyacinthine hair

From her young white brow and her azure eyes,

That were full of the light of the starry skies,

And turn'd the hues of the violet dim–

And their orbs were weepingly fix'd on him.

He sprang from the earth with an eager bound,

And he threw out his arms—but, alas! he found

He had been but the sport of an idle dream :

The moon and the starlight softly fell

Through the emerald gloom of the leafy dome

On the clear blue breast of the fairy well.

Aloud he call'd upon 'squire and thrall,

They were chain'd in slumber, each and all

So deep, that but for the heaving breath,

He had deem'd them lock'd in the sleep of death !

And their steeds reposed on the shady ground,

In the same deep magic of slumber bound.

With a frown of anger he grasp'd his lance,

To rouse them up from their mystic trance,

When a murmur of melody, sweet and low,

Arose on his ear, with a lute-like flow,

And sank to his soul like the bloomy balm

Of a spring-tide eve, when the skies are calm.

The notes grew louder, and seem'd to swell

From the still blue depths of the waveless well,

And a circle of tiny, elf-like things,

Arose from its bosom, intensely bright,

Which they fann'd, with the leaves of their beamy

wings,

Into eddies of rainbow light.

Softly they wing'd their airy way,

Like butterflies buoy'd in the beams of May–

Now dipt in the wave, now dyed in the sheen

Of the tremulous rays that reposed on the green;

And thus, as they wove their mystic ring,

The marvelling warrior heard them sing:-

CHORUS OF ELVES.

Onr task is done— i

Our task is done !

We have drugg'd the dark enchanter's sleep,

Since sunset hour,

With the poppy flower,

And lock'd him in slumber, fast and deep

We have pluck'd the wand

From his red right hand—

No more shall his victim in bondage weep;
The magic is won 1

Our task is done

The charm we sever—the spell we break I

Away ! away !

Pale Vesper's ray -

Is sick with the light of the rushing day !

To brake and fell,

To vale and dell, º

To forest and mountain—away ! away !

Softly and sweetly the echoes died

In the voiceless space of the welkin wide,

Till nought was heard but the sleepy trill

Of the eager waves of that infant rill,

As they leap'd along, with a lulling song,

The moss and the flowers and leaves among;

And the ſays dissolved in the ether blue,

As fades in the beams of morn the dew.

But quick as their mysterious flight,

A queen-like lily, fair and bright, .

Display’d her lithe and sylphite bell

On the placid breast of the azure well.

There stood she, like a fair young bride,

In her dream of joy and her hour of pride,

Ascending out of her liquid cave,

And viewing her limbs in the limpid wave ;

The pausing moon on her forehead shone,

And the eye of the knight was fix'd thereon.

When lo! from the clasp of her veined arms,

So modestly folding her virgin charms,

A creature bright, of dazzling light,

Look'd out with a smile on his raptured sight.

The spell was burst—the nymph was free

From the dark magician's glamourie—

But ah! too eager he to grasp

His treasure in a lover's clasp

No sooner did his mortal hold

In rapturous clasp her form enfold,

Than one long, low, mysterious wail

Was borne to silence by the gale,

And in a shower of sighing rain

She sank amid the waves again!

The morning broke, but nowhere found

His serfs their lord.# sought around

Each gloomy thicket, dell, and cleft,

In vain—in vain— no trace was left

And 'squire and thrall, with troubled look,

At length their anxious search forsook,

And each, in mystic wonder bound,

Stole, awed, from that enchanted ground.
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ANTI-CORN.LAW LEAGUE.

From the Colonial Gazette.

The Anti-Corn-law League had a “grand

Metropolitan demonstration” on Wednes

day—a public meeting of their friends and

supporters at the Crown and Anchor Tav

ern. Mr. Hamer Stansfield of Leeds took

the chair; and there were present, Mr. John

Bright of Rochdale, Mr. Brooks of Man

chester, Mr. Joseph Hume, Mr. Cobden, Mr.

Milner Gibson, Mr. Ewart, Dr. Bowring, Mr.

R. R. R. Moore of Manchester, Mr. Paulton,

and a great number of the Chairmen and

* Secretaries of the branch Associations of

the Metropolis. The meeting is said to

have been the largest held at the Crown and

Anchor for twenty-four years: not only the

great room, but all the ante-rooms and pas

sages, were crowded; and deputations were

sent from time to time to the platform for

speakers, who came out and addressed the

auxiliary meetings. Frequent allusion was

made to the scene in the House of Com

mons last Friday night. The Chairman re

marked.— .

“If there be any characteristic of an English

man which distinguishes Richard Cobden more

than another, it is his love of fair play. . Now,

ſoul play has been practised on that gentleman.

Wehement cheering.) The higher the part

from whom it emanated, the fouler the deed.

To accuse a man openly of instigating to the

commission of assassination, if there were

grounds for such a charge, it would be manly—

it would be bold—it would be English to make

it: but to insinuate what it is not dared to ex

press, is worthy of a mind practised in duplicity.

(Loud cheers.) But let Mr. Cobden be assured

that, from whatever source this atrocious stigma

roceeds—whoever aims the foul blow—whether

it be a wily enemy or a false friend—(Loud cries

of Roebuck!' and groans)—his countrymen will

rally round him and see that he has fair play.”

(Continued cheering.)

Mr. Cobden himself said, he would rather

that the transaction had not been alluded

to: he should leave it in the hands of his

intelligent countrymen, and be satisfied with

their verdict—

“You have been told that I have been charged

in my place in Parliament with instigating to

assassination I, who received a diploma from

the Society of Friends as a peacemaker, on ac

count of my writing, longi. I was known as

a politician : I, who in all shapes, to the best of

my humble ability, endeavored to depress the

false boast of mere animal powers at the expense

of the immortal part of our being: I, who abhor

capital punishments: I, who am conscientiously

of opinion that it is worse than useless to take

life, even for the punishment of murder: I have

been accused of instigating to assassination ("—

(Loud groans.) -

He then proceeded indignantly to de

nounce the imputations of the Tory press.

He was interrupted by some person, who

called out “Question " an interruption

which Mr. Cobden with much temper and

adroitness, turned to account—

“That gentleman, whether he be friend or

enemy, is right. It is a mistake, and a great

fault on our part, to allow ourselves for a mo

ment to be diverted from the real question. It

is the game, the deliberate game of our enemies,

to scatter charges against us, and thus divert the

minds of the people from the object which we

have at heart.”

He described the peaceful weapons of the

League—the printing-press, and lectures;

its object—to make the Corn-law known,

understood, abhorred, and therefore speed

ily put to an end. After a clever Anti-Corn

law address, Mr. Cobden again adverted to

the charges against the League; referring

particularly to the speech of the Rev. Mr.

Bayley, of Sheffield, on the 6th of July—

“Their enemies might single out an individual

speech or an individual act to reproach them

with : and what then 7 Let a man, whether he

be a real enemy or a false friend, single out the

individual speech of a minister of the gospel, and

say that his language was violent and indiscreet,

and Mr. Cobden would say to him, as had been

said to another before him, ‘Let him who is with

out sin among you cast the first stone.” There

was no doubt but that the short life of the League

had witnessed acts of indiscretion, as there were

acts of indiscretion in the daily and weekly lives

of them all: but was it the part of a friend to

mount the most public stage he could find in the

country, and declaim against a member of the

Anti-Corn-law League, in language which he

knew would be seized hold of by the Monopolist

press and applied to the whole League? Was

it right that a friend to their cause should take

such a way of reproving individual acts of mem

bers of their body? or should he not have writ

ten upon the subject to those members of the

League with whom he was in close correspond

ence at the time 2 But he did not attend there to

exculpate the members of the League from

charges which might have been brought against

them. He heard these charges with regret, but

he knew that the League had outgrown such

charges. They could laugh at them, and despise

them; nay more, they would do what probably

such kind fiends as those who advanced them

did not intend or wish that they should do—they

would profit by their censures.” (Loud cheers.)

Mr. Bright delivered a very long speech,

in the course of which he said, that as long

as the Corn-laws existed, they would be lia

ble to such outbreaks as those of the au

tumn: so long as human nature remained

as it was, he felt satisfied that vast multi

tudes of men, who could live if the law

permitted them, would not lie down and die

quietly with wives and children starving

around them. He believed that if the late
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disturbances had taken place in the agricul

tural districts, the probable results would

have been such as he dared not contemplate.

The brutal ignorance of the agricultural la

borer might be in some degree explained,

when they recollected that there were no

persons above their own situation in life

who had for them a word of sympathy or

comfort. Such was not the case with the

operatives in the manufacturing districts.

heir employers interested themselves in

their condition; but had the rural squire

and the clergyman any sympathy with their

unfortunate laborers 1

Colonel Thompson ridiculed Sir R. Peel's

fears of assassination—

“The Prime Minister had been represented as

having been muchexcited at something—a threat

of assassination (Laughter.) If this was true,

it must have arisen from the still small voice of

conscience; and he would not wish him visited

with any greater censure. He knew a little girl

who stood being shot at a great deal better than

he did. (Tremendous cheering for some min

utes, intermingled with cries of ‘The Queen!

God bless her l’) He believed that the whole

affair was a political stratagem. The Quarterly

Review had charged him with saying it was

time to do something more than talk: that was

uttered during the progress of the late election,

and referred to the conduct of the electors on the

hustings. That was a specimen of the truthful

ness of the charges against the Anti-Corn-law

League in reference to a late event.”

The meeting was also addressed by Mr.

Hume, Mr. Milner Gibson, and Dr. Bow

ring; and, thanks having been voted to the

Chairman, it peaceably separated.

SIR ROBERT PEEL AND HIS ERA,

From Bell's Weekly Messenger.

Sir Robert Peel and his Era. Cotes, London.

As nothing is more sought aſter in this

day than biography and anecdotes of public

characters, we candidly confess ourselves

pleased with the work now before us, as

largely contributing to the curiosity and

entertainment of the reader, and disclosing

many particulars relating to the family of

the eminent statesman whose name stands

so prominently on the title-page. This, in

deed, may be emphatically called the “Era”

of Sir R. Peel, and his name seems stamped

upon it, for all posterity, as the leading

character of the age.

The grandfather of Sir R. Peel is said to

have been traditionally known in Lancashire

as “Parsley Peel,” from the circumstance

of his first having used the parsley leaf as

his commencing pattern in calico printing.

His third son, the late Sir Robert, was the

founder of the family. He was born at

Blackburn in 1750, and after having traded

in that town for some years, he removed to

Bury, and established that larger cotton

manufactory, which ultimately led to his

great wealth. Having acquired a fortune,

he procured himself to be returned as a

member of the House of Commons, was

made a baronet, and died in 1830, leaving

behind him a plentiful landed estate, and

between one and two millions of personal

property. The present Sir R. Peel, the

prime minister, thus speaks of his father:—

“My father noved in a confined sphere, and

º his talents in improving the cot

ton trade. He had neither wish nor oppor

tunity of making himself acquainted with

his native country, or society far removed

from his native county, Lancashire. I lived

under his roof till I attained the age of

manhood, and had many opportunities of

discovering that he possessed in an eminent

degree a mechanical genius and a good

heart. He had many sons, and placed them

all in situations that they might be useful

to each other. The cotton trade was pre

ferred, as best calculated to secure this ob

ject; and by habits of industry, and impart

ing to his offspring an intimate knowledge

of the various branches of the cotton manu

facture, he lived to see his children con

nected together in business, and by their

successful exertions to become, without

one exception, opulent and happy. My

father may be truly said to have been the

founder of our family; and he so accurately

appreciated the importance of commercial

wealth, in a national point of view, that he

was often heard to say that the profits of

individuals were small, compared with the

national gains arising from trade.”

Sir R. Peel, the father of the Premier,

had a very early presentiment that his son

would rise to high public station, and in his

plain way of speaking he even mentioned

this in the House of Commons. “I taught

him,” he said, “from early life to walk in

the steps of Mr. Pitt, and I felt persuaded

that he would deserve the praise which

some honorable gentleman had been pleas

ed to bestow upon the speech which he has

just made.” The present Sir Robert, the

Premier, was born at Chamberhall, near

Bury, in Lancashire, in 1788. He was sent

at a proper age to Harrow school, where he

was a schoolfellow of Lord Byron, who thus

speaks of him while he was his companion

at Harrow. “He was my form-fellow, and

we were both at the top of our class. We
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were on good terms, but his brother was

my intimate friend. There were always

great hopes of Peel amongst us all—mas

ters and scholars—and he has not disap

pointed them. As a scholar he wasº,
my superior; as a declaimer and actor, I

was reckoned at least his equal: as a school

boy, out of school, I was always in scrapes,

and he Never : and in school, he always

knew his lesson, and I rarely; but when I

knew it, I knew it nearly as well. In gene

ral information, history, &c. &c., I think I

was his superior, as well as of most boys of

my standing.”

But it is not our purpose to pass through

the well-known details of the life of this

eminent statesman. The writer of these

notes seems well acquainted with the House

of Commons and the leading characters of

the day.

A Night in The house OE CoMMons.

“Peel very punctually comes down to the

House of Commons at five o'clock. He will be

here immediately. Oh, there he is, with papers

in his hand, I suppose the copy of some newly

concluded commercial treaty. You will see him

stand at the bar to catch the Speaker's eye, when,

of course, he has not long to wait; though, if

other matters are in the way, he must take his

turn. Hark!

“‘Sir Robert Peel !?”

“‘Papers, sir, by command of her Majesty.’”

“‘Bring them up.’”

“There, now, he is “bringing them up."

“Does it not strike you, as he moves up the

floor of the house, that there is a sort of mauvaise

honte about him?—a thing that surprises me, con

sidering his rather handsome person, address,

and long usage of the House of Commons.

“Yes, but though reputed such a peculiarly

cool, cautious man, he is, in temperament, very

sensitive, and keenly alive to all the proprieties

of morals and of manners. You see he is a florid

man—sanguineous; and such men are frequent

ly very attentive to externals, while ‘black’ or

‘bilious’ men, though just as full of self, are

more apt to neglect manner, in their deeper med

itation of matter.

“How old is Peel ?

“He approaches his 55th year, and, as you

may perceive, is in the bloom of health, as well

as the prime of life.

“Do you know anything of his domestic life—

of Lady Peel, who she is, and what she is?

“Not a bit; but it is most amiable, social, and

unspotted—Peel is a virtuous and religious man;

and if I had heard any thing I would not repeat

it. Ladies' maids, chambermaids, and footmen,

are the very worst appreciators of character: º,

far from being able to see below the surface, they

do not even see the surface; and a man so quiet

in his domestic habits as Sir Robert Peel can only

be known through a domestic medium. As for

Lady Peel, I only know what every body knows

—that she is the daughter of General Sir John

Floyd; that he was married to her in 1820; that

she is a most elegant, lovely, quiet, unobtrusive

lady; and said to be dotingly fond of her hus

band and her family.

“As for Sir Robert's oratory, what do you
think of that ?

“It depends on your estimate and definition of

oratory. As a speaker, Sir Robert Peel has no

rival in the House of Commons.

“Why, what do you mean? I understand by

an orator, a man who can talk well.

“No doubt, no doubt. But Sir Robert Peel is

not a Burke, nor a Fox, nor a Canning; his un

derstanding, though not very capacious, is excel

lent; and though rather slow to appreciate and

acknowledge principles, he is not capable of dog

gedly persevering in a course against which his

intellect protests. His eloquence is therefore a

reflection of his character. His mind is not deep

toned, his oratory is not electric, he clothes no

principles in burning words, emits no ‘living

thunders,’ imprints no ineffaceable recollections.

Yet he is really an admirable and accomplished

public speaker—as such, unrivalled in the pre

sent house. The habits of his mind enable him

to arrange his topics with great art, and to F.

sent them with exceeding clearness; in the lan

guage of Milton, “his words, like so many nim

ble and airy servitors, trip about him at command

and in well-ordered files, as he would wish, fail

aptly into their places.” His voice, though nei

ther sonorous, nor capable of varied expression

is managed with much skill, and so rendere

subservient to the speaker's purposes as to make

him, iſ not a powerful, at least a delightful and

exceedingly interesting talker. He greatly en

†† having to reply to opponents who may have

aid themselves open to fair retort, or even to a

dexterous quibble, or an ingenious rhetorical per
version. i. some blundering speaker make

some awkward admission or obvious exaggera

tion—let some philosopher wander out of the or

dinary track, and draw arguments for annual

parliaments from the annual revolution of the

earth—then Sir Robert Peel treasures them all

up, gives them a ludicrous turn, and with his face

all wreathed with smiles, looks round to enjoy

the bursting laughter and the ringing cheer

which echo behind him. His enjoyment of this

kind of thing has betrayed him into that habit of

rhetorical evasion which has too much character

ized his parliametary speeches, and procured for
him theº of being the greatest master

of plausibilities in the House of Commons. He

is shaking off this habit, and taking fairer, and,

therefore, higher ground.

LORD STANLEY.

“It is time for me now to put in a word. Will

you point out Lord Stanley to me?

“He is not in the house. See, there he is

coming in, swinging his hat betwixt finger and

thumb.

“Why, I thought that Stanley was a little

man-quite a boy in personal appearance.

“You surely don't expect men to remain for

ever the same. Edward Geoffrey Stanley is now

44 years of age; a time of life when, if ever a

man is going to become stout, he manifests it.

His lordship has more physique than his friend,
Lord}.
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“His friend Lord John What genuine friend

ship can subsist between political rivals, where

one of them, especially, is so bitter and caustic in

his application of shin plasters I am afraid it

must be a hollow profession of words.

“There you are mistaken. A very cordial

sympathy still exists between Stanley and Rus

sell; for Lord John is quite aware that nobody

more regrets Stanley's impetuosity and petulance

of temper than Stanley does himself—when the

fit is over. On the occasion of the death of Lord

John's first wiſe, and in the very heat of party

warfare, Stanley wrote a letter to Lord John,

full of kindly and affectionate sympathy; and on

several occasions there has been a very cordial

interchange of mutual regard.

“What a pity, then, that Stanley, with so much

real ability and genuine oratorial fire, should

lower his standing as a statesman, by those oc

casional bursts of clever, energetic, indiscreet,

passionate impetuosity, which render him as

much the dread of friends as of foes |

“Ah! he will cool, if he continue long in office.

His natural temperament was excited and sharp

ened in opposition; and he was encouraged and

flattered in his displays, because he is the very

Picton of an assailing party in debate. In care

less power, rapid, yet easy flow of idea and of

utterance, and in severe, almost savage retort,

Stanley has no equal in the house : Brougham,

in his best days, would have overtopped him, but

there is no Brougham in the present House of

Commons.

Lord JohN RUSSELL.

“What position does Lord John Russell hold

as a speaker?

“As an orator—nil. He wants the physical

conformation and the mental energy that are es

sential to oratory. But he is an admirable sen

tentious thinker; and though in the mere power

of speaking he is poor, his speeches are frequent

ly full of point as well as oſ matter.

“Then you think favorably of his abilities?

“Not only of his abilities, but of his character;

and to me it is a matter of real pleasure to see

two such ancient and noble families as that of

Derby and of Bedford furnishing representatives

of so much personal worth and ability as Lord

Stanley and Lord John Russell. And now that

many great questions have been settled, I cannot

reconcile myself to the idea, that because the

whigs are out, and the tories are in, therefore such

a man as Lord John Russell is to be for ever ex

cluded ſrom office, in a ministry where he could

sit beside his friend Stanley, and his old colleague

Graham.

“Yes, yes, plausible enough: but coalition is

an ugly word; and even though there may be

now only personal recollections to cause any ma

terial difference, still we must not forget that in

the public mind there is usually a “great gulf ſix

ed'º whig and tory—not an impassable

gulf, as Graham and Stanley testify, but wide

enough in the estimation of party morality. But,

talking of Graham, show me Sir James Mackin

tosh's “manly puppy.”

SIR JAMES GrahaM.

“There he is, sitting beside Peel. Sir James

Robert George Graham is of the same age as

Wol. II. No. I. 5

Lord John Russell, both having been born in '92;

but you see the bright sword of Netherby is big

enough and tall enough to put Lord John in his

scabbard.

“Graham has oscillated too violently between

extremes for my taste.

“No doubt of it; and Lord John, in his quiet

way, very effectually “pitched it into him not

long ago, when he reminded him of his denuncia

tion of ‘the birds of prey,' the recipients of the

public money, while he, Lord John, who had

started into public life ‘a moderate reſormer.”

was “a moderate reformer, still.’ It is curious to

see Graham on these occasions, or when he is

pelted with quotations from his ‘corn and curren

cy:’ at times he blushes a little: an ‘innocent

confusion’ occasionally mantles on his cheek; but

generally speaking, he laughs as hearty as the

rest, and seems to think it capital sport.

“Does not that manifest a deficiency in the

nice sense of honor 7

“Well, well: let ‘sleeping dogs lie; for ‘to

err is human, to forgive divine.” Graham aban

doned his colleagues and his party, and did not

treat them with..". care after he left them.

But they say that the old hare returns at last to

the old form; his father was a Tory. But let

justice be done to Sir James Graham. He is a

man of real ability; and now that he is in office,

he retains and maintains some of his old opinions

with manliness and consistency.

“By the way, there is the rising hope of the

Conservatives, and Peel's right arm—William

Ewart Gladstone, Vice President of the Board

of Trade, and Master of the Mint.

Mr. Gladstone.

“That young man!—what a disappointment!

In person he is of a good stature, and, like Stan

ley, has a pretty, good-natured, rather pouting

mouth, while the upper part of the face, like

Stanley's, has a ‘knitted, ifnot a frowning aspect.

But what disappoints me most is the smallness

of the head. Under Stanley's careless locks, you

can see hidden a good solid mass of forehead:

but this noted young man—this philosophic work

er-out of church principles—I want for him capa

cious skull and breadth of face. Can such a

small head carry all he knows?

“We must take men as they are, and not as

we imagine them. The head is small, but it is

well shaped. You notice that the upper part of

the face rather expresses severity; and I am told

that old Gladstone, and the ſamily generally,

have been noted in Liverpool ſor what is called

a ‘crusty' temperament. If this be so, and this

young man inherits it, he is an example of the

power of principle, for he seems to have his tem

per singularly under control. His voice, too, is

sweet and plaintive: he has amazing clearness

of speech and volubility of utterance, but with a

tendency to run into a mellifluous monotony,

which he will probably correct.

“Are his abilities as great as they say, or is he

an example of being ‘cried up? ---

“Oh, no man can doubt that his abilities are

great. I do not refer to his books on church and

state, with which he first established his reputa

tion, but to his conduct in the house. He proved

: a fiend in need to Peel in conducting the tedi
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ous business and details of the new tariff: in fact

every thing devolved on the prime minister and

his Vice President of the Board of Trade; and

though Peel's great business facility and long

practice in addressing the house§. him to

expound, state, and defend the principles and de

tails of the tariff with more fulness, force, and

weight, it was universally acknowledged that

young Gladstone shone in the department of

* facts and figures,’ and displayed a capacity for

official business of the very first order.

“Old Gladstone has risen into great wealth

ſrom a humble condition, has he not?

“Yes; the Gladstone family, like the Peel

family, furnish evidence of the power of our trade

and commerce to throw up individuals from the

bottom of society, to disport themselves, like levi

athan, on the surface. Old Gladstone made his

money in Liverpool, as Morrison, the member

ſor Inverness, made his huge fortune in London.

LORD PALM ERSTON.

“Is not Palmerston a fop?

“Tut, one has no patience with these vulgar

ideas of people, which vulgar fools propagate.

Certainly ‘Fanny was younger once than she is

now ;’ and time works changes. Butlook at Pal

merston, sitting on those front benches; you see

all the signs of a man of high breeding, §: ſop

pery there is none.

“Is it not singular that Palmerston and Peel

should now be pitted as rivals 7

“It is rather; but, remember, though Palmer

ston and Peel commenced public life together,

Palmerston was in advance of Peel on such ques

tions as Catholic emancipation and parliamenta

#. reſorm. Palmerston is ſour years older than

eel, being now 59. But he seems in excellent

keeping; his vigor, mental and bodily, appears

unimpaired—what a fine looking man he is 1

“But is he really a man of talent?

“The question is superfluous. His family, the

Temple ...}. an hereditary reputation for

ability; and Palmerston does not belie it. To be

sure, his opponents say, as Melbourne said of

Lyndhurst, that his talents are from God, but the

application of them is otherwise. And that re

minds me of D'Israeli.

MR. B. D'Israeli.

“Do you see that tall, rather thin young man

(hardly young now), with Jewish cast of features,

dark countenance, and heavy, ſull, swimming

eyes, bent either in meditation or on vacancy—

gazing downwards to discover the perforations

in the floor? That's young Ben D'Israeli, the

son of old D'Israeli, and as great a ‘curiosity of

literature’ as his father ever produced. Sometime

ago he took to the foreign line, wanted to over

haul all our consular establishments, and thought

he would make a palpable hit, by finding Pal

merston, like the ... in every mischief brew

ing abroad. Ben is really clever—a genius:

but somehow Sir Robert Peel and the party

have not taken to him; though clever, he }. a

strong tendency to become a bore.

Dr. Bowring.

“Who is that man with spectacles, poking

about like an old woman?

“You mean Bowring, I suppose—Doctor Posi

tive Utility. That man is a remarkable example

of very considerable ability being wholly insuffi

cient to prevent an individual from becoming a

monstrous bore. He is, I am told, kindly and un

assuming in private life; and his great philologi

cal powers, #. travels, his statistics, his Ben

thamism, and advocacy of commercial freedom,

are known to all. Yet as a speaker in the house,

he is lackadaisical, lachrymose, and tedious; his

pathos is invariably bathos, and when he does

sink into the pathetic, his sing-song intonation

makes it excessively ludicrous.

“You speak of bores—are there many in the

house 7

“A few: there is a youngish man down there

—he with reddish whiskers and plain appearance,

who has got up to ask a question of his ‘right

hon. friend at the head of the government.” That

youth exhibited decided symptoms of the bore,

but somebody or something gave him a check.

It is Stuart Wortley, eldest son of Lord Wharn

cliffe, the President of the Council—the success

ful opponent of Lord Morpeth in Yorkshire at

the last general election.

MR. HUME.

“I see Hume in his seat—isn't he a bore?

“Why, Joe is now permitted, in consideration

of his long services, to have “the run of the kitch

em.’ He offends nobody; and, on the whole, is

rather a general favorite than otherwise. Un

questionably, whatever may be thought of his

school of politics, he has ‘done the state some

service' by his long-continued exertions in favor

of retrenchment; to which may be added what

he has done for commercial reform, as for in

stance, by his celebrated Import Duties Commit

tee, confessedly the immediate foundation of the

new tariff. But Hume will never get over that

peculiar style of oratory which Canning charac

terized as ‘the tottle of the holl; not long ago he

censured the ‘peccadillies' of the Chancellor of

the Exchequer, and announced that wherever

there was anything delicate there was sure to be

something wrong.

“Hume has an assistant, has he not, in Wil

liams of Coventry?

“Yes, a dull, unimaginative man, but very

assiduous, very decent, and moderate, and

therefore useful.

Sir GEOrge Grey And Lord HowICK.

“Is not that Sir George Grey ! I heard him

make a very telling speech in Exeter-hall.

“And he can make a very effective speech in

the House of Commons. He held but a subor

dinate position in the late government: had he

|. at the law, he might have taken a

high place. Beside him you see Charles Wood,

the w ig Secretary of the Admiralty, and son-in

law of Earl-Grey. He is a regularłºś.
and his face is as sharp as the edge of a hatchet;

a man of ability, however: though you cannot

endure to listen to one of his lengthy speeches

from beginning to end, yet at intervals you can

discover that he is uttering very good sense.

Here comes histº.%. Howick;

he has an excellent understanding, and speaks

with a level clearness and facility which would

make him an admirable lecturer, but he has a

dogmatic and obstinate way of laying down the
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law which occasionally renders him disagree
able.

Sir T. FREMANTLE-SIR. G. CLERK—LoRD MAhon.

“Who is this little man dancing in and out of

the house, scarcely ever sitting a moment?

“Sir Thomas Fremantle, one of the joint sec

retaries of the Treasury: his duties require him

to be frequently on the move, especially if a di

vision be expected, and the ‘whip’ has to be ap

plied. He has met his colleague, Sir George

Clerk, that stoutish bald-headed, good-humored

looking man; and see, Lord Mahon has joined

them on those back benches; perhaps to ask

them to get a ‘pair' for him.

“Lord Mahon : That's Earl Stanhope's son.

“Yes, and as like his father in figure, attitude,

and accent (each having a remarkable burr) as

if, in the Irish phrase, he hid been ‘spit' out of

his mouth. Lord Mahon is a very decent man;

one of our literati; and superior to his father,

who is the Ferrand of the House of Lords.”

We must now dismiss these lively por

traits, and conclude for the present our no

tice of this entertaining little volume.

COUNTRY PLEASURES :

And Therein chiefly

of A N G L I N G A N D F LY - F I S H IN G,

By M. F. T.

From Bentley's Miscellany.

A MoRe exhilarating cordial than “the

fine fresh gallop over dewy downs” could

scarcely be prescribed by the College of

Physicians; and, far be it from a kindly

lover of horses and horsemanship to insinu

ate that the musical pack, and emulous broth

er pinks, and echoing high woods, and the

Swift-orama of a green, open country, are

not accessories to equestrian delight, at

once dulcet and exciting. Still, some stress

must be laid on the somewhat apprehensive

fancy, that one's cravat and its contents may

possibly become disarranged, or one's oc

ciput tapped of what current intellect it

carries, in the harem-scarem of the chase.

A Missourium now, or a Megalomegisto

therium, or, to descend a little, your African

Elephant, Bengal Tiger, Sloane's Rhinoce

ros, or flock of Lions—these, indeed, would

be worthy of so valiant a venture; but, when

the tame stag is quietly uncarted, and, after

a canter of twenty miles, as quietly boxed

up again, the scatheless captive for next

week's run; or, when “sportsmen brave,

in leather breeches, leap over five-barred

gates and ditches, and hair-breadth 'scapes

and perils dare, to hunt that— furious beast

the hare;” or, when from the portals of

Europe's premier college, sally forth in

blushing vestments the noblest and the gen

tlest of Britain's gallant youth, wantonly

intent on following even to the death the

trail of a red herring ; when, I say, these

. are done in the name of hunting,

surely it were better even to go a-fishing

with Mark Antony; and, when Cleopatra's

divers have diligently hung on our hook the

last of their dead tunnies, to put up for the

rest of the day with unlimited sport from a

tub of pickled sprats.

Once more : a country ramble, in rude

health and fine weather, is thoroughly de

lightful, - an innocent pleasure, not seri

ously diminished by fowling-piece and point

ers. But there be many to confess, that on

a cold, drizzly morning in November, they

do not like to find themselves up to the

knees in drenching turnip-tops; and still

less, on a roasting September noon, to be

toiling over dusty fallows, with a heavy iron

tube upon their shoulders. There be many

who are weak enough to acknowledge that

the scream of a wounded hare makes them

ſeel as if they had shot a child; and to fear

the probable possibility of a friend's trigger,

pulled by some demon twig, conveying to

them the unwelcome compliments of a Mr.

Joseph Manton. In fact, we have heard

more than one true country lover, in speak

ing of capital covers for game, maintain

the respectable opinion, that the best in life

is a tin one ; and as to the birds being in

good condition, they can scarcely be in a

better than when frothily cooked, and served

up with bread-sauce.

But —that BUT must be in capitals, prin

ter, for it is as pregnant of nice fancies as a

butt of Muscatel, - commend me, dear

fauns, nymphs and dryads, to “the contem

plative man's recreation.” O, I have many

things to say of that same sweet sport-so

many, that the pressure of the crowd hin

ders the fair order of their exit. Look you,

there is in fishing no little savor of a just

philosophy; the lasti. of Pandora's

box of simples is mingled in it generously ;

Hope, with her honeycomb uncertainties,

lingers latest in the angler's heart, and gives

him an early call next morning. Greater

minds (to speak historically) are captured

by fishing than by other modes of sport,—

because their aim and game are things un

seen. Davy or Paley would as soon have

dreamt of angling in a well-stocked tub, as

in one of those vasty stews of Holland,

where every carp is known, and mynheer

battens the pond's bottom every third sum

mer, No ; let the huntsman take his rail

road gallop thrice a week through the same

breaks, and over those well-accustomed
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ditches; let him know that an odoriferous

fox-brush must be his highest trophy; for

he sees “Master Reynolds, the fox,” as

Chaucer hath it, with his bodily eyes, half a

mile a head, making for the fir-wood ; let

him-of-harriers feel that the greatest gain of

all that lavish expenditure in oaths and whip

cord, human hardness, animal suffering, real

danger, and the cheerless, illimitable, creep

ing home again at night, can be but a timid

and miserable hare ; let the crack shot boast

of his battue— that massacre of barn-door

pheasants: or let him mark down, two

fields off, his covey of indubitable partridges;

whereas, what is the fisher's hope 1— and

hope, after all, is the soul of sporting. He

cannot see his game; he seeks it blindfold

in primeval waters; and who can be sure

what strangest creature is not on the instant

nibbling at his bait 1

For my own part, among the scarcely

post-diluvial mud of yonder ancient pond,

where rushes have grown rank for centu

ries, (and how much more in Noachic rivers

or the unsearchable, unchanging seaſ) I

never can know absolutely, and for certain,

whether my next prize may not be some

miniature specimen of the icthyosaurus;

Tritons and British Fishes,– who can tell?

And here, let no gentle Waltoner suppose

that his ſanciful angler is not perfectly con

usant of the liking which certain fishes take

to certain baits, and of the consequent

probability that the good craftsman of the

streams will bring in that which he went out

for; neither let him think so feebly of a

brother's skill, as if it were ignorant of the

likelihood that the slow, guttural gulp be

tokened perch, and the spirited attack indi

cated trout; the sly suction of old carp is

eminently one thing, and the brilliant run

of pike another. This only be insisted on ;

there still is room for the pleasant excite

ments of uncertainty ; and, however expe

rience may continually contradict the hope,

still, it ever unconsciously arises, that some

thing yet unknown, some “monstrum hor

rendum informe ingens,” is captive to your

hook thirty paces off; and that when you

wind home to shore the wearied combatant,

he may be revealed as some rarest wonder

of the fresh deep, some dreadful Gorgon of

the river, or some fair Nereid of the darkly

flowing current. No angler ever yet set

forth to a day's fishing ungladdened by the

sanguine expectation that, great as his luck

may hitherto have been, the exploits of

to-day shall eclipse it utterly. Thus, then,

wend we forth; till here we are, nothing too

soon, at Oakley pond.

Pond, quothal—a finer lakelet slumbers

not in loyal Wales; and see how pleasantly

it rests, as in the lap of peace, between this

ruin-crowned hill, and yonder purple heath

swelling into upland, sentinelled about with

al by gallant oaks, and shaded well among

dark copses of hazel and marsh-loving

alder. What a wild museum of Nature,

undisturbed, rejoices in existence on its

banks! The frequent kingfisher will dart

by, like a brilliant arrow, and startle you

with its shrill squeak ; or a wedge of wild

duck will drop headlong from their wheel

ing flight souse among the rushes; or a

mighty carp will be heard, wallowing like a

seal at play, in the muddy shallows yonder ;

or the green water-snake will rustle through

dry grass, slide down the bank, and work

his zigzag way across, with head erect, his

sing like a little boa. Sometimes the heron

will heavily flap along, skimming the reeds

with his long legs; sometimes the coot,

starting about, will dive suddenly, to rise

again yards away; the cooing wood-pigeon

will be heard responsive to the thicket

hiding nightingale; and fragrant meadow

sweet will be seen bowing its dewy feathers

in homage to the choicer scent that breathes

from out the wild blush-rose. A pleasant

school for ologies is Oakley; and, when

sport begins to fail, and the better fish at

noontide take their Palermitan siesta, you

may spend many a sweetly-profitable hour,

of what book-worms count for idleness, in

watching the race of bright beetles in the

sun, or the gorgeous dance of dragon-flies

above the water-lilies, – in conning lessons

whispered by humble field-flowers— in lis

tening to spring-time musicians of the

wood,– and, best, in blessing Him who

made them all so happy.

But see, my trolling-rod is ready, and the

freshening breeze this grey morning pro

mises a noble pike. Well cast !—and the

gaudy float dances on the distant ripple.

Suddenly, down it goes with a tug, and

away r-r-r-runs the reel. He's making for

his lair yonder among the rushes, and must

carry with him sixty yards. How the line

cuts and flashes through the water | And

how your heart throbs, brother angler,-and

how proudly, in so small a matter, feel you

man's superiority,+and how sure you are

that the monster, if, indeed, not a merman,

or an iguanodon, is a twenty-pound fish, at

least, and is doomed to be stuffed to-morrow!

But patience, brother; look at your watch,

and wait the longest ten minutes of your yet

existence; for he has got your gudgeon

across his mouth, and must gorge it at his

own epicurean leisure, head-foremost. Now

then,_he moves once more—be quick—
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wind—and—just a turn of the wrist,-you've

struck him well. Let him go—let him go

—off like a shot | Here, he's darting back

again—wind quick, and hold him; and, now

he's getting sulky, lead him about a bit, and

teach the monster that you've tackled him,

a wild horse safe in harness. Just have a

peep for curiosity—there, do thy multiply

ing cautiously, and induce our friend to

taste a little fresh air. Why, those are the

jaws of a very shark | Let him go, quick

He dashes about gallantly, but will soon be

tired of so much racing. Home again, sir.

Mind, when he leaps, lower your colors to

his excellency, or he'll break all away; and

—a clean jump out o' water —there's his

first and last appearance in the pirouette :

now gently, gently to shore, the hooked

stick in those gaping gills, and warmly

welcome, thou magnificent pike . A fifteen

#. or that aching arm tells falsely.

ow he claps his formidable jaws together,

like two curry-combs, and furiously wrig

gles on the ground, as an eel, to run at us!

Oh, thou tyrant of the little fish, thou Sat

urn even of thine own offspring, this, this

is retributive justice. Flounder there among

the meadow-grass, and confess to the naiads

and oreades thy many murders; for assur

edly never more shalt thou taste gudgeon.

It’s a terrible thing to be tedious; so,

while we pour alibation of cool claret, (the

venerable bottle having been up to its neck

in wet grass ever since we came,) my gen

tle comrade shall repeat you a pretty stave

of his, said or sung as we were walking

hitherward.

With glittering dew yet moist, the mountain cheeks

Smile through their night-born tears, for joyous day

With fervent charity wipes those tears away;

Ali Nature quickens; from a thousand beaks

Flow out the carol'd orisons of praise

To Him who taught them those new songs to raise:

Forth bounding from a fern-lined pit, the hare

In the brown fallow seeks his furrowed lair;

High up, almost unseen, yon fluttering speck

With gleesome music breasts the flood of light,

Then, cowering, drops upon some mossy spot:

Around the elm-tree tops, in cawing flight,

Wheels the dark army : winking flow reis deck

Lawn, meadow, upland, hill, and poor man's gar

den-plot.

Hollo! where's my float 1–and my reel's

run out, and the rod pulled half into the

water . This comes of poetizing; you see,

and all such nonsense, when one should be

merely a fisher. But, dear Nature, we Wal

toners do love thee so, and truly thy soul

is poetry, that sooner had been lost a dozen

fish than that dewy canzonet. Natheless,

with cautious wisdom let us retrieve this

idlene s, or Ustonson's bill will be longer

than its wont this summer; for, unless man's

intellect, at the end of half a furlong of

Indian twist, can circumvent the sturdy

perch yonder, that has gorged our spinning

minnow—fish, hooks, and line, all must be

lost Wind—hold—play him—there's a

back-fin for you, cutting the bright ripples

like a sailing ploughshare 1–there's a fine

broadside of brown and gold, with black

bands;–oh, the fellow mustn't break away

for a bag of ducats! Here he comes—

gently now—wash out that gristly mouth

with copious draughts of its treacherous

native element, and drown a very fish. His

struggles are fainter and fewer, now for the

net, boy—quick!—mind the line—and—safe

on terra firma. -

But the morning gets too bright for this

sort of thing, and there's little need of

other specimens. Let these hints suffice to

testify an angler's happy triumphs; to-mor

row, as the May-fly will still be on the wa

ter, we may ask your worship's company to

the seven streams, and throw the barbed

feather for a trout : meantime, to count our

violet-scented spoils, (–there are ten brace

more than those you’ve heard of.-) to lay

them out on fresh-cut flags, and homewards

over the hill with merry hearts to our whole

some, hungry, daylight dinner. Here, boy,

carry these rods, and sling that pike and

perch on an osier-twig; for they can't be got

into the basket.

of FLY-FISHING.

“The sun's been up this two hours, sir;

so I made bould to call ye ſ” It was the

voice, and the heavy hobnailed tread of my

factotum and favorite, Master James Bean.

“Thank'ee, James; bring my fishing

boots, etcetera.”

Now, what recondite idea attached itself

to the cabalistic word “etcetera,” in the

mind of the learned Bean, it is quite impos

sible to say; but the coincidence was re

markable, that, in company with the caout

chonc boots aforesaid, appeared a bait-bag

full of clean moss, and convoluted lob

worms. For once our sagacious friend had

erred ; we were not to-day going to be

guilty of impaling denizens of the dunghill:

a sport cleaner, nobler, and more innocent

than even that of the quiet angler, had been

by us concerted for a pleasant holiday pas

time: in fact, friends, you were promised a

day's fly-fishing, and here it is.

ame Juliana Berners, in y Boke off St.

Albans, enprented by Wynkyn de Worde,

says, with her quaint phrase, not more pret

tily than truly, “Attey" leest youre ſyssher

hath his holsom walke, and is merry at his

ease ; a swete ayre of the swete savoure of

meede floures makyth him hongry; he
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hereth y' melodyous armony of fowles; he

seeth the yonge swanne, heerons, duckes,

cotes, and many other fowlys, wyth their

brodes; whych me seemyth better than

alle y' noyse of houndys, y' blastes of

hornys, and y” scrie of foulis, that hunters

and fawkeners, and foulers can make.” Ac

cordingly, knowing well my country, and

that it is well worth your knowing, too, we

will not, ungraciously, forget our “holsom

walke,” but take you roundabouts as pretty

a ramble as any in broad Britain.

Match me where you can this rustic lane,

its flooring of cleanest gravel, its wall of

wildest verdure: now it gets deeper and

darker, with rocky sides painted wantonly

by various lichens. How gracefully should

we think these wavy ferns, how gorgeous

those flaunting foxgloves, how elegant the

harebell, how delicate the ragged corn

flower, had Nature been more chary of

her most abounding beauties. O men, when

shall your hard hearts learn that good and

loveliness are broadcast bounteously:" when

will your folly cease to think the common

est things least worthy 1

And here, down in this oak-wood hollow,

a flashing trout-stream glides across the

road : yes, that's a fine fish, and spotted like

the pard; but, don’t put your rod together

yet, for we’ve three miles more to go, and

yonder sly old trout has seen too much of

us; there, taking advantage of an escort of

the smaller fry, he's off while we speak; and

one flap of his lissom tail has carried him

ten yards away : moreover, all the here

abouts belongs to sour Squire Mountain, and

one wouldn't be beholden to the churl for

the value of a fish-scale.

But we’ve got upon the broad and sunny

moor, whose beautiful varieties of heath

and moss might make the very peat-cutter

a botanist ; where the cunning plover, in

days lang syne, has often led me, with her

cowering wing and plaintive cries, far away

from her humble nest, and where my wand

ering footsteps have before now been start

lingly arrested by the close and noisy rising

of fork-tailed black-cock;-where, more

than once, in crispy winter walks, tracking

from holly to holly the tame pigeon-field.

fares, I have found myself suddenly, as by

magic, in the midst of a rabble of dogs, and

men, and horses, to wit, none other than

the far-famed O. P. Q. hunt, and remember

ed having seen a fox running, two miles off,

at least half an honr before; and then, giv

ing that eager crowd all possible intelli

gence, the noisy rout has left me, better

pleased than ever with a solitary, peaceful

ramble ; where also—but I grow dull,—

what strange figure can this be, stalking

solemnly towards us t—d'ye see him 1–

there—the mighty man in armor, with

greaves on his legs, and a high-plumed helm,

and sword, and shield, and eagle-standard 1

Probably’my horror-stricken friends thought

me gone stark mad of a coup de soleil;

for I looked and acted much after the fash

ion of Mr. Charles Kean, when he plays

Hamlet and Macbeath, soliloquizing to the

emptyairs of Banquo and “my royal father.”

It was, however, but a pleasant variation

of telling them the hackneyed story, that

we were now standing on an ancient Roman

camp, whence my idling antiquarianism had

dug up many coins, and which the playful

ness of glad imagination, overleaping eigh

teen centuries of time, had peopled with

trampling legions, not seldom having held

long converse there with more than one

ghost of a gay Centurion.

But all this is sadly episodical, and has

taken us out of the direct line of march,

both as to subject and geography; so, grant

ing safe arrival at our still distant water

course, let us struggle through the under

wood, put up the taper rods, and, with a

gentle breeze at our backs, drop a distant

fly gentle on the middle of that swingeing

current :-

Look, like a village queen of May, the stream

Dances her best before the holiday sun,

And still with musical laugh goes tripping on

Over these golden sands, which brighter gleam

To watch her pale-green kirtle flashing fleet

Above them, and her tinkling silver feet,

That ripple melodies: quick—yon circling rise

In the calm refluence of this gay cascade

Marked an old trout, who shuns the sunny skies,

And, nightly prowler, loves the hazel shade:

Well thrown 1–you hold him bravely,– off he

speeds,

Now up, now down, now madly darts about !

Mind, mind your line among those flowering reeds,-

How the rod bends !—and hail, thou noble trout.

A fine fellow, truly, black and yellow,

with little head, symmetrical hog's back,

and gills of vermilion. How he flings him.

self about among the soft grass, iridescent

as a peacock's tail! But it is impossible to

be prosy on the subject:—

O, thou hast robbed the Nereids, gentle brother,

Of some swift fairy messenger; behold

His dappled livery prankt with red and gold

Shows him their favorite page: just such another

Sad Galataea to her Acis sent

To teach the new-born fountain how to flow,

And track, with loving haste, the way she went

Down the rough rocks, and through the flowery

lain

Een's her home where coral branches grow,

And where the sea-nymph clasps her love again.

We, the while, terrible as Polypheme,

Brandish the lissom rod, and featly try

Once more to throw the tempting, treacherous fly,

And win a brace of trophies from the stream.
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Yes, and it's my turn now for luck, broth

er; but the breeze has lulled, and, for want

of a Lapland witch to sell me one, it will

be necessary to commence with invocation.

Will this serve our purpose 1–

Come, then, coy Zephyr, waft my feather'd bait

Over this rippling shallow's tiny wave

To yonder pool, whose calmer eddies lave

Some Triton's ambush,_where he lies in wait

To catch my skipping fly; there drop it lightly.

A rise,_by Glaucus! but he miss'd the hook—

Another l—safe; the monarch of the brook,

With broadside, like a salmon's, gleaming brightly:

Cff let him race, and waste his prowess there;

The dread of Damocles, a single hair

Will tax my skill to take this fine old trout.

So—lead him gently; quick—the net, the net!

Now gladly lift the glittering beauty out,

Hued like a dolphin, sweet as violet.

That must do to-day, at least for sonnet

eering ; at yet, candid reader, credit me,

much of your pleasure in such contempla

tive sports is due to a secret soul gladden

ing their dull material. Verily it is the

poetry of fishing that flings such a charm

over the naked craft: therefore look for

favor on my well-meant improvising. The

tingling sensation of pleasant excitement

when a lively fish, hooked to your neat

tackle, begins faintly to show his broadside

to the sun, the triumphant lifting of the

land-net, your bending-rod's welcome aid,

the beauteous, many-colored captive, the

calm, sun-steeped, smiling country, the

gurgling music of running waters, and your

own elastic health, uncareful heart, and bo

som full of hopes so innocent as these,

oh, friend and fellow mine, how much of

dormant poetry is here ! Go with some

course-grained common fisherman,—poach

er, or otherwise, one who, like those ema

ciated tribes on the Colombia, fishes for his

daily sustenance, and see what a dull, stale

affair it is, of worms and brambles, bad hu

mor, and wet feet. Sport itself scarcely

mends the matter, viewed in the mammoniz

ing aspect of tenpence a-pound. And, in fact,

it is just because angling demands a poetical

soul to enjoy its highest pleasures that such

a phalanx of prosy people see no fun in it.

Nevertheless, many a holiday clerk, long

prisoned up in London ledgers, but even

there feeding upon Walton and Words

worth, will acknowledge that the pleasure

of his day's fly-fishing is mainly due to

the Poetry of Nature.

Lectures of M. DANou.-We are glad to see an

nounced by Firmin Didot, Freres, a complete edi

tion of the discourses of M. Danou, from 1819 to

1.0, of which only fragments have as yet found

r way to the public. His researches into an

nt histories have ever been held in the highest

imation by scholars of all countries.

PUNCH'S POLITICAL ECONOMY.

From the London Charivari.

CONSUMPTION.

Every product is put to some purpose

after it is created—for instance, when sloe

leaves are grown, they are used for adulter

ating tea, and the destruction of values in

this way is called consumption. When a

joke is spoiled in the telling, the destruc

tion of the value amounts to cousumption.

And when an insolvent person puts his hand

to a bill he may be said to consume a

stamp, for he destroys its value. Political

economists have, however, omitted to men

tion that consumption sometimes bestows

value instead of destroying it, for when a

person goes into a consumption he becomes

invested with value—as a patient—to the

medical practitioner. a.

CAPITAL.

We have already touched on capital, but

it is a subject which we are unwilling to

let go, and it may be profitable to return to

it. That is, strictly speaking, capital,

which is used by men in their different oc

cupations. Thus a man who writes a

farce, though it be very bad, still, when

finished, he generally thinks he has a right

to call it capital. An author who publishes

a novel may consider it capital; though ca

pital of this kind very often carries with it

no interest.

CHANGES OF CAPITAL.

Capital is incessantly undergoing change,

and political economy of this kind is daily

illustrated at the foot of Waterloo Bridge,

where, if you tender a penny, change will

be given you. Some persons carry their

love of political economy so far as to ten

der bad silver, and the change is capital for

them, but not for the parties giving it. Ca.

pital may sometimes be subjected to such

changes that it is wholly lost sight of, as

when it is invested in theatrical speculations

or joint stock companies.

MONEY.

Money is a part of capital, but only a

small part, though Sir E. L. Bulwer's

.Money was said to be capital by some,

while others considered it to be little better

than waste paper. If you get change for a

sovereign, you may probably have a bad

shilling among the lot; and, as it is admit

ted that what is true of a part must be true

of the whole, the whole of the change will

be bad—a position which the political eco

nomists have got themselves into, and which

we leave them to get out of.

*
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OF FIXED AND CIRCULATING CAPITAL.

On this head we have little to say.

There is an example of fixed capital in the

capital fixed at the top of the Duke of

York's column, which, by the by, is the

only capital that the Duke ever was able to

keep for any time about him. Of circula

ting capital we can give no better idea than

Punch, which every body allows to be capi

tal, and which circulated amazingly.

OF INDUSTRY.

Industry is human exertion of any kind

employed for the creation of value ; but

when Sir Peter Laurie exerts himself to

the utmost nothing valuable results from

1t.

Some sort of industry is used to make

property, while other sorts of industry have

the effect of destroying property. Of the

latter kind is the industry of lawyers, which

is employed in the destruction of property

to a very large extent.

Tools and machines are instruments for

the production of value; and political tools

are of various kinds, being invested with a

greater or less degree of sharpness.

Wind is a stationary agent, and in turn

ing a mill it is of great value. Wind is also

an agent for the umbrella and hat makers,

giving an impetus to trade by the destruc

tion of value—blowing umbrellas to tatters,

and carrying off the heads sometimes into

the river. The value which political econ

omists attribute to wind may perhaps ac

count for the zeal they sometimes display

in attempting to raise it.

OF NATURAL AGENTS.

A natural agent is, as its name imports,

an agent of nature; and all our country

agents are in the nature of natural agents,

for they are naturally desirous of such a

respectable agency. The wind is a natural

agent, and in some cases may be said to

help circulation, which it may be truly said

to do when violent puffing is resorted to.

Water is an agent of very great power,

very often turning—a mill; and when mix

ed with brandy it ſrequently gives a rotary

motion to every object—at least as far as

the persons are concerned who have resort

ed to the very powerful agency alluded to.

Water is a very natural agent, for all the

metropolitan milk-men; and inº
with the truth that it always finds its level,

it generally causes a very perceptible ris

ing in all the milk-cans. Such is the power

of water, that, when held in solution with

ordinary chalk, a pound weight of it has

been capable of raising a penny. Humbug

is also entitled to be called a natural agent;

and a parliamentary agent falls under this

description. Inanimate agents are better

than living agents; for instance, a steam

engine is better than a lawyer—for while

the former generates steam, the latter gen

erates hot water, and is pretty sure to

plunge us into it.

It is said by political economists that in

animate agents are capable of much more

rapid action than those that are alive ; but

the political economists seem to have for

gotten that no action can be so rapid as

that commenced by an attorney on a bill

of exchange when his object is to create

value—in the shape of costs, which he runs

up with a rapidity of action that is truly

astonishing. The East-India Tea Company

professes to be very particular in the ap

pointment of its agents; but every tea-ket

tle is in some degree an agent, if the Com

pany's teas are used in the family where

the kettle is located.

Frost is an agent for the plumbers, by

putting the pipes out of repair; and when

one of the Syncretics publishes a tragedy,

he becomes at once an agent for the butter

shops.

Hom Eric Illum.—One of the late numbers of the

* Rhine Museum” contains an interesting article by

Dr. Gustavus von Eckenbrecher upon the site of the

Homeric llium. It seems carefully written, and

well deserving the attention of all who take an

interest in the question. The number of travellers

who visit the plains of Troy is yearly increasing;

and the sanguine hope soon to see a map of Ilium

accompanying the liad, equally clear and certain

with that of Ithaca for the explanation of the Odys

sey. Dr. Eckenbrecher seems to differ from his

predecessors in this investigation, in removeing

Troy from the heights of Bunorbaschi, (on which

since the times of Le Chevalier it has been suppos

ed to be situated,) two miles lower on the plain,

on the spot which, up to the present time, has been

known by the name of New Ilium. A residence of

several years in the Levant has afforded the author

ample means of observation, which, coupled with

his research and accuracy, give value to his testi

mony.—Athenaeum.

KING Gustavus's PAPERs –The Postampt Gazette‘

of Frankfort, mentions that “Professor Geyer, who

was charged with the examination of the papers

contained in the mysterious cases deposited at the

University of Upsal by King Gustavus, has made

his report of their contents. The chief papers are—

1. The memoirs of Gustavus, written by himself,

and commenced in 1765, when he was only nineteen

years of age. They contain important observations

on the revolution of 1772 and on the two precedin

reigns. 2. The history of the house of Vasa. §

The plan of the form of government of 1772, and a

plan ſor the regulation of the Diet of 1778.”
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RECREATIONS OF CHRISTOPHER NORTH,

From the Edinburgh Review—Feb'y.

The Recreations of Christopher JNorth. Three

vols. 8vo. Edinburgh : 1842. -

These are in every way remarkable vol.

umes, whether regarded as illustrative of

the character of the writer, or of the ten

dencies of the criticism of the time, to which

his influence and example have given so gen

eral and decided a direction. It is not in

deed easy to say, whether the interest which

their perusal excites is chiefly to be referred

to the very singular combination of moral

and mental powers implied in their compo

sition—where qualities which are generally

deemed incompatible are found to be united

in harmony—or to the strong feeling of the

influence which this combination, express

ing itself in forms of such originality and

power as to arrest the attention of literary

men, and at the same time, to appeal to the

ordinary tastes and sympathies of the pub

lic, by the use of instruments at once famil

iar and powerful, must have exercised upon

the taste of the time, and the whole tone

and spirit of our criticism, as well as its

form.

The Essays which are collected in these

volumes, and which originally appeared in a

scattered form in Blackwood's Magazine,

are now united by a slender tie. They are

announced as “The Recreations of Christo

pher North.” We need say little, we pre

sume, of the imaginary personage who

claims their authorship, except that, not

withstanding the palpably incongruous as

semblage of qualities with which he is in

vested, such are the vivacity and pictur

esque truth with which his sayings and do

ings have been here depicted, that few crea

tures of the imagination have succeeded in

impressing their image on the public with

more distinctness of portraiture, or a stron

ger sense of reality. Few indeed find any

difficulty in calling up before the mind's eye,

with nearly the same vividness as that of an

ordinary acquaintance, the image of this ven

erable eidolon—who unites the fire of youth

with the wisdom of age, retains an equal in

terest in poetry, philosophy, pugilism, and

political economy—in short, in all the on

goings of the world around him, in which

either matter or spirit have a part; andwho

passes from a fit of the gout to a feat of gym

nastics, and carries his crutch obviously less

or purposes of use than of intimidation.

Most writers who felt that they possess

ed the power of imaginary portrait painting,

have been fond of interposing such imagin

ary personages between themselves and the

public. So Cervantes borrows the playful

shafts of his kindly satire from the quiver

of the sage Cid Hamet Benengeli; Swift

launches his more envenomed arrows from

behind the broad back of Captain Lemuel

Gulliver; and Sir Walter Scott often lingers

over the Clutterbucks, Dryasdusts, Tintos,

and Pattisons, who were intended to be the

mere heralds and pursuivants of his main

pageant, till they became” leading persona

i. in the procession ; –making the pro

ogue not unfrequently threaten to banish

the piece itself into a corner.

These fantastic creations, in a case like

the present, serve a double purpose. They

give a unity to detached thoughts and scat

tered views, and awaken a kind of personal

interest on the part of the reader; who, al

though he may have little difficulty in de

tecting the incongruity of some of the traits

introduced, and easily perceives that the

portrait is not intended to be received as a

daguerreotype likeness, for the fidelity of

which the Sun himself is answerable, yet is

satisfied that the features of the imaginary

being whom he contemplates are drawn

from an original existing in nature; and rep

resent, though in a playful spirit of intention

al caricature, much of the real mind and

peculiar character of the writer: while the

author himself thus obtains the means of

giving expression to many things which he

might have otherwise hesitated to utter with

out such a mouthpiece. Nor need the mask

for this purpose be a very close one. As Aris

tophanes could venture, in the wildest days

ofAthenian democracy, to personate and rid

icule upon the stage the demagogue of the

day, with merely the thin disguise of a paint

ed face, so a few whimsical and grotesque

exaggerations superinduced upon the true

features of the character, are, by a kind of

tacit understanding between the author and

the public, held sufficient to perplex the

question of identity— to take from the im

aginary representative all inconvenient re

semblance to his prototype ; and to entitle

his caprices to that immunity which is con

ventionally accorded to the sallies of a mas

querade. With these convenient phantasms,

too, the writer can play as he pleases; bring

ing them prominently forward, or banishing

them into the background, as occasion re

quires. In the present case, where some

startling transition from grave to gay is in

contemplation—some outburst of a wild

humor that haply might frighten the groves

of Academe from their propriety; some feat

to be described, more congenial to the wild

gaiety of youth than to the gravity of Budge

Doctors of the Stoic fur, “attired in black
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sage wisdom's hue"—forth steps, insolent

with animal spirits, and attired in the garb of

a reality, the joyous apparition. When, on

the contrary, the writer is to give utterance

to the lessons of wisdom, to the strains of

pensive reflection on the mixed nature of

man, to the eloquence inspired by strong

sympathy with all created things—to any of

those ennobling thoughts, in short, with

which a good man would fain in life associ

ate his name, and in death his memory—

then the poet and moralist comes forward

to speak" in his own character—the obe

dient spirit hies to his confine, and Chris

topher subsides into a shadow.

Considerable changes, we perceive, have

taken place on these Essays since they first

appeared in a periodical form. Large re

trenchments are here and there perceptible;

considerable additions have been made in

other parts; greater rounding and compact

ness are generally discernible;—yet in all,

essentially—and wisely we think—they re

tain their original character. For, unques

tionably, not a little of their peculiar charm

was derived from the contrast between the

occasional nature of their origin, and the

depth and permanent importance of the

views which many of them embodied;—

from observing how frequently it happened

that slight hints, caught up as if by acci

dent, and handled in a spirit of sportive dal

liance, were made by some secret and cun

ning alchymy to change thier nature and to

expand into speculations of deep and wide

significance, connected with human nature,

or the principles of poetry and art; and

how, from a foundation that seemed at

first slender and unsubstantial, if not mean

and misplaced, a stately fabric of philosoph

c truth, studded with imagery and stored

with wisdom, rose before us like a bright

and noiseless exhalation. Thus the sight of

a solitary starling, among the decaying re

mains of an old castle, is found to lead to a

majestic passage on Ruins, their deep hold

on the imaginative mind, and the sources of

that influence. Thenote of the cushat, during

a walk in the depths of a dark and primeval

Caledonian forest, is the prelude to reflec

tions not less striking on the terrors of con

science, and the longing after immortality.

Under the playful guise of a eulogy on illi

cit distillation, are insinuated views equally

kindly, just, and practical, on the character

and condition of our Highland population;

—while in the “Soliloquy on the Seasons,”

what a world of solemn and touching asso

ciation lies beneath that covering of wit

and humor which invests the strain and

disguises its deeper meaning—like the

flicker of a sunbeam on the surface, hiding

the depth of some perennial well.

From this perpetual interchange of

humor and earnestness, playful trifling

and sound philosophy, these volumes stim

ulate the feeling of curiosity in a high de

gree. We soon feel that we have resigned

ourselves into the hands of a companion

and guide, the eccentricities of whose

course it is impossible to calculate. The

line of curves by which Sterne illustrates

the no-progress of Tristram Shandy is its

only parallel. Start with him from what

latitude you may, no one can foresee in

what zone the excursion is to terminate, or

through what strange scenes or devious

wanderings we shall be led. The title of

the essay, or the nature of the subject,

throws but the feeblest light upon the pro

babilities of its treatment. It is soon per

ceived to be not in the least unlikely that

a criticism on Wordsworth may merge in

a riotous description of a Highland Still ;

or that a dinner with Dr. Kitchener may

produce discourse that would have more

fitly graced a banquet with Socrates. In

deed, in the perusal of the “Recreations,”

we can scarcely say we are reasonably as

sured of any one thing beforehand; except

that in all probability every mood of mind

in which the subject can be viewed will be

run through, and in quick succession; the

note of mirth suddenly passing into the

mournful, and again, by delicate resolution,

modulating back into the key of cheerful

ness. Experience soon teaches us that

the presiding influence under which these

volumes were composed is Mutability ; and

“that nothing here long standeth in one

sway.” Often, when we have fixed our

eyes upon what appears to be the veritable

form of Tragedy, the outlines of the figure

begin to tremble and waver, till, when they

settle themselves into shape, we find that,

by some mysterious occular deception, we

are contemplating the features of her comic

sister; or while we have been listening to

the strains of Contemplation, suddenly en

ters, with blithe step and changeful vesture,

“Sport, that wrinkled care derides,

Or Laughter holding both his sides.”

There are some classes of minds to which

these rapid changes of scale, and this blend.

ing of different elements within the same

composition, may appear illegitimate and

barbarous;–particularly the department of

literary criticism. Many seem to think, like

the French critics and dramatists of another

day, that humor and pathos cannot dwell

together in unity, and consequently insist

on a separate maintenance for those whom
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nature has joined together. A jest jars

against their sense of propriety. They will

not allow the even tenor of an argument to

be quickened even by a flood of humorous

illustration. With them the course of cri

ticism must be a kind of royal progress—

measured and decorous as a Spartan march.

We are not at present inquiring how far

in these volumes the transitions from grave

to gay, and indeed from the extreme of one

to that of another, may not at times be too

violent; or whether the writer may not oc

casionally have resigned himself too unhesi

tatingly to the guidance of that “Friar's

lantern” of wild humors which he follows,

till he leaves both himself and his readers

somewhat wide of the mark;-or may not

at other times have allowed himself to be

less inspired, than overmastered, by that

passion of sympathy with which he regards

all forms of nature, animate or inanimate ;

so as on the one hand to accumulate, with a

wasteful excess, the materials of the ludi

crous; and on the other to give vent to his

strong sensibilities in words and images too

glowing for the colder temperament of his

readers—unprepared for such rapidity of

transition between the extremes of contra

dictory emotion. On these points, opinions

will probably remain much divided in re

gard to these “Recreations:” they are cer

tain, in fact, to differ, according to the

varying dispositions and susceptibilities of

the reader: one person, from habit and

education, preferring the so-called classic

style of criticism, which views every essay

as a treatise to be composed in one key, and

according to rules of rigorous deduction;

another leaning more towards the romantic,

by admitting the blending of many elements,

and employing without scruple the agency

of the imagination, or of the sportive faculty

of humor, even in addressing the reason.

But surely, in any view, the principle must

be erroneous which would exclude from the

criticism of poetry and art—or from those

views and observations on life, and charac

ter, and morals, which are generally, though

rather vaguely, classified under the term

Essays—a wide field of humor, an extensive

range of excursive fancy, and a union of

the comic and serious elements, such as

meet us daily in every scene of life itself.

In poetical creation, even the sternest and

most formal of critics admit the legitimacy

of such a union. Dr. Johnson, however lit.

tle he may have extended the rule in prac

tice to his own critical investigations, fully

recognized its application to the dramatic

representation of characters and events.

No one saw or felt more strongly the ab

surdity of that contracted view of tragedy,

and its aim and instruments, which excluded

from its province the resources of the

comic, the low, or even the common, and

which reduced to one regular and conven

tional march, the desultory and unequal

movements of that world of life, “where

good and evil, joy and sorrow, are mingled

in endless variety of proportion, and innu

merable modes of combination ;”—where

the most startling extremes are constantly

meeting each other face to face—“in which

at the same time the reveller is hasting to

his wine, and the mourner burying his

friend.” No one has more completely

proved the justice of transferring to poetry

combinations found so effective in life itself,

or more triumphantly vindicated the suc

cess of the union as displayed in the crea

tions of Shakespeare. “Whatever,” says

he, “be his purpose, whether to gladden or

depress, or to conduct the story without

vehemence or emotion, through tracts of

easy and familiar dialogue, he never fails to

attain that purpose: as he commands us,

we laugh or mourn, or sit silent with quiet

expectation, in tranquillity without indif

ference.”

But if this be so, is not much of the same

latitude and variety of view which is here

conceded to poetical and imaginative crea

tions, to be admitted also as legitimate in

the critical estimate of such productions :

Will not the province of high and original

criticism be enlarged by recognising in the

critic a right to deal with them in the same

plastic spirit in which they were con

ceived 1–To arrest and pour out with a

congenial warmth and homely strength of

expression, the shifting feelings—elevated,

pathetic, or ludicrous—which present them

selves to a many-sided mind, in the con

templation of a great work of art, as in the

observation of mature ?

No doubt, this variable and imaginative

style may be unsuited to formal treatises,

and systems of criticism, of poetry or art.

When the main object is to arrange and

systematize long-established results; to

present these in a compact shape; to com

pile a Hand-Book of Criticism for everyday

use, we grudge every excursion of fancy,

and press on “as one who bates not till his

journey's end.’ The goal being plain from

the first, the object is to make the highway

to it as short and smooth as possible. But

it is otherwise with the non inventa sed

quarenda:—Where criticism comes to deal

with new products of imagination; to sound

* Johnson's Preface to Shakespeare.
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and fathom the currents and tendencies of

a new literature, springing up out of the

changing aspects of things; to point out

the mode of its growth, the probability of

its direction; its relation to that which pre

ceded it;-in what respects it is the inde

pendent expression of the individual mind,

in what the result of a mere social neces

sity; what in it is likely to be permanent

and unchangeable—what the mere reflec

tion of temporary tastes and fashions and

prejudices, soon to be superseded by other

modes, as transitory, in their turn;–fully

to perform this task, criticism must be in

dulged with a Poetry no less than a Philo

sophy. Not breadth of view alone, or clear

logical deduction, but deep and luminous

insight into men, is necessary; the critic

must not only look around, but into, and

even beyond the things with which he deals.

He must strive to penetrate the true nature

of that complex and perplexing whole which

he contemplates; not by the mere appli

cation of the judgment and the reasoning

faculties, which will at best furnish him

only with its outward measurement and

proportions, but by flashing upon it also the

light of imagination, nay, testing it at times

in the fire of ridicule and playful wit, till,

under the influence of so many combined

forces, its true essence is yielded up, and

its vital spirit apprehended.

Hence, almost all our great or original

criticism has been the production either of

poets, or of those who, though they never

“penned their inspiration,” had in them

much that was akin to poetry. It is by

such discoveries that the first meridians are

drawn across the map, and the first passage

made into unexplored climes. Afterwards

the new country is soon occupied, and its

cultivation or further survey may be safely

committed to inferior hands. Judgment,

scholarship, patient study of prior models,

will do º where the great landmarks

have been once set up by minds of inventive

power; but when the path was first to be

sought through the wilderness, imagination

and sympathy, the main constituents of

genius, were necessary to raise the critic

to something of the level of the poet, and

enable him “to see as from a tower the end

of all.”

We believe, then, that it is to those

thinkers who have approached the criticism

of poetry or art, in this spirit—and have

viewed the great productions of literature,

not as mere combinations of dead elements,

joined together by dexterous opposition,

but as so many living forms, in which the

spirit of humanity, under a divine guidance,

has found expression—and have applied to

the study and appreciation of these, the

same variety of view and range of emotion

which they would have permitted to them

selves in poetical representation—that most

of what is original or valuable in our criti

cism is to be traced.

It will perhaps be said, that though this

may be true as a general principle, the ob

jection, in this case, lies rather to its appli

cation; that, on the one hand, the test of

the ludicrous, as applied to the criticism of

literature, is too systematically employed,

and urged beyond its due bounds; and, on

the other, that the opposite feeling of ad

miration and reverence which great works

awaken in the minds of poetical spirits,

though vivifying the composition with the

eloquence of conviction, is apt to over

power the judgment, and to result in vague

eulogy rather than discriminating criticism.

Either would be a formidable objection if it

existed; and we are prepared to expect,

that to some minds both may seem apparent

in these volumes. To our own, it appears

very plain that the two charges in a great

measure neutralize each other—-that they

are, in fact, inconsistent in their nature;

and that in neither case does there exist

any substantial ground of objection.

If, indeed, the writer of these volumes

had applied his power of presenting what

he pleases in the most irresistibly comic

light, to things which, either in nature or

art, should be exempt from ridicule, we

should be the last to vindicate such a per

version of talent. But from this charge he

is completely free. Those feelings which

the human heart consecrate as holy, are

sacred to him. Religion, love, honor, self

devotion—all the charities of the soul—are

cherished and embalmed by him in words

of music. In no instance, so far as we are

aware, is that which is truly good or great

presented by him under a ludicrous point

of view. Even in dealing with the great

creations of art, the same feeling of vene

ration is perceptible. When he seeks to

fathom their spirit, or explain their struc

ture, the reverence of his words denotes

his consciousness that a certain sacredness

resides within. But all compositions in

poetry and art are not great compositions;

few, indeed, are entitled to the name, though

they may have enjoyed a wide popularity,

and perhaps may have been entitled to it.

Nor are even those which may be justly in

cluded in the class of great works, without

flaws and blemishes, some of which strike

deep into, and deform their whole struc

ture. But more particularly among the
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productions of our own age, or of a com

paratively recent date, how strangely min

gled in general are great beauties with

great faults;–strange misconceptions of

human nature as a whole, with partial ex

hibitions, which are both true and beau

tiful; or limited and exclusive views as to

the nature of poetry or art, leading to erro

neous, though often ingenious and plausible

theories of style—affectation, mannerism,

monotony of execution. Are such compo

sitions, powerful, brilliant—or better than

brilliant, it may be—to be entitled to the

same immunities as those which we accord

to the great poets of antiquity, or the elder

worthies of our own country—“the dead

but sceptred sovereigns, who still rule our

spirits from their urns 1” The thing, if it

were desirable, would be impossible; for

by no effort can we invest the present with

the same feeling of reverence with which

we regard the past. Let their force, then,

their freedom of movement, their beauty,

be admitted, in a spirit of generous ac

knowledgment: but let their affectations,

either in thought or style, their perverse

theories, their false vehemence, their phi

losophical commonplaces, their occasional

gross ignorance of human nature, be ex

posed with the same openness and candor.

And how is this to be best done, iſ not by

directing against them the same weapon by

which in real life such follies most effectu

ally are exposed 1 Against a grave argu

ment addressed to a man's follies or pre

judices, some show of argument can always

be opposed ; sometimes, in the opinion of

others, the party challenged may even leave

the field a victor; but present the obnoxious

weakness in its naked absurdity, surround

it with all its comic accessories, cover it

with a pile of ludicrous absurdity, and it

shall go hard but that conviction will be

produced, if not in his own mind, at least

in those of all who witness the gentle Pas

sage of Arms.

He who does this, as it is done occasion

ally in these volumes, and still more so in

other compositions of the same kind, (not

included here—only, we hope, because they

are reserved for a Second Series,) does an

essential service to literature. A bold and

sweeping application of ridicule does more

to clear it of false taste, conceit, or exag

geration, than all the sapping and mining of

subtle argument, or logical deduction could

ever effect. Let us make sure that the

subject is one which deserves ridicule; that

we are not presumptuously pointing our

shafts against mail of proof, from which

they wif recoil upon ourselves; but, that

being once ascertained, why should not our

criticism avail itself of all the resources of

ludicrous combination;–that weapon which

in society itself, and in the dealings of man

with man, is found, like the dagger of mercy

in the days of chivalry, to be the shortest,

sharpest, and most conclusive end of strife 2

Does the power of this weapon, or the

consciousness of the effect with which it

can be wielded, lead necessarily, or even

probably, to its abuse 1 We do not well

see why it should be so; for, in general, the

very minds in which the sense of the comic

most readily arises, are those which are the

first to appreciate the solemn, the sublime,

or the profound. For both spring from one

power, and rapidity of apprehension, which,

in its own nature, embraces all the elements

of nature with indifference; and though,

like streams which have flowed from a

common fountain, they in some cases

diverge widely enough, so as never again

to be brought within the same range of

vision; yet, in other and happier instances

they flow on in channels which run side

by side, and which, by a thousand currents

on the surface or underneath, are perpetu

ally intermingling their waters. But, as

the best practical refutation of such belief,

we would ask with confidence, in the pre

sent case, whether the author's almost une.

qualled command of the humorous and the

ludicrous has tended in any degree to im

pair his sensibility to what is really elevated

or poetical 1 or whether the consciousness

of his power of ridicule has led him to use

it tyrannously or like a giant 1 Has its ten

dency been to convert the writer into a cri

tical Dragon, treating the field of literature

as a province bound to supply him with an

annual contingent of youthful victims ?

On the contrary, towards true poetry, or

even the very germs and indications of po

etry—and towards all who cultivate it in sin

cerity and truth, however unknown to fame,

or of however little mark or likelihood—

there never, perhaps, was criticism so in

dulgent and encouraging. Justly is he en

titled to the praise he claims for himself, of

“guarding from mildew the laurels on the

brow of the Muses' sons.” If, amidst the

noisy Babel of ephemeral strains which as

sails his ear, he catches the melody of the

simplest verse that embodies in truthful

words a true emotion, he does not willingly

let it die. It is to him a labor of love to

preserve it, to prolong its echo into the

world; to find for it, by graceful and kindly

introduction, “fit audience and that not few.’

And where beauties are seen, struggling

with faults, but a true poetical instinct is
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neverthelessperceptible under the falsetaste

with which it is superficially encrusted, or

errors of theoretical belief with which cir

cumstances and education have encumber

ed it; while he pours out upon the latter a

merciless flood of merriment, that compels

even the subject of the criticism, like one

of the spell-bound dancers under the influ

ence of Oberon's horn, to join in the infec

tious laugh against himself, with what a to

lerant and gentle spirit does he at the same

time recognise and point out to others those

redeeming traits of genius with which these

blemishes are associated, and lend his aid

to the young poet as he climbs “with diffi

culty and labor hard” the steep of fame. A

momentary burst of a more truculent char

acter—a quos ego—may escape him, when,

on the strength of a little good-natured

commendation bestowed on a copy of vers

es some young bard will insist in rushing

before the public with an impotent octavo ;

or when another, quietly appropriating the

praise received as a matter of right, flings

back the good advices he had received

along with it in the face of the critic;-but

even these displays of presumption or petu

lance do not long, ruffle the temper of his

mind, or materially affect the tenor of the

criticism. We are told it was not always so

—and some imperfect recollections of our

own, point back to times when offences

against the code of feeling and good taste

did not escape so easily; but years and ex

perience have in this case produced their

usual effect, in softening down those early

asperities. For, as we grow older, the

knowledge of the pain which even one

harsh word can inflict on a sensitive mind,

seeking, after the best of its ability, to win

respect from the respected, perpetually

gives us pause; and makes us hesitate to

employ the language of censure even where

conscience tells us the censure would be just.

In criticism, as in other things, the views

we form and express after the close of our

Eighth lustre, are widely differentfrom those

we took under the consulship of Plancus.

The absence of another element which is

too apt to trouble our views of literature,

is remarkable in these volumes. It is true

that political feeling, whatever may be the

extent to which, in such a country as Great

Britain, it must always affect society, now

mingles far less than it did with the criti

cism of literature. The courtesies of hon

orable warfare, at least, are generally ob

served; and not unfrequently, nor ungener

ously, is the tribute of praise paid to the

successful efforts of a political antagonist.

But in the criticism of these volumes, and

of those kindred essays to which we have

alluded, there is not only nothing harsh or

unkind towards those of opposite senti

ments; but, we might more truly say, an

absolute negation of the very feeling of po

litical difference. Genius is revered and

embraced as of no party; for the domain of

poetry is here regarded as a peaceful and

hallowed ground—a Gottes-acker where, if

nowhere' else on this side of time, politics

may cease from troubling, and the agitation

of alienating questions may be at rest—and

contending parties may lower and fold their

banners as if beneath the roof of a common

sanctuary, or above some honored and la

mented grave.

Thus much for the spirit in which these

observations on art and literature are com

posed. As little foundation is there, we

think, for the other supposition, that the cri

ticism they contain is exaggerated in its

praise or censure, unaccompanied with de

finite reasons, or leading to no sufficiently

tangible result. Indeed, as regards the

contents of these volumes, and generally all

the later criticism of the same writer, the

supposition would be eminently inapplica

ble. In the paper entitled, “An hour's

talk on Poetry,” the manner in which the

works of the great poets of the present age

are dealt with, in considering the question

whether any of them have produced a work

entitled to be called a great poem, sufficient

ly shows with what discrimination of good

and bad—of performance and failure—the

claims of contemporary genius are estimat

ed. But above all, the manner in which the

critic deals with Wordsworth, is in itself a

sufficient refutation of the idea of that in

discriminating style of criticism which can

see no blemish in a favorite, as it can recog

nise no merit in an opponent. No one has

labored so assiduously as the author of

these Recreations in the task of conversion

of the public mind, first to tolerate, and at

last to admire Wordsworth. His earliest ef

forts were directed to open the eyes of his

countrymen to the deep meaning of his poe

try, avoiding as it did all the ordinary and po

pular means of excitement, and to attune

their ears to its solemn and soothing harmo

nies. He states no more than the simple truth

when he says, with a just pride in having

achieved what he believes to be a high and

useful end, that he has been the means of

diffusing Wordsworth's poetry not only over

this island, but the farthest dependencies of

the British empire, and throughout the states

of America. “Many thousands,” he adds,

“have owed to us their emancipation from

the prejudices against it under which they
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had wilfully remained ignorant of it for many

years; and we have instructed as many

more, whose hearts were free, how to look

on it with those eyes of love which alone

can discover the beautiful. Communica

tions have been made to us from across the

Atlantic and from the heart of India—from

the occident and orient—thanking us for

having vindicated and extended the fame of

the best of our living bards, till the name of

Wordsworth has become a household word

on the Mississippi and the Ganges. It

would have been so had we never been

born, but not so soon.” But as it was the

labor of his earlier years to teach the pub

lic to understand and admire this great

poet, so it becomes the duty of his maturer

age to take care that the admiration which

he has thus been the main cause of instil

ling into the public mind, shall prove not a

blind idolatry, but a discriminating devo

tion. Accordingly, with the respect due

to great ability employed in the cause of

virtue for upwards of half a century, yet

with the candor and dignified sincerity with

which one man of genius ought to deal with

another, he points out, in the course of

these volumes, not a few defects of omis

sion and commission in the works of this

great artist:—Sometimes, indeed, as in the

instance we are about to quote, where he

ventures to bring into question Words

worth's claim to the character of alreligious

poet in the Christian sense, and censures,

in the “Excursion,” the absence of any

thing beyong a kind of natural-religious

creed—such as might have been entertain

ed under a system of refined mythologies

—or at best (to quote an expression of Ben

tham) a species of poetical Church-of-En

glandism;-in a manner so plain and un

compromising as may not unlikely appear

startling, as it certainly will be new to the

students of Wordsworth; the religious

character of his inspiration having been

always taken for granted as one of those

bases upon which all argument as to his

merits must proceed. We are not pre

pared to say that we as yet fully acquiesce

in the remarks we are about to quote; but

believing that they must have proceeded

from deep consideration of the subject—

and coming, as they do, from a mind cer

tainly not disposed to regard the poetry of

Wordsworth, or its influences, in an unfav

orable spirit, we extract the passage as one

well worthy of mature study on the part of

his warmest admirers:—

“Among the great living poets, Wordsworth

is the one whose poetry is to us the most

inexplicable—with aft. reverence for his trans

cendent genius, we do not fear to say the most

open to the most serious charges—on the score

of its religion. From the first line of the ‘Ly

rical Ballads” to the last of the ‘Excursion,” it

is avowedly one system of thought and feeling,

embracing his experiences of human life, and his

meditations on the moral government of this

world. The human heart—the human mind—the

human soul—to use his own fine words—is ‘the

haunt and main region of his song.” There are

few, perhaps none of our affections—using that

term in its largest sense—which have not been

either slightly touched upon, or fully treated, by

Wordsworth. In his poetry, therefore, we behold

an image of what, to his eye, appears to be hu

man life. Is there, or is there not, some great

and lamentable defect in that image, marrin

both the truth and beauty of the representation

We think there is—and that it lies in his Reli

Ion.

gº In none of Wordsworth's poetry, previous to

his ‘Excursion,’ is there any allusion made ex

cept of the most trivial and transient kind, to

Revealed Religion. He certainly cannot be

called a Christian poet. The hopes that lie be

yond the grave—and the many holy and awful

feelings in which on earth these hopes are en

shrined and fed—are rarely if ever part of the

character of any of the persons—male or female

—old or young—brought before us in his beauti

ful Pastorals. Yet all the most interesting and

affecting ongoings of this life are exquisitively

delineated—and innumerable of course are the

occasions on which, had the thoughts and feel

ings of revealed religion been in Wordsworth's

heart during the hours of inspiration—and he

often has written like a man inspired—they must

have found expression in his strains; and the

personages, humble or high, that figure in his

representations, would have been, in their joys

or their sorrows, their temptations and their trials,

Christians. But most assuredly this is not the

case; the religion of this great Poet—in all his

oetry published previous to the ‘Excursion'—

is but the “Religion of the Woods.’

“In the ‘Excursion,’ his religion is brought

forward –-prominently and ..º.º. in

many elaborate dialogues between Priest, Pedler,

Poet, and Solitary. And a very high religion it

often is ; but is it Christianity? No-it is not.

There are glimpses given of some of the Chris

tian doctrines; just as if the various philosophi

cal disquisitions, in which the Poem abounds,

would be imperfect without some allusion to the

Christian creed. The interlocutors—eloquent as

they all are—say but little on that theme; nor do

they show—if we except the priest—much in

terest in it—any solicitude; they may all, for

any thing that appears to the contrary, be deists.

“Now, perhaps, it may be said that Words

worth was deterred from entering on such a

theme by the awe of his spirit. But there is no

appearance of this having been the case in any

one single passage in the whole poem. Nor

could it have been the case with such a man—a

man privileged, by the power God has bestowed

upon him, to speak unto all the nations of the

earth, on all themes, however high and holy,

which the children of men can feel and under

stand. Christianity, during almost all their dis
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quisitions, lay in the way of all the speakers, as

they kept journeying among the hills.

“On man, on nature, and on human life,

Musing in solitude :"

But they, one and all, either did not perceive it,

or perceiving it, looked upon it with a cold and

indifferent regard, and passed by into the poetry

breathing from the dewy woods, or lowering

from the cloudy skies. Their talk is of ‘Palmyra

central, in the desert,’ rather than of Jerusalem.

On the mythology of the Heathen much beautiful

poetry is bestowed, but none on the theology of
the Christian. + * * ×

“This omission is felt the more deeply—the

more sadly—from such introduction as there is

of Christianity; ſor one of the books of the

“Excursion’ begins with a very long, and a very

noble eulogy on the Church Establishment in

England. How happened it that he who pro

nounced such eloquent panegyric—that they

who so devoutly inclined their ear to imbibe it—

should have been all contented with

“That basis laid, these principles of faith

Announced,”

and yet throughout the whole course of their dis

cussions, before and aſter, have forgotten appa

rently that there was either Christianity, or a

Christian Church in the world !

“We do not hesitate to say, that the thought

ful and sincere student of this great poet's works,

must regard such omission—such inconsistency

or contradiction—with more than the pain of re

gret; for there is no relief afforded to our defraud

ed hearts from any quarter to which we can

look. A pledge has been given, that all the

º and privileges of a Christian poet shall

e.put forth and exercised for our behoof–ſor our

delight and instruction; all other poetry is to

sink away before the heavenly splendor; Urania,

or a greater muse, is invoked; and aſter all this

solemn, and more than solemn preparation made

for our initiation into the mysteries, we are put

off with a well-merited encomium on the Church

of England, from Bishop to Curate inclusive :

and and though we have much fine poetry, and

some high philosophy, it would puzzle the most

ingenious to detect much, or any, Christian

religion. * + + *

“This utter absence of Revealed Religion,

when it ought to have been all-in-all—for in

such trials in real life it is all-in-all, or we regard

the existence of sin or sorrow with repugnance—

shocks far deeper feelings within us than those of

taste; and throws over the whole poem to which

the tale of Margaret belongs, an unhappy sus

picion of hollowness and insincerity in that po

etical religion which at the best is a sorry sub

stitute indeed for the light that is from heaven.

Above all, it flings, as indeed we have intimated,

an air of absurdity over the orthodox Church

of Englandism—for once to quote a not inexpres

sive barbarism of Bentham—which every now

and then brºaks out either in passing compliment

—amounting to but a bow—or in eloquent lau

dation, during which the poet appears to be pros

trate on his knees. He speaks nobly of cathe

drals, and ministers, and so forth, reverendly

adorning all the land; but in none—no, not one

of the houses of the humble, the hovels of the

poor in which he takesus—is the religion preach

ed in those cathedrals and minsters, and chanted

in prayer to the pealing organ, represented as

the power that in peace supports the root-tree,

lightens the hearth, and is the guardian, the tu

telary spirit of the lowly dwelling. Can this be

right? Impossible. And whenwe find the Christian

religion thus excluded from Poetry, otherwise as

good as ever was produced by human genius,

what are we to think of the Poet, and of the world

of thought and feeling, fancy and imagination,

in which he breathes, nor fears to declare to all

men that he believes himself to be one of the

order of the High Priests of nature ?”

So far, indeed, from being of too vague and

generalizing a kind, we should rather say

that the character of the criticism contain

ed in these volumes and similar essays, is

mainly distinguished from the greater part

of the popular criticism of the day, by its

combination of analyses of parts, often

very detailed, with general views as to the

plan and spirit of the work reviewed. In

deed its minute dissection of particular

passages, both as to thought and diction,

carries us back to the school of Johnson

and Addison, rather than to our own time. In

criticism, as in political opinion, and in many

other speculative questions, there seems to

be a pediodical oscillation ; and in propor

tion to the height to which the pendulum

had been carried on the one side, is the force

of its recoiling impulse towards the other.

The grasp and comprehension of Dr. John

son's mind, no doubt, prevented him from

yielding too much to the current which had

then set in favor of mere verbal criticism ;

and though we may often think that his

principles of criticism were too purely ra

tionalizing, and his spnmpathies with the

higher efforts of the imagination cold and

unimpassioned, yet he certainly combines, in

a manner which, we think, would at the pre

sent day be well worthy of imitation, the

criticism of generals with particulars. But

with Johnson the manly and philosophic

criticism of the last century may be said to

close. After him it took the direction of mere

judgments of detail—examinations of frag

mentary passages—censures of broken me

taphors—eulogies of mere polish and cor

rectness of expression—till all sympathy

with a happy daring either in design or ex

ecution, disappeared. The evil having thus

reached an extreme, it was natural that the

tendency towards an opposite system should

be carried too far. It has been usual to as

cribe that greater latitude of view and

warmth of tone which characterizes the criti

cism of the nineteenth century, to the in

fluence of Germany; but although the spirit

of our criticism was unquestionably mate
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rially influenced, at a later period, by the

study of German literature, we are convinc

ed that, in its origin, it owed little or no

thing to that source. In truth, in both coun

tries the change took place about the same

time, and was owing to the same cause, viz.

the natural reaction which followed against

an effete and worn-out system. In the com

mencement, the change was certainly most

beneficial to literature. The point of view

from which we were taught to regard the

production of poetry and art was raised;

while, at the same time, it was not sublimat

ed to such an extent as to render everything

misty and indistinct, or to substitute for a

criticism dealing with the common feelings

that interest humanity, the vapors of a sha

dowy system of metaphysics. But by de

grees it was found to be much easier to

deal with these generalities and abstractions,

than to descend to particulars;-—to frame a

theory, or write a philosophical essay hav

ing the slenderest application to the case in

hand, than to direct the criticism to the real

appreciation of the work to be reviewed.

The poet or the author seemed to disappear

entirely from the scene; leaving nothing

behind but a cloudy background, on which

might be traced a magnified image of the

reviewer. At best, our criticism became

in a great measure limited to some sketch

of the general design of the work, and its

relation to the particular theory patronized

for the time by the critic; often praising or

blaming empirically, and without statement

of reasons at all; and generally without any

due thought bestowed upon this inquiry—

whether upon any theory or upon any plan

whatever, the execution of the work was

careful, classical, and compact; or, on the

contrary, slovenly, disjointed, inharmoni

ous, or even ungrammatical.

We do not here mean to say that our

Periodical Criticism has not been distin

guished by many admirable exceptionsfrom

this general censure, we shall not at pre

sent indicate particularly where they are to

be found,-but we are satisfied that, as ap

plied to much of the criticism of our last

decennium, the remark is just. Now, to this

system of general blame and praise, unac:

companied by a due application of critical

particulars, the practice of the writer of

these Recreations stands completely op

posed. Witness the following observations,

which form the commencement of a very

beautiful paper, entitled, “A Few Words on

Thomson:”—

“Thomson's genius does not so often delight

us by exquisite minute touches in the description

of nature as that of Cowper. It loves to paint

Wol. II. No.I. 6

on a great scale, and to dash objects off sweep

ingly by bold strokes—such, indeed, as have al

most always distinguished the mighty masters

of the lyre and the rainbow. Cowper sets nature

before your eyes—Thomson before your imagin
ation. W. do you prefer? Both. Be assur

ed that both poets had pored night and day upon

her—in all her aspects—and that she had re

vealed herself fully to both. But they, in their

religion, elected different modes of worship—and

both were worthy of their mighty mother. In

one mood of mind we love Cowper best, in an

other Thomson. Sometimes . Seasons are

almost a Task—and sometimes the Task is out

of Season. There is delightful distinctness in

all the pictures of the Bard of Olney—glorious

gloom or glimmer in most of those of the Bard

of Ednam. Cowper paints trees—Thomson

woods. Thomson paints, in a few wondrous

lines, rivers from source to sea, like the mighty

Burrampooter--Cowper, in many no very won

drous lines, brightens up one bend of a stream,

or awakens our fancy to the murmur of some

single waterfall. But a truce to antithesis—a

deceptive style of criticism—and see how Thom

son sings of Snow. Why, in the following lines,

as well as Christopher North in his Winter

Rhapsody—

• The cherish'd fields

Put on their winter-robe of purest white.

'Tis brightness all; save where the new snow melts

Along the mazy current.’

Nothing can be more vivid. 'Tis of the nature

of an ocular spectrum.

“Here is a touch like one of Cowper's. Note

the beauty of the epithet “brown, where all that

is motionless is white—

‘The foodless wilds

Pour fourth their brown inhabitants.'

That one word proves the poet. Does it not? “

“The entire description from which these two

sentences are selected by memory—a critic you

may always trust to—is admirable; except in

one or two places where Thomson seems to

have striven to be strongly pathetic, and where

he seems to us to have overshot his mark, and to

have ceased to be perfectly natural. Thus—

‘Drooping, the ox

Stands cover'd o'er with snow, and then demands

The fruit of all his toil.’

“The image of the ox is as good as possible.

We see him, and could paint him in oils. But,

to our mind, the notion of his ‘demanding the

fruit of all his toils'—to which we freely ac

knowledge the worthy animal was well entitled

—sounds, as it is here expressed, rather fantasti

cal. Call it doubtful—for Jemmy was never ut

terly in the wrong in any sentiment. Again–

“The bleating kind

Eye the bleak heaven, and next the glistening earth,

With looks of dumb despair.’

The second line is perfect; but the Ettrick Shep

herd agreed with us—one night at Ambrose's—

that the third was not quite right. Sheep, he

agreed with us, do not deliver themselves up to

despair under any circumstances; and here

Thomson transferred what would have been his
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own feeling in a corresponding condition, to ani

mals who dreadlessly followed their instincts.-
Thomson redeems himself in what immediately

succeeds—

“Then, sad dispersed,

Dig for the wither'd herb through heaps of snow.'

For, as they disperse,º do look very sad—

and no lº, are so; but had they been in des

pair, they would not so readily, and constantly,

and uniformly, and successfully, have taken to
the digging, but whole flock- had perished.

*k - *

“Did you ever see water beginning to change

itself into ice 7 Yes. Then try to describe the

sight. Success in that trial will prove you a

oet. People do not prove themselves poets only

{. writing long poems. A line—two words–

may show that they are the Muse's sons. How

exquisitely does Burns picture to our eyes moon

light water undergoing an ice-change

“The chilly frost beneath the silver beam,

Crept gently crusting o'er the glittering stream!'

Thomson does it with an almost finer spirit of

perception– or conception—or memory—or

whatever else you choose to call it; for our part,

we call it genius–

“An icy gale, oſt shifting, o'er the pool

Breathes a blue film, and in its mid career

Arrests the bickering stream.'

And afterwards, having frozen the entire stream

into a “crystal pavement, how strongly doth he

conclude thus

• The whole imprison'd river growls below.’

Here, again, 'tis pleasant to see the peculiar

enius of Cowper contrasted with that of

homson. The gentle Cowper delighting, for

the most part, in tranquil images—for his life

was past amidst tranquil nature; the enthusias

tic Thomson, more pleased with images of pow

er. Cowper says

‘On the flood,

Indurated and fixed, the snowy weight

Lies undissolved, while silently beneath,

And unperceived, the current steals away.'

“All those children of the Pensive Public who

have been much at school, know Thomson's de

scription of the wolves among the Alps, Apen

nines, and Pyrenees,

• Cruel as death, and hungry as the grave

Burning for blood, bony and gaunt and grim,' &c.

The first fiſteen lines are equal to any thing in

the whole range of English descriptive poetry;

but the last ten are positively bad. Here they

are

“The godlike face of man avails him nought !

Even beauty, force divine! at whose bright glance

The generous lion stands in soften’d gaze,

Now bleeds, a hapless undistinguish'd prey.

But if apprised of the severe attack,

The country be shut up, lured by the scent,

On churchyard drear (inhuman to relate 1)

The disappointed prowlers fall, and dig

The shrouded tody from the grave; o'er which,

Mix'd with, foul shades and frighted ghosts, they

howl.'

Wild beasts do not like the look of the human

eye—they think us ugly customers, and some

times stand shilly-shallying in our presence, in

an awkward but alarming attitude, of hunger

mixed with fear. A single wolf seldom or never

attacks a man. He cannot stand the ſace. But

a person would need to have a godlike face in

deed to terrify therewith an army of wolves some

thousand strong. It would be the height of pre

sumption in any man, though beautiful as Moore

thought Byron, to attempt it. If so, then

“The godlike face of man avails him nought,'

is, under the circumstances, ludicrous. Still

more so is the trash about ‘beauty, force divine:

It is too much to expect of an army of wolves

some thousand strong, “and hungry as the grave,”

that they should all fall down on their knees be

ſore a sweet morsel of flesh and blood, merel

because the young lady was so beautiful that she

might have sat to Sir Thomas Lawrence for a

frontispiece to Mr. Watts's Souvenir. 'Tis all

stuff, too, about the generous lion standing in

softened gaze at beauty's bright glance. True,

he has been known to look with a certain sort of

soſt surliness upon a pretty Caffre girl, and to

walk past without eating her—but simply be

cause, an hour or two before, he had dined on a

Hottentot Venus. The secret lay not in his

heart, but in his stomach. Still the notion is a

popular one, and how exquisitely has Spenser

changed it into the divinest poetry in the charac
ter of the attendant lion of

“Heavenly Una, with her milkwhite lamb"

But Thomson, so far from makingÉ. of it in

this passage, has vulgarized and blurred by it

the natural and inevitable emotion of terror and

pity. Famished wolves hourking up the dead is

a dreadful image—but “inhuman to relate,” is not

an expression heavily laden with meaning; and

the sudden, abrupt, violent, and, as we feel, un

natural introduction ofideasPºly superstitious,

at the close, is revolting, and miserably mars the

terrible truth.”

The homeliness of some of the illustra

tions and expressions in the preceding pas

sage, will enable the reader to form some

idea of the very singular style of these

Recreations—illustrating the grandest ob

jects by the most familiar, and, by its home

liness, perplexing critics. This imbroglio

appears of course still more conspicuous

and even startling, in those papers where

the writer abandons himself with less re

straint to the comic vein. Side by side

with the most fanciful illustrations, or fol

lowing close on some passage of poetic

and musical diction, comes some picture

most prosaically ludicrous—some slang

phrase of the day—some quotation, how

changed from its original application 1—or

some Scotch expression, tempting to the

writer by its graphic force and the comic

associations with which it is connected.

The result is a strange composite, blending

all orders of architecture, and employin

all materials, from porphyry and lapis.#
down to the commonest brick and mortar.
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It reminds us of St. Mark’s at Venice, in

which Saracenic domes are strangely im

osed upon Gothic naves, and blocks of

É.i. granite are fantastically mingled

with Italian marble and mosaic : yet all

blended into a marvellous arabesque, and

possessing a strange unity and originality

of character.

With all this, however, we must own

that we would not regret if the contrasts

were somewhat less violent, and if here

and there an obtrusive epithet or image

were eliminated. We do not know that to

any of them the term coarseness can be just

ly applied. But if the line of division be

tween the sublime and the ridiculous be

slender, still more so is that which sepa

rates the familiar from the vulgar: and

were there no other reason for erring on

the side of caution, it should be sufficient

that the style, seductive as it always must

be from its variety and apparent ease,

would soon become intolerable in imita

tion. The transitions from the most elevat

ed views to the most ludicrous—and from

the most select and ornate expression to

the most homely vernacular, may be har

monized ; and are, no doubt, to a great ex

tent harmonized in this case by the dex

terous workmanship of genius. But the

enforced sentimentalism, or still more en

forced humor, of those who have attempt

ed this school of writing,<-the absolute

want of all fashion of the opposite elements

in their elaborate impromptus—their choice

of coarse expression or imagery for its

own sake, and not as in the original, where

it serves the purpose only of occasional

discords in music,+oblige us to say, that

unless it were redeemed by the highest tal

ent, this style of writing is one of the most

dangerous and offensive that can be at

tempted: and that, highly as we appreciate

the generous spirit which the author of

these volumes has carried into criticism,

and the benefits which may be derived from

the application of humor as well as ima

gination and judgment to the estimate of

iterature, we almost doubt whether the

benefit has not been practically balanced

by the injury arising from the prevalence

of a system of criticism, founded, as is gen

erally the case, rather on an imitation of

his manner than his spirit; and which has

preserved and exaggerated his faults, with

out approaching his excellencies.

We shall now select, almost at random,

a few passages as characteristic of these

volumes; beginning with one which occurs

in the paper entitled Christopher in his

Aviary—a paper eminently distinguished

by the author's knowledge of the minute de

tails of nature, as well as by that power of

suggestion and imitation which can make

the meanest thing that feels, the means of

unlocking the deepest sources of the pa

thetic or sublime. It has the grandeur,

without the quaintness and pedantry, of

Sir Thomas Brown's sepulchral strains:–

“Why do the songs of the Blackbird and

Thrush make us think of the songless StARLING !

It matters not. We do think ofhim, and see him

too—a lovely bird, and his abode is majestic.

What an object of wonder and awe is an old

Castle to a boyish imagination' Its height how

dreadful! up to whose mouldering edges his fear

carries him, and hangs him over the battlements!

What beauty in those unapproachable wall-flow

ers, that cast a brightness on the old brown

stones of the edifice, and make the horror pleas

ing ! That sound so far below, is the sound of a

stream the eye cannot reach—of a waterfall

echoing for ever among the black rocks and pools.

The school-boy knows but little of the history of

the old Castle—but that little is of war, and

witchcraft, and imprisonment, and bloodshed.

The ghostly glimmer of antiquity appals him—

he visits the ruin only with a companion, and at

mid-day. There and then it was that we first

saw a Starling. We heard something wild and

wonderful in their harsh scream, as they sat upon

the edge of the battlements, or flew out of the

chinks and crannies. There were Martens, too,

so different in their looks from the pretty House

Swallows—Jack-daws clamoring afresh at every

time we waved our caps, or vainly slung a peb

ble towards their nests—and one grove of elms,

to whose top, much lower than the castle, came,

ever and anon, some noiseless Heron from the

Muirs.

“Ruins. Among all the external objects of

imagination, surely they are most affecting !

Some sumptuous edifice of a former age, still

standing in its undecayed strength, has undoubt

edly a great command over us, from the ages

that have flowed over it; but the moulderin

edifice which Nature has begun to win to herself,

and to dissolve into her own bosom, is far more

touching to the heart, and more awakening to

the spirit. It is beautiful in its decay—not mere

ly because green leaves, and wild flowers, and

creeping mosses soften its rugged frowns, but be

cause they have sown themselves on the decay

of greatness; they are monitors to our fancy

like the flowers on a grave, of the untroubled

rest of the dead. Battlements riven by the hand

of time, and cloistered arches reſt and rent, speak

to us of the warfare and of the piety of our an

cestors, of the pride of their might, and the con

solations of their sorrow: they revive dim sha

dows of departed life, evoked from the land of

forgetfulness; but they touch us more deeply

when the brightness which the sun flings on the

broken arches, and the warbling of birds that are

nestled in the chambers of princes, and the moan

ing of winds through the crevices of towers,

round which the surges of war were shattered

and driven back, lay those phantoms again to

rest in their silent bed, and show us, in the mon
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uments of human life and power, the visible ſoot

steps of Time and Oblivion, coming on in their

everlasting and irresistible career, to sweep down

our perishable race, and to reduce all the forms

of our momentary being into the undistinguisha

ble elements of i. original nothing.

“What is there below the skies like the place

of mighty and departed cities 3 the vanishing or

‘. capitals of renowned empires? There

is no other such desolation. The solitudes of na

ture may be wild and drear, but they are not

like the solitude from which human glory is

swept away. The overthrow or decay of migh

ty human power is, of all thoughts that can enter

#. mind, the most overwhelming. The whole

imagination is at once stirred by the prostration

of that, round which so many high associations

have been collected for so many ages. Beauty

seems born but to perish, and its fragility is

seen and felt to be inherent in it by a law of its

being. But power gives stability, as it were, to

human thought, and we forget our own periha:

ble nature in the spectacle of some abiding and

enduring greatness. Our own little span of years

—our own confined region of space—are lost in

the endurance and far-spread łiº. of some

mighty state, and we feel as if we partook of its

deep-set and triumphant strength. When, there

fore, a great and ancient empire falls into pieces,

or when fragments of its power are heard rent

asunder, like column after column disparting

from some noble edifice, in sad conviction, we feel

as if all the cities of men were built on founda

tions beneath which the earthquake sleeps...The
same doom seems to be imminent over all the

other kingdoms that still stand; and in the midst

of such changes, and decays, and overthrows—

or as we read of them of old—we look, under

such emotions, on all power as foundationless,

and in our wide imagination embrace empires

covered only with the ruins of their desolation.

Yet such is the pride of the human spirit, that it

often unconsciously, under the influence of such

imagination, strives to hide from itself the utter

nothingness of its mightiest works. And when

all its glories are visibly crumbling iuto dust, it

creates some imaginary power to overthrow the

fabrics of human greatness—and thus attempts

to derive a kind of mournſul triumph even in its

very fall. Thus, when nations have ſaded away

in their sins and vices, rotten at the heart, and

palsied in all their limbs, we strive not to think

of that sad internal decay, but imagine some

mighty power smiting empires and cutting short

the records of mortal magnificence. Thus, Fate

and Destiny are said in our imagination to lay

our glories low. Thus, even the calm and silent

air of Oblivion has been thought of as an unspa

ring Power. Time, too, though in moral sadness

. called a shadow, has been clothed with

terrific attributes, and the sweep of his scythe

has shorn the towery diadem of cities. Thus the

mere sigh in which we expire, has been changed

into active power—and all the nations have with

one voice called out “Death !” And while man

kind have sunk, and fallen, and disappeared in

the helplessness of their own .."É. We

have still spoken of powers arrayed against

.. that are in good truth only another

uame for their own weaknesses. Thus imagina

is forever fighting against truth—and even when

humbled, her visions are sublime—conscious

even amongst saddest ruin of her own immor

tality.”

The thought of Sterne's starling, for

whose case the writer professes no great

sympathy—and of birds in cages in general,

leads suddenly to thoughts of imprisonment,

and to a ghastly description of Dartmoor

prison during the war. We shall extract

the greater part of it:—

“What has become—we wander—of Dart

moor Prison? During that long war its huge

and hideous bulk was filled with Frenchmen

‘Men of all climes—attach'd to none—were

there.”

—a desperate race—robbers and reavers, and

ruffians and rapers, and pirates and murderers—

mingled with the heroes who, fired by ſreedom,

had fought for the land of lilies, with its vine

vales and “hills of sweet myrtle”—doomed to die

in captivity, immured in that doleſul mansion on

the sullen moor. There thousands pined and

wore away and wasted —and when not another

groan remained within the bones of their breasts,

they gave up the**. Young heroes prema

turely old in baffled passions—life's best and

strongest passions, that scorned to go to sleep

but in the sleep of death. These died in their

golden prime. With them went down into un

itied and unhonored graves—for pity and honor

#. not in houses so haunted—veterans in their

iron age—some self-smitten with ghastly wounds,

that let life finally bubble out of sinewy neck or

shaggy, bosom—or the poison-bowl convulsed

their giant limbs unto unquivering rest. Yet

there you saw a wild strange tumult of troubled

happiness—which, as you looked into its heart,

was transfigured into misery. There volatile

spirits fluttered in their cage, like birds that seem

not to hate nor to be unhappy in confinement,

but, hanging by beak or claws, to be often play

ing with the glittering wires—to be amusing

themselves, so it seems, with drawing up, by

small enginery, their food and drink, which soon

sickens, However, on their stomachs, till, with

ruffled plumage, they are often found in the morn

ing lying on their backs, with clenched feet, and

neck bent as if twisted, on the scribbled sand,

stone-dead. There you saw pale youths—boys

almost like girls, so delicate looked they in that

hot infected air which, ventilate it as you will, is

never felt to breathe on the face like the fresh air

of liberty—once bold and bright midshipmen in

frigate or first-rater, and saved by being picked

up by the boats of the ship that hadj#. by

one double-shotted broadside, or sent her in one

explosion splintering into the sky, and splashing

into the sea, in less than a minute the thunder

silent, and the fiery shower over and gone—

there you saw such lads as these, who used al

most to weep if they got not duly the dear-desir

ed letter from sister or sweetheart, and when they

did duly get it, opened it with trembling fingers,

and even then let drop some natural tears—

there we saw them leaping and dancing, with



1843.] Recreations of Christopher NORTH. 85

gross gesticulations and horrid oaths obscene,

with grim outcasts from nature, whose mustach

ed mouths were rank with sin and pollution—

monsters for whom hell was yawning—their

mortal mire already possessed with a demon.

There, wretched, woe-begone, and wearied out

with recklessness and desperation, many wooed

Chance and Fortune, who they hoped might yet

listen to their prayers—and kept rattling the dice

—cursing them that gave them indulgence—even

in their cells of punishment for disobedience or

mutiny. There you saw some, who in the crowd

ed courts “ sat apart retired,”—bringing the

practised skill that once supported, or the native

genius that once adorned life, to bear on beauti

ful contrivances and fancies elaborately executed

with meanest instruments, till they rivalled or

outdid the work of art assisted by all the minis

tries of science. And thus won they a poor pit

tance wherewithal to purchase some little com

fort or luxury, or ornament to their persons; for

vanity had not forsaken some in their rusty

squalor, and theyº to please her, their mis

tress or their bride. There you saw accomplish

ed men conjuring before their eyes, on the paper

or the canvas, to ſeed the longings of their souls,

the lights and the shadows of the dear days that

far away were beautifying some sacred spot of

“la belle France”—perhaps some festal scene,

for love in sorrow is still true to remembered joy,

where once with youths and maidens

“They led the dance beside the murmuring

?... .

Take now a sketch of Highland scenery

from the paper entitled “The Moors.” With

what sympathy and truth is the feeling of

the spot caught and depicted—alternately

bright in sunshine, or clouded with vapors

—and here rendered back, in words which

are sometimes bright with the sparkle of

fancy, and sometimes darkened by the

strongest gloom of imagination | The feel

ing of intense solitude among primeval hills

and forests, of boundless expanse of view

from rock and mountain top—the sweet

homelike feeling produced by cottages,

and spots of cultivation lurking in the re

cesses of glens, or spotting the dreary

brown of waste moors—are brought before

us in prose far more poetical than many

specimens of numerous verse.

“Straight stretches the glen for leagues, and

then bending through the blue gloom, seems to

wind away with one sweep into infinitude. The

Great Glen of Scotland—Glen-More itself—is

not grander. But the Great Glen of Scotland is

yet a living forest. Glen-Etive has few woods
or none—and the want of them is sublime. For

centuries ago pines and oaks in the course of

nature all perished; and they exist now but in

tradition wavering on the tongues of old bards,

or deep down in the mosses show their black

trunks to the light, when the torrents join the

river in spate, and the moor divulges its secrets

as in an earthquake. , Sweetly sung, thou small,

brown, moorland bird, though thy song be but a

twitter! And true to thy time—even to a balmy

minute—art thou, with thy velvet tunic of black

striped with yellow, as º windest thy small

but not sullen horn—by us called in our pride

HUMBLE BEe—but not, methinks, so very hum

ble, while booming high in air in oft-repeated

circles, wondering at our Tent, and at the flag

that now unfolds its gaudy length like a burnish

ed serpent, as if the smell of some far-off darling

heather-bed had touched thy finest instinct, away

thou fliest straight southward to that rich flower

store, unerringly as the carrier-pigeon wafting

to distant lands some love-message on its wings.

Yet humble after all thou art; for all day long,

making thy industry thy delight, thou returnest

at shut of day, cheerful even in thy weariness, to

thy ground-cell within the knoll, where as Fancy

dreams the Fairies dwell—a Silent People in the

Land of Peace.

“And why hast thou, wild singing spirit of the

Highland Glenorchy, that cheerest the long

withdrawing vale from Inveruren to Dalmally,

and from Dalmally Church-tower to the Old Cas

tle of Kilchurn, round whose mouldering turrets

thou sweepest with more pensive murmur, till

thy name and existence are lost in that noble

loch—why hast thou never had thy Bard? “A

hundred bards have I had in bygone ages,” is

thyº “but the Sassenach understands not

the traditionary strains, and the music of the

Gaelic poetry is wasted on his ear.’ Songs of

War.P. love are yet awakened by the shep

herds among these lonely braes; and often when

the moon rises over Ben Cruachan, and counts

her attendant stars in soft reflection beneath the

still waters of that long inland sea, she hears the

echoes of harps chiming through the silence of

departed years. Tradition tells, that on no other

banks did the fairies so love to thread the mazes

of their mystic dance, as on the heathy, and

brackeny, and oaken banks of the Orchy, during

the long summer nights when the thick-falling

dews perceptibly swelled the stream, and lent a

livelier music to every waterſall. -

“There it was, on a little river island, that

once, whether sleeping or waking we know not,

we saw celebrated a Fairy's Funeral. First we

heard small pipes playing, as if no bigger than

hollow rushes that whisper to the night winds;

and more piteous than aught that trills from

earthly instrument was the scarce audible dirgel

It seemed to float over the stream, every foam

bell emitting a plaintive note, till the airy anthem

came floating over our couch, and then alighted

without footsteps among the heather. The pat

tering of little feet was then heard, as if living

crcatures were arranging themselves in order,

and then there was nothing but a more ordered

hymn. The harmony was like the melting of

musical dewdrops, and sang, without words, of

sorrow and death. We opened our eyes, or ra

ther sight came to them when closed, and dream

was vision Hundreds of creatures, no taller

than the crest of the lapwing, and all hanging

down their veiled heads, stood in a circle on a

green plat among the rocks; and in the midst

was a bier, framed as it seemed of flowers un

known to the Highland hills; and on the bier a

Fairy, lying with uncovered face, pale as the lily,

and motionless as the snow. The dirge grew
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fainter and fainter, and then died quite away;

when two of the creatures came from theº

and took their station, one at the head and the

other at the foot of the bier. They sang alter

nate measures, not louder than the twittering of

the awakened wood-lark before it goes up the

dewy air, but dolorous and full of the desolation

of death. The flower-bier stirred; for the spot

on which it lay sank slowly down, and in a few

moments the greensward was smooth as ever—

the very dews glittering above the buried Fairy.

A cloud passed over the moon; and, with a cho

ral lament, the funeral troop sailed duskily away,

heard afar off, so still was the midnight solitude

of the glen. Then the disenthralled Orchy be

gan to rejoice as before, through all her streams

and falls; and at the sudden leaping of the wa

ters and outbursting of the moon, wº awoke.

x * *

“”Tis a vast Glen. Not one single human

dwelling any where speck-like on the river-wind

ing plain—or nest-like among the brushwood

knolls—or rock-like among the fractured cliffs far

up on the mountain region do our eyes behold,

eager as they are to discover some symptom of

life. Two houses we know to be in the solitude—

ay, two—one of them near the head of the Loch,

and the other near the head of the Glen—but

both distant from this our Tent, which is pitched

between, in thc very heart of the Moor. We

were mistaken in saying that Dalness is invisi

ble—for yonder it looms in a sullen light, and,

before we have finished the sentence, may have

again sunk into the moor. Ay, it is gone—for

lights and shadows coming and going, we know

not whence nor whither, here travel all day

long—the sole tenants—very ghost-like—and

seemingly in their shiftings embued with a sort

of dim uncertain life. How far off from our Tent

may be the Loch? Miles—and silently as snow

are seen to break the waves along the shore,

while beyond them hangs in aerial haze, the

great blue water. How far off from our Tent

may be the mountains at the head of the Glen 2

Miles—for though that speck in the sky into

which they upheave their mighty altitudes, be

doubtless an eagle, we cannot hear its cry.

What giants are these right opposite our Pyra

mid 2 Co—grim chieftain—and his Tail. What

an assemblage of thunder-riven cliffs . This is

what may be well called—Nature on a grand

scale. And then, how simple ! We begin to feel

ourselves—in spite of all we can do to support

our dignity by our pride—a mighty small and

insignificant personage. We are about six feet

high—and every body around us about four

thousand. Yes, that is the Four Thousand Feet

Club 1. We had no idea that in any situation we

could be such dwindled dwarfs, such perfect pig

mies. Our Tent is about as big as a fir-cone–

and Christopher North an insect:

“What a wild world of clouds all over that

vast central wilderness of Northern Argyleshire

lying between Cruachan and Melnatorran–Cor

ryfinuaiach and Ben Slarive a prodigious land 1

defying description, and in memory resembling

not realities, but like fragments of tremendous

dreams. , Is it a sterile region ? Very. In places

nothing but stones. Not a blade of grass—not

a bent of heather—not even moss. And so they

go shouldering up into the sky—enormous mass

es—huger than churches or ships. And some

times not unlike such and other structures—all

huddled together—yet never jostling, so far as

we have seen; and though often overhanging

as if the wind might blow them over with a puff,

steadfast in the storm that seems rather to be an

earthquake, and moving not a hair's-breadth,

while all the shingly sides of the mountains—

}. know shingle—with an inconstant clatter—

urry-skurry—seem to be breaking up into debris.

“Is that the character of the whole region?

No, you darling; it has vales on vales of eme

rald, and mountains on mountains of amethyst,

and streams on streams of silver; and, so help

us Heaven!—for with these eyes we have seen

them, a thousand and a thousand times—at sun

rise, and sunset, rivers on rivers of gold. What

kind of climate 7 All kinds, and all kinds at once

—not merely during the same season, but the

same hour. Suppose it three o'clock of a sum

mer afternoon—you have but to choose your

weather. Do you desire a close, sultry, breath

less gloom? You have it in the stifling dens of

Ben-Anea, where lions might breed. A breezy

coolness, with a sprinkling of rain? Then open

your vest to the green light in the dewy vales

of Benlura. Lochs look lovely in mist, and so

thinks the rainbow—then away with you ere the

rainbow fade—away, we beseech you, to the

wild shores of Lochan-a-Lürich. But you would

rather see a storm, and hear some Highland

thunder? There is one at this moment on Uni

more, and Cruachlia growls to Meallanuir, till

the cataracts of Glashgour are dumb as the dry

rocks of Craig-Teonan.”

The following, from “Our Winter Quar

ters,” is in a gayer strain ; and we should

pity the person who could read the passage

without wiping his eyes “of drops which

honest laughter had engendered;” and with

out at the same time admiring the grace

with which fancy and wit are made to blend

with the seeming egotism and extravagance

of the picture:—

“Let no man have two houses with one set of

ſurniture. Home's deepest delight is undisturb

ance. Some people think no articles fixtures—

not even grates. But sofas and ottomans, and

chairs and footstools, and screens—and, above

all, beds—all are fixtures in the dwelling of a

wise man, cognoscitive and sensitive of the bless

ings of this life. Each has its own place assign

ed to it by the taste, tact, and feeling of the mas

ter of the mansion, where order and elegance

minister to comfort, and comfort is but a homely

word for happiness. In various moods we vary

their arrangement—nor is even the easiest of all

Easy-chairs secure for life against being gently

pushed on his wheels from chimney-nook to win

dow-corner, when the sunshine may have extin

guished the fire, and the blue sky tempts the

Pater-familias, or him who is but an uncle, to

lie back with half shut eyes, and gaze upon the

cheerful purity, even like a shepherd on the hill.

But these little occasional disarrangements serve

but to preserve the spirit of permanent arrange

ment, without which the very virtue of domes
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ticity dies. What sacrilege, therefore, against

the Lares and Penates, to turn a whole house

topsy-turvy, from garret to cellar, regularly as

May flowers deck the zone of the year! Why,

a Turkey or a Persian, or even a Wilton or a

Kidderminster carpet is as much the garb of the

wooden floor inside, as the grass is of the earth

en floor outside of your house. Would you liſt

and lay down this greensward? But without fur

ther illustration—be assured the cases are kin

dred—and so, too, with sofas and shrubs, tent

beds and trees. Independently, however, of these

analogies, not fanciful, but lying deep in the na

ture of things, the inside of one's tabernacle, in

town and country, ought ever to be sacred from

all radical revolutionary movements, and to lie

for ever in a waking dream of graceful repose.

All our affections towards lifeless things become

tenderer and deeper in the continuo's and un

broken flow of domestic habit. . The eye gets

lovingly familiarized with each object occupying

its own peculiar and appropriate place, and feels

in a moment when the most insignificant is miss

ing or removed. We say not a word about chil

dren, for fortunately, since we are yet unmar

ried, we have none; but even they, if brought

up Christians, are no dissenters from this creed,

and however rackety in the nursery, in an order

ly kept parlor or drawing-room how like so many

pretty little white mice do they glide cannily

along the floor! Let no such horror, then, as a

flitting ever befall us or our friends! O mercy!

only look at a long huge train of wagons, heap

ed up to the windows of the first floors, moving

along the dust-driving or mire-choked streets

with furniture from a gutted town-house towards

one standing in the rural shades with an empty

stomach: All is dimmed or destroyed—chairs

crushed on the table-land, and four-posted beds

lying helplessly with their astonished feet up to

heaven—a sight that might make the angels

weep! w

“People have wondered why we, an old bar.

ren bachelor, should live in such a large house.

It is a palace; but never was there a greater

mistake than to seek the solution in our pride.—

Silence can be had but in a large house. And

silence is the chief condition of home happiness.

We could now hear a leaf ſall—a leaf of the

finest wire-wove. Peter and Betty, Polly and

the rest, inhabit the second sunk story—and it is

delightful to know that they may be kicking up

the most infernal disturbance at this blessed mo

ment, and tearing out each other's hair in hand

fuls, without the ſaintest whisper of the uproar

reaching us in our altitude above the drawing

room flat. On New Year's Day morning there

is regularly a competition of bag-pipers in the

kitchen, and we could fondly imagine 'tis an

Eolian Harp. In his pantry Peter practised for

years on the shrill clarion, and for years on

the echoing horn; yet had he thrown up both

instruments in despair of perfection ere we so

much as knew that he had commenced his musi

cal studies. In the sunk story, immediately be

low that, having been for a season consumptive,

we kept a Jenny ass and her daughter—and

though we believe it was not unheard around

Moray and Ainslie Places, and even in Charlotte

Square, we cannot charge our memory with an

audit of their bray. In the sunk. immedi

ately below that again, that distinguished officer

on half-pay, Captain Campbell of the Highland

ers—when on a visit to us for a year or two—

though we seldom saw him——got up a Sma' still

—and though a more harmless creature could

not be, there he used to sit for hours together,

with the worm that never dies. On one occa

sion, it having been supposed by Peter that the

Captain had gone to the East Neuk of Fife,

weeks elapsed, we remember, ere he was found

sitting dead, just as if he had been alive, in his

usual attitude in his arm-chair, commanding a

view of the precipice of the back court.

“Just as quiet are the Attics. They, too, are

ſurnished; for the feeling of there being one un

furnished room, however small, in the largest

house, disturbs the entire state of mind of such

an occupant, and when cherished and dwelt on,

which it must not unfrequently be, inspires a cold

air of desolation throughout the domicile, till

‘ thoughts of flitting rise.” There is no lumber

room. The room containing Blue-Beard's mur

dered wives might in idea be entered without

distraction by a bold mind. But oh! the lumber

room, into which, on an early walk through the

house of a friend on whom we had been sorning,

all unprepared did we once set our foot! From

the moment—and it was but for a moment, and

about six o'clock—far away in the country—that

appalling vision met our eyes-till we found our

selves, about another six o'clock, in Moray Place.

we have no memory of the flight of time. Part

of the journey—or voyage—we suspect, was

performed in a steamer. The noise of knocking,

and puffing, and splashing seems to be in our in

ner ears; but after all it may have been a sail

boat, possibly a yacht!—In the Attics an Aviary

open to the sky. And to us below, the many

voices, softened into one sometimes in the pauses

of severer thought, are sometimes very affecting,

so serenely sweet it seems, as the laverocks in

our youth at the gates of heaven.

“At our door stand the Guardian Genii, Sleep

and Silence. We had an ear to them in the

building of our house, and planned it after a long

summer day's perusal of the Castle of Indolence.

O Jemmy Thomson' Jemmy Thomson —O that

thou and we had been rowers in the same boat

on the silent river ! Rowers, indeed! Short the

spells and far between that we should have ta

ken—the one would not have turned round the

other, but when the oar chanced to drop out of

his listless hand—and the canoe would have been

allowed to driſt with the stream, unobservant we

of our backward course, and wondering and then

ceasing to wonder at the slow receding beauty

of the han ring banks of grove—the cloud-moun

tains, immovable as those of earth, and in spirit

one world. * * * * *

“All our ceilings are deadened—we walk an

kle-deep in carpeting—nobody is suffered to open

a door but ourselves—and they are so construct

ed, that it is out of their power to slam. Our

winter furniture is all massy—deepening the re

pose. In all the large rooms two fireplaces—and

fires are kept perpetually burning day and night,

in them all, which, reflected from spacious mir

rors, give the mansion quite the appearance of a

Pandemonium. Not gas always. }. burns
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scentless as moonlight; and when motion, not

rest, in a place is signified, we accompany our

selves with a wax candle, or taper from time im

memorial green. Yet think not that there is a

blaze of light. We have seen the midnight

heaven and earth nearly as bright, but with one

moon and a small scatter of stars. And places

of glimmer—and places of gloom—and places

‘deaf to sound and blind to light’ there are in

this our mansion, known but to ourselves—cells

--penitentiaries——where an old man may sit

sighing and groaning, or stupified in his misery

—or at times almost happy. So senseless, and

worse than senseless, seems then all mortal trib

ulation and anguish, while the self-communing

soul is assured, by its own profound responses,

that “whatever is, is best.”

“And thus is our domicile a domain—a king

dom. We should not care to be confined to it all

the rest of our days. Seldom, indeed, do we

leave our own door—yet call on us, and ten to

one you hear us in winter chirping like a cricket,

or in summer like a grasshopper. We have the

whole range of the house to ourselves, and man

an Excursion make we on the Crutch. Ascend

ing and descending the wide-winding staircases,

each broad step not above two inches high, we

find ourselves on spacious landing-places, il

lumined by the dim religious light of stained

windows, on which pilgrims, and palmers, and

Hºp. single, or in pairs or troops, are travel

ing on missions through glens or forests or by

sea-shores—or shepherd piping in the shade, or

W. playing with the tangles of Neaera's hair.

e have discovered a new principle on which,

within narrow bounds, we have constructed Pan

oramic Dioramas, that show splendid segments

of the great circle of the world. We paint all of

them ourselves—now a Poussin, now a Thom

son, now a Claude, now a Turner, now a Rubens,

now a Danby, now a Salvator, now a Maclise.”

Whether the fair sex will be disposed to

forgive the following strictures on their tal

ents for sketching, we know not—though

º each individual may admit the gen

eral rule, and consider her own case as

falling within the exception; but the pas

sage is at least irresistibly comic. It occurs

in the description of a “Stroll to Grass

mere.”

“My sweet Harriet, that sketch does you credit,

and it is very far from being very unlike the ori

ginal. Rather too many chimneys by about half.
a-dozen; and where § ou find that steeple

immediately over the window marked ‘Dairy 7,

The pigs are somewhat too sumptuously lodged

in that elegant sty, and the hen-roost might

accommodate a phoenix. But the features of

the chief porch are very happily hit, off—you

have caught the very attic spirit of the roof–

and some of the windows may be justly said to

be staring likenesses. Ivy-cottage is slipped into

our portfolio, and we shall compare it, on our

return to Scotland, with Buchanan Lodge.

“Gallantry forbids, but Truth demands to say,

that young ſadies are but indifferent sketchers.

The dear creatures have no notion of perspec

tive. At flower-painting and embroidery, they

are pretty fair hands, but they make sad work

among waterfalls and ruins. Notwithstanding,

it is pleasant to hang over them, seated on stone

or stool, drawing from nature; and now and then

to help them in with a horse or a hermit. It is

a difficult, almost an impossible thing—that fore

shortening. The most speculating genius is often

at a loss to conjecture the species of a human

being foreshortened by a young lady. The hang

ing#. at Pisa is, we believe, some thirty

ſeet or so off the perpendicular, and there is one

at Caerphilly about seventeen; and these are

nothing to He castles in the air we have seen

built by the touch of a female magician; nor is it

an unusual thing with artists of the fair sex to

order their plumed chivalry to gallop down pre

cipices considerably steeper than a house, on

animals apparently produced between the tiger

and the bonassus. hen they have succeeded

in getting something like the appearance of water

between what may be conjectured banks, they

are not very particular about its running occa

sionally up hill; and it is interesting to see a

stream stealing quietly below trees in gradual

ascension, till, disappearing for a few minutes

over one summit, it comes thundering down ano

ther, in the shape of a waterfall, on the head of

an elderly gentleman, unsuspectingly reading

Mr. Wordsworth’s Excursion, perhaps, in the

foreground.”

How playful and pleasing, too, is the

coquetry of the passage to which this is

the prelude:—

“On such excursions there are sure to occur

a few enviable adventures. First, the girths get

wrong, and without allowing your beloved virgin

to alight, you spend more time than is absolutely

necessary in arranging them; nor can you help

admiring the attitude into which the graceſul

creature is forced to draw up her delicate limbs,

that her fairy feet may not be in the way to im

pede your services. By and by, a calſ—which

you hope will be allowed to grow into a cow—

stretching up her curved red back from behind a

wall, startles Johnº albeit unused to the

starting mood, and you leap four yards to the

timely assistance of the fair shrieker, tenderly

pressing her bridle-hand as you find the rein that

has not been lost, and wonder what has become

of the whip that never existed. A little further

on, a bridgeless stream crosses the road—a

dangerous-looking ford indeed—a foot deep at

the very least, and scorning wet feet, as §§
ought to be scorned, you almost carry, serene in

danger, your affianced bride (or she is in a fair

way of becoming so) in }. arms off the saddle,

nor relinquish the delightſul clasp till all risk is

at an end, some hundred yards on, along the vel

vet herbage. Next stream you come to has

indeed a bridge—but then wº a bridge l A

long, coggly, cracked slate-stone, whose unsteady

clatter would make the soberest steed jump over

the moon. You beseech the timid girl to sit fast,

and she almost leans down to your breast as you

press to meet the blessed burden, and to prevent

the steady old stager from leaping over the bat

tlements. But now the chasm on each side of

the narrow path is so tremendous, that she must

dismount, after due disentanglement, from that
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awkward, old-fashioned crutch and pummel, and

from a stirrup, into which a little ſoot, when it

has once crept like a mouse, finds itself caught

as in a trap of singular construction, and difficult

to open for releasement. , You feel that all you

love in the world is indeed fully, freshly, and

warmly in your arms, nor can you bear to set

the treasure down on the rough stony road, but

look round, and round, and round, for a soft spot,

which you finally prophesy at some distance up

the hill, whitherwards, in spite of pouting Yea

and Nay, you persist in carrying her whose head

is erelong to lie in your tranquil bosom.”

We feel, however, that quotations are

multipyling upon us, while our limits are fast

contracting. And therefore, with the sin

gle observation, that the two papers which

are to us the least agreeable in these vo

lumes are the “Holy Child” and the tale

entitled “Expiation,” (the latter, indeed,

producing in us a sensation of discomfort

and pain rather than pleasure,) let us close

our extracts with a passage from the touch

ing and beautiful “L’Envoy,” with which

these volumes conclude:–

“Since first this Golden Pen of ours—given us

by One who meant it but for a memorial—began,

many years ago, to let drop on paper a few care

less words, what quires so distained—some pages,

let us hope, with durable ink—have accumulated

on our hands ! Some haughty ones have chosen

to say rather, how many leaves have been waſted

away to wither?.. But not a few of the#".
near and afar—have called on us with other

voices—reminding us that long ago we were

elected, on sight of our credentials—not indeed

without a few black balls—into the Brotherhood.

The shelf marked with our initials exhibits some

half-dozen volumes only, and has room for scores.

It may not be easily found in that vast Library;

but humble member as we are, we feel it now to

be a point of honor to make an occasional con

tribution to the Club. So here is the FiRST

SERIEs of what we have chosen to call our

RecREAtions. There have been much recast

ing and remoulding—many alterations, believed

by us, to have been wrought with no unskilful

spirit of change—cruel, we confess, to our feel

ings, rejections of numerous lucubrations to their

father dear—and if we may use such words, not

a few new creations, in the same genial spirit in

which we worked of old--not always unrewarded

by sympathy, which is better than praise.
4.}. kindness shown when kindness was most

needed—for sympathy and affection—yea, love

itself—for grief and pity not misplaced, though

bestowed in a mistaken belief of our condition,

forlorn indeed, but not wholly forlorn—for solace

and encouragement sent to us from afar, from

cities and solitudes, and ſrom beyond seas and

oceans, from brethren who never saw our face,

and never may see it, we owe a debt of everlast

ing gratitude; and life itself must leave our heart,

that beats not now as it used to beat, but with

dismal trepidation, before it forget, or cease to re

member as clearly as now it hears them, every

one of the many words that came sweetly and

solemnly to us from the Great and Good. Joy

and sorrow make up the lot of our mortal estate,

and by sympathy with them, we acknowledge
our brotherhood with all our kind. We do far

more. The strength that is untasked, lends itself

to divide the load under which another is bowed;

and the calamity that lies on the heads of men

is lightened, while those who at the time are not

called to bear, are yet willing to involve them

selves in the sorrow of a brother. So soothed by

such sympathy may a poor mortal be, that the

wretch aſmost upbraids himself for transient

gleams of gladness, as if he were false to the

sorrow which he sighs to think he ought to have

cherished more sacredly within his miserable

heart.

“One word embraces all these pages of ours

—Memorials. Friends are lost to us by removal

—for then even the dearest are often utterly for

gotten. But let something that once was theirs

suddenly meet our eyes, and in a moment, re

turning from the region of the rising or the set

ting sun, the friend of our youth seems at our

side, unchanged his voice and his smile; or dear

er to our eyes than ever, because of some affect

ing change wrought on face and figure by cli

mate and by years. Let it be but his name writ

ten with his own hand on the title-page of a book;
or a few syllables on the margin of a favorite

passage which long ago we may have read to

gether, “when life itself was new,” and poetr

overflowed the whole world; or a lock of her hair

in whose eyes we first knew the meaning of the

word “depth.” And if death had stretched out
the absence into the dim arms of“...".

removed the distance away into that bourne

from which no traveller returns—the absence

and the distance of her on whose forehead once

hung the relic we adore—what heart may abide

the beauty of the ghost that doth sometimes at

midnight appear at our sleepless bed, and with

pale§ arms waft over us at once a bless

ing and a farewell !

* Why so sad a word—Farewell ? We should

not weep in wishing welfare, nor sully felicity

with tears. But we do weep, because evil lies

lurking in wait over all the earth for the innocent

and the good, the happy and the beautiful; and,

when guarded no more by our eyes, it seems as

if the demon would leap out upon his prey. Or

is it because we are so selfish that we cannot bear

the thought of losing the sight of the happiness

of a beloved object, and are troubled with a

strange jealousy of beings unknown to us, and

for ever to be unknown, about to be taken into

the very heart, perhaps, of the friend from whom

we are parting, and to whom in that fear we give

almost a sullen farewell? Or does the shadow

of death pass over us while we stand for the last

time together on the sea-shore, and see the ship

with aſ her sails about to voyage away to the

uttermost parts of the earth? Or do we shud

der at the thought of mutability in all created

things—and know that ere a few suns shall have

brightened the path of the swift vessel on the

sea, we shall be dimly remembered—at last for

gotten—and all those days, months, and years

that once seemed eternal, swallowed up in ever

lasting oblivion ? 2.

“With us all ambitious desires some years
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ago expired. Far rather would we read than

write now-a-days—far rather than read, sit with

shut eyes and no book in the room—far rather

than to sit, walk about alone any where

“Beneath the umbrage deep

That shades the silent world of memory.” .

Shall we live? or “like beasts and common peo

ple die?” There is something harsh and grat

ing in the collocation of these words of the “Me

lancholy Cowley;” yet he meant no harm, for he

was a kind, good creature as ever was born, and

a true genius. He there has expressed concisely,

but too abruptly, the mere fact of their falling

alike and together into oblivion. Far better

Gray's exquisite words, *

“On some fond breast the parting soul relies!”

The reliance is firm and sure; the “fond breast”

is faithful to its trust, and dying transmits it to

another; till after two or three transmissions,

holy all, but ſainter and dimmer, the pious tradi.

tion dies, and all memorial of the love and the

delight, the pity and the sorrow, is swallowed up

in vacant night.

“Posthumous Fame! Proud words—yet may

they be uttered in a humble spirit. The common

lot of man is, after death --oblivion. Yet genius,

however small its sphere, if conversant with the

conditions of the human heart, may vivify with

indestructible life some happy delineations, that

shall continue to be held dear by successive sor

rowers in this vale of tears. Iſ the name of the

delineator continue to have something sacred in

its sound—obscure to the many as it may be, or

non-existent—the hope of such posthumous ſame

is sufficient to one who overrates not his own en

dowments. And as the hope has its root in love

and sympathy, he who by his writings has in

spired towards himself when in life, some of

these feelings in the hearts of not a few who never

saw his face, seems to be justified in believing

that even after final obliteration of Hic jacet

from his tombstone, his memory will be regard

ed with something of the same affection in his

REMAINs.”

RAPHAEL.

BY THE Hon. Julia AU.Gusta MAYNARD.

From Ainsworth's Magazine.

On the death of this great Painter, his body lay in state in

the Pantheon, at Rome, and his last and noblest work, the

“Transfiguration,” was placed at his head.

The hand is cold which shadow'd forth

The spirit's soft creation;

One parting gift remains to earth—

That bright “Transfiguration t”

And who can view the sainted smile

Of yon Redeemer's eye,

Nor feel within his heart the while

Its calm divinity ?

In thee the art, oh! Raphael, reign'd,

Eloquently to express

Seraphic forms, on earth detain'dOf perfect loveliness! r

THE OPENING OF PARLIAMENT.

From Punch, or the London Charivari.

At an early hour on the 1st of February,

the Lord Chancellor took the Great Seal

out of the inkstand—(of pantomimic dimen

sions)—in which it is usually kept, and the

Mace, which had been given out over-night

to the butler to be rubbed up with whiten

ing and leather, was put at his lordship's

door—with his boots—) into one of which

it was carefully thrust) and the shaving

water. The Archbishop of Canterbury's

lawn sleeves had been clearstarched, ironed

out, and neatly got up by one of the pre

late's femaled omestics; and the state mitre

having been taken out of the silver paper

which usually envelopes it, was dusted with

a tender hand under the immediate inspec

tion of one of the family. Black Rod per

sonally got up at six, in order to fill in with

ink the places where the black had become

rather rubbed by wear from the wand of of.

fice, and that active functionary was em

ployed for a quarter of an hour in polishing

with the inside of an old kid-glove the bit

of metal at the top of the rod alluded to.

These state preparations having been

made on all hands, the dignitaries forming

the Commission for opening Parliament

drove in their own carriages to the House,

while Black Rod left his lodgings in the

suburbs, with his wand of office under his

mackintosh, and having popped into a cab,

when he got into the more public thorough

fares, he drove up in becoming style to the

door of the Commons. Having bargained

about and paid the fare at the stand where

the cab was taken, he was enabled to walk

smack into the House, without stopping to

squabble and settle with the driver—a pro

ceeding which would have materially inter

fered with that dignity which it is the aim

of Black Rod on all occasions to be careful

of. The preparations within the House of

Parliament had been on the most extensive

scale. Soap, both yellow and mottled, had

been given out with a profusion that might be

fairly called reckless, and several yards of

house flannel had been for the last week

placed in the hands of an efficient corps of

cleaners and charwomen. The final dusting

and the last round of the Turk's-head broom

into the corners of the ceiling had scarcely

been accomplished when the carriages of the

members began to set down, and the Lords

Commissioners having soon afterwards ar

rived, all was excitement to hear the Speech

of her Majesty. The Chancellor in the ante

room gave afinal shake to take out the crea

ses in his robes, the Archbishop of Canter
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bury pulled out his lawn sleeves, from which

the damp had unfortunately taken out the

starch; and having inflated his mitre, by

blowing into it, to make it stick well up, the

whole party entered the House of Lords;

and the Chancellor having taken his seat

on the wool mattrass, the other commis

sioners fell into the rear, at the foot of the

throne. We had forgotten to state that the

Duke of Buccleugh, as privy seal, wore only

an ordinary brecquet, which looked less like

privy seal than privy watch-key.

During the interval which occurred while

Rod was gone to whip up the Commons, the

Chancellor wiped his glasses, cleared his

throat, and pulled his wig a little to the back

of his head; for, somehow or other, it had

worked its way rather too far down on his

forehead.

The Commons having rushed in pel-mel,

with a clattering of feet, amongst which we

could distinctly trace the heavy tread of Mr.

Hume's highlows, the Lord Chancellor read

nearly as follows. We prefer throwing

the Speech into verse, being determined to

give it the benefit of a little rhyme, to make

up in some degree for the usual absence of

reason that generally distinguishes similar

documents.

“Here we are,' Lords and Gents, as the clowns al

ways say,

In the Pantomimes which I have seen at the play.

Her Majesty says, that though England ne'er min

ces

She likes to remain on good terms with all Princes,

And therefore appreciates quite at its proper rate,

Their assurance of wishing with her to co-operate.

She's glad to announce, too, that after much bother,

Oſ one saying one thing, and one quite another,

Although England's envoy behaved like a very cur,

We've settled in some way our tiff with America:

In addition to this, no plan could be finer

Than the terms we have made with celestial China.

We've gained a possession, they call it Hong Hong,

Which is three acres broad, and a mile or so long.

The standard of Britain, however, is planted there,

For Civilization was very much wanted there,

And to you it is utterly needless to say

For civilization the natives must pay;

And therefore, we charge twenty millions of dollars

For the very first lesson we give to our scholars.

The people of England will learn with delight

We've made all our matters with Syria right;

And the fact will of course be a great consolation

To the suffering millions all over the nation.

', he governments, Turkish and Persian, have long

Been declaring each other excessively wrong,

But England and Russia have both interfered

In a way by which every dispute has been cleared;

A piece of intelligence which, you must own,

Will cause satisfaction wherever 'tis known.

Afghanistan, you know, has but recently been

Of valor exclusively British the scene:

But for further description of things of this natur,

See the dramas they do at the Surrey Theatur,

Where the famed T. P. Cooke, as a true British

seamº n,

Dances hornpipes while fighting a combat with three

Inen.

Now Gents of the Commons—'tis time to implore
ou

To do3. thing handsomely when we before you

Of expenses the usual estimates lay,

'Tis your glorious privilege always to pay.

My lords and good gentlemen 'tis a sad bore

To admit that the revenue's worse than before,

And it certainly needs no particular gumption

To find out the cause in diminished consumption;

But still it's consoling to think that e'en yet,

Of the tax upon Incomes we’ve plenty to get;

So when on the public we’ve iſ: good pull,

Our purse will we º: be sufficiently full.

Her Majesty wishes her thanks to pour forth,

For the splendid reception she got in the North;

The provost she thinks it may safely be said,

Of a city of cakes is the properest head.

Her Majesty also regrets that last year

Disturbances did in some districts appear;

The law was however at once put in force,

Hungry folks ought to keep very quiet of course.

We are by Her Majesty ordered to say,

We purpose amendment in something—some day;

Begin your debates then, and may you succeed,

In doing for England, what England may need;

Whatever you do for the people, oh let it

Prove good"—and, Punch wishes the people may

get it!

ANTARctic Expedition.—By the arrival of Lieut.

M“Murdo, of the Terror, from the Falkland Islands,

very gratiſying news has been received of the ex

pedition under Captain James Ross. He reports

that all the objects undertaken by Captain James

Ross, and his gallant associates, have been triumph

antly accomplished. The Terror, and Erebus,

Captain Crozier, proceeded on their second voyage

southward; and keeping nearly between the same

meridians as before, 177° to-180°, again examined

the lands discovered the preceding season, and

which terminated in a lofty mountain. We believe

that in this course they ascertained the magnetic!.
where it was anticipated, and pursued their perilous

way till they penetrated to the highest southern lati

tude ever seen by mortal eye, namely, the 80th de

gree ' ' ' CaptainW.; we think, arrived at

somewhat about four degrees short of the extaordi

nary achievement, and went out on his bowsprit,

that he might say he had been farther south than any

other human being.

We have seen some specimens of natural history

from the highest region which the expedition reach

ed. Two beautiful gulls, about the size of the

smaller sea-mew familiar on our coasts, of the purest

white, like plumes, of drifted snow, and having

black legs and feet, have been shown to us, and are

the only creatures observed there, with the excep

tion of the fish, of which some were caught. Both

birds and fish were full of shrimps, the common food

of air and water. We were also shown a larger

beautiful bird ofthe same species from the Falkland

Isles, with lavender-colored wings, a rose-colored

breast, and a black head. Lieut. M*Murdo has also

brought valuable specimens of grasses, seeds, &c.

&c. from the Falkland Isles and other strange lands;

and samples of geology from the farthest south; one

we looked at, apparently a conglomerate, and the

other of a course, clayey character. We wait anx

iously for more information; but trust that these par

ticulars, hastily gathered on the eve of publication,

will be interesting to every reader.—Literary Gaz.
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MUSIC FOR THE MILLION.

From the New Monthly Magazine.

The general so likes your music that he desires

you, of all love, to make no more noise with it.

Othello.

How sour sweet music isl

Richard II.

—The isle is full of noises.

Sometimes a thousand twanging instruments

Will hum about my ears, and sometimes voices.

TEMPEst.

Of all the crotchets of the days we live in,

the wildest certainly is the idea of the popu

lar concert, or grand national oratorio, im

plied in the project of music or singing for

“the million.” Duets, quartettes, quin

tettes, are all tolerable enough; but who can

endure the motion of a millionette 7

We never understood, till now, the full

force of the expression, “the burden of a

song.”. It will be a heavy day for us when

the millions begin to exercise their vocal

powers; such chanting will not be enchant

ing, and we should unquestionably put a bar

to it, were we of sufficient note to do so.

We receive the proposal with the reverse of

glee, and had we a stave, we should cordially

bestow a sound application of it upon the

author, could we but catch him. When

measures ought to be taken to prevent the

concert of the rabble, it is most provoking

to see efforts deliberately made to bring

them into unison. It is evident that uni

versal suffrage will be carried, when every

man has a voice in the commonwealth, and

the next step assuredly will be vote by—

ballad! In vain has Shakspeare warned us

against

—the blunt monster with uncounted heads,

The still discordant wavering multitude,

we are on the point of having what is a great

deal worse—a quavering multitude; and the

originators of this frantic scheme have al

ready established their JNorma-l schools.

Henceforward the working-classes will be

opera-tives with a vengeance; there will be

a terrible propriety in asking them for their

“sweet voices.” The value of election

promises, however, will be much the same

as heretofore, for they have never been esti

mated at more than—a song.

Should this musical movement succeed,

we never expect to have a moment's quiet

except during a national cold, or an univer

sal influenza. We shall wish with Caligula

that the millions had but one throat, and that

throat a sore one. Peace, alas, has brought

“piping times” along with her, and we only

trust the country will be equal to this new

strain upon its powers of endurance, for as

suredly we shall not have our music for

nothing, like Stephano in the “Tempest.”

“This shall prove a brave kingdom to me,

where I shall have my music for nothing.”

The inhabitants of these isles get nothin

for nothing, not even their music; they wil

infallibly have to pay through the nose for

the torments inflicted on them through the

ear. It will cost a handsome round sum to

manufacture some twenty millions of Pastas

and Tamburinis. The speech of the Chan

cellor of the Exchequer on the financial part

of the scheme will be a curiosity.

The humanity of Herr Hullah's project is

extremely questionable; the best song for

the poor would surely be a “song of six

pence,” and could we only give them the

“four-and-twenty blackbirds” into the bar

gain, it would assist them to a Christmas pie,

which is a more substantial, if not a sweeter

dish than a Christmas carol. The blackbird,

to be sure, is not exactly the bird one would

select for a poor man's pie. A plainer bird,

who instead of singing the moment the pie

is opened would confine himself strictly to

his gastronomic functions, would answer the

purpose much better, and the blackbird

should retain his distinction as “a dainty

dish to set before a king,” who has seldom

so keen an appetite as his hard-worked sub

jects. But our fanatici per la musica act

upon the principle that neither kings nor

subjects have any sense but the mere animal

sense of hearing. No more sympathy have

they with the legitimate cravings of the sto

mach than the jacobin lecturer had with the

needy knife-grinder. They forget that our

bakers will give more bread for one copper

farthing, nay for one of the new half-far

things, than for one million of silver sounds,

were they even of Rubini's coinage, or to

issue from the mint of Grisi.

We can imagine a musical dietary for

John Bull. For breakfast an air of Mozart

instead of a slice of bacon, with a cavatina

for a cup of coffee, and a bravura in place

of the old fashioned custom of bread and

butter. Luncheon might consist of that ex

cellent substitute for a round of beef-a

rondo of Beethoven, with the musical glasses

to represent tankards of London stout. For

dinner, we would serve him up an oratorio

whole, as our sensual ancestors used to serve

a sheep or an ox; the labors of the pas

trycook might be replaced by the art of Pas

ta, and a bacchanalian song or two fill the

office formerly discharged by Bacchus him

self. Then, as we should be sorry to send

our dear countrymen supperless to bed, how

could the day's feasting be better concluded

than by a hot opera, or that melodious dish,

the “bones and tongs,” which Bottom was

so fond of, and the ingenuous youth of Fleet
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market delight in to this day. For the sum

mer season, in place of a hot opera we would

recommend a cold serenade, after which our

bon-vivant might reckon upon as easy a di

º and slumbers as “airy light,” as we

earn from Milton that our first parents en

joyed in Paradise.

Without disparaging the “Corn-Law

Rhymes,” we are humbly of opinion that a

peck of wheat is fairly worth a bushel of

them. Music at dinner is agreeable enough,

but music instead of dinner is a wretched

entertainment, were it even the music of

the spheres, which, by the by, is the least

objectionable of any for a reason too obvi

ous to be stated.” Hunger was never har

monious, and never will be to the end of

time, although Milton is so pleasant as to

recommend a song as an anodyne for the

pangs of fasting:—

And ever against eating cares

Lap me in soft Lydian airs.

The tones of a famishing people are more

likely to be Wolf Tones than those of night

ingales. National airs, under such distress

ing circumstances, are wont to prove squalls;

the millions are apt to get up “the Storm,”

while their rulers sing “Cease, rude Boreas,”

to little purpose. fhe chromatic scale is

perhaps designed to be a set-off against the

sliding scale; but we do not see why we

should be at liberty to import the crotchets

of the Germans, and prohibited to buy their

Corn.

The agriculturists are vigilant enough to

protect ears of wheat, but in these times the

human ear stands in need of protection a

reat deal more. Imagine a million of

cotchmen singing

The corn rigs are bonny, oh,

or the same nice little chorus of English far

mers screaming

The wind that shakes the barley.

As there may be too many cooks to a

soup, so there may be too many choristers

to a choir. Because there is safety in a

multitude of counsellors it does not logical

ly follow that there must be melody in a mob

of singers. Let who will cry “encore” to

a squalling kingdom, we shall never counte

nance so crying a grievance; nor imitate Or

sino in exclaiming, “that strain again!” al

• The reason alluded to is beautifully stated by

Shakspeare in a familiar passage:

There's not the smallest orb which thou beholdest

But in his motion like an angel sings,

Still quiring to the young-eyed cherubim:

Such harmony is in immortal souls;

But whilst this muddy vesture of decay

Yoth grossly close it in, we cannot hear it.

though for the “dying fall,” we shall pray

“3 devoutly.

ur national reputation was never in dan

ger until now, when our gallant countrymen,

who never shook in battle, are to be actually

taught to shake in time of profound peace.

The transition from brave to semi-breve may

be “most musical,” but it is at the same time

“most melancholy.” The cliffs that made

Albion so glorious were not treble cliffs,

nor can a country filled with bravoes and

band-itti expect to continue mistress of the

world. The keys of empire will be exchan

ged for the keys of a piano, and Britannia

will be degraded into the Prima Donna of

the terrestrial bawl. Those who are instru

mental in bringing about this vocal revolu

tion will have much to answer for. Like

all revolutionists, too, they are little aware

of the lengths to which their rash innova

tions will assuredly carry them. The mil

lion will not long be content without an or

chestra to accompany their strains; glees

and catches will lead to fiddles and bassoons;

the Sirens will infallibly introduce the Harp

ies! We shall then be doomed to witness

some tremendous popular organ-ization, and

our national existence will terminate like an

overture, in a crash of music.

Perhaps there is even a still deeper abyss

yawning for our unhappy country. The

connection between music and dancing is

ancient and indissoluble. In Lydia, we are

informed by classic writers, there were cer

tain islands in a certain lake, which at the

sound of music, invariably began to dance'

Is there no fear of the British isles adopting

these “Lydian measures,”, and taking a

“fling” across the floor of the Atlantic, or

perhaps into the Chinese seas, to “set”

their new partner, the pretty little island of

Hong Kong 1 Heaven only knows how soon,

in these capering times, we may find our

selves the vis-a-vis of Miss Madagascar, or

leading off with Madame Barbadoes. Ire

land will probably dance her own national

jig, as she is in the habit of taking her own

steps, and rarely approves of our measures.

At any rate, we shall both deserve to be

numbered with the Silly Isles, and the state

will probably reel before the ball is over.

Let our rulers ponder this well before it is

too late. “C'est le premier pas qui coute 1”

All the arguments we have heard for

teaching the British empire to sing, appear

frivolous in the extreme. It is sometimes

contended that, because the bee, which is

such a model of industry, hums while en

gaged in the manufacture of wax and honey,

human artificers and tradesmen ought to do

likewise! Now admitting this to be a pre
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cedent in point, it would only apply to three

trades, confectioners, comb-makers, and

wax-chandlers; but we go further and say,

non constat, that the bee would not make

more honey if it were to make less harmo

ny, a view confirmed by the apparent etymo

logy of the latter word, which is quasi harm

honey. To this we know it may be replied,

that melody is derivable from the Latin mel,

showing that the humming of the bee was

anciently considered favorable to the sweet

manufacture. There is, however, a wide

difference between humming a tune and

singing a song; and besides, the bee never

hums tunes at all, so that “singing for the

million” cannot be supported by the instance

of the hive-ites. Indeed, the drone would

be an example more in point, for the drone

is much noisier than the working-bee, and

the perfect type of a worthless warbler.

Let the millions be taught the virtues of

the bee, with all our heart; but we protest

against teaching them the single vice that

the little insect is guilty of . A humming

cup of ale is a good old English institution;

but there cannot be conceived a grosser

humbug than a humming nation. We pro

mise Mr. Hullah's bees that we shall kee

cells for them at St. Luke's, where theyj

sing their madrigals without deafening all

England.

Another argument is derived from the

harmonious propensities of the ancient

Greeks. Now though it may be wise to do

at Rome what Romans do, it by no means

follows that we ought to do in England

what the Greeks did. The practice of the

pagan world is a pretty example to hold up

to Christendom. The reasoning is worthy

of Martinus Scriblerus, or the classic doc

tor in “Peregrine Pickle.” The name of

Christendom ought to be changed to Twee

dledum, if we decide upon resolving our

selves into a nation of fiddlers and ballad

singers, because every gamin of the streets

of Athens was taught to troll a catch before

he had learned his catechism, or knew Jupi

ter from a Hamadryad. Besides, the exam

ple of the Athenians is neutralized by that

of the stupid Thebans and asinine Arcadi

ans, who were just as inveterate songsters

as their neighbors. Pindar was notoriously

a Boeotian, and the name of Arcadian was a

synonyme for a melodious booby. It ought

to be remembered, also, that

Music, heavenly maid, was young,

When first in early Greece she sung.

Music is now, if not an old maid, a lady

of a certain age, and ought to have more

discretion than to caterwaul in the public

streets like a cat on a moonlight night.

There is a time, says the wise man, for ev

erything; and, as Horace truly observes,

Dulce est desipere in loco;

but the present is not the time, and England

is not the place for the Hullah-baloo specu

lation. “Merry England” belongs to the

history of the past; we might almost say to

the days of romance, whenOberon sat on the

British throne, with Titania his Queen Con

sort, and Puck his Prime Minister. It is

only for flourishing states to practise appo

giaturas ; and the worst time for a country

is when it is “falling into the cinque-pace

[sink-apace] faster and faster,” as Beatrice

says in the play.

But to return to the arguments of our

classical scholars, they expatiate upon the

stories of Arion, Orpheus, Amphion, Timo

theus, and the other fiddlers and pipers of

antiquity. Now if our modern music-mas

ters, the professors of “singing for the

million,” insist upon running a parallel with

the first of these worthies, we are perfectly

ready to gratify them, for the first proceed

ing must be to treat them to a ducking in

the British channel, in order to ascertain

whether the dolphins of the present day are

as musical as the dolphins of ancient Greece.

In like manner, when our ears are saluted

with the cry of

An Orpheus! an Orpheus!

we invariably wish the performer the same

audience that the original Orpheus had, and

nothing would please us more than to set

the modern to play for the tigers in a jungle,

or for a select party of bears, wolves, pan

thers, and hyenas, in one of the enclosures

of the Zoological Gardens.” As to Amphi

on, if he built a city with his “do, re, mi, fa,

sol, la, si,” he certainly did a very clever

thing; but then we are to recollect that the

city he built was Thebes' This, however,

may be the very circumstance that makes

the precedent so attractive. Our modern

Thebans are probably in want of a capital,

and they are certainly numerous enough to

fill a large one.

As tºileus, we marvel they are not

ashamed to plead the example of a firebrand,

who was the very reverse of Amphion, for

he caused the destruction of a metropolis,

instead of building one. It is said of Timo

theus, that he made Alexander the Great

skip up and down the banquet-room, and

forget his dinner. No doubt in this way a

• Adam Smith, hearing some educational quack of

the day holding forth upon the marvels of his system,

by which heaffirmed that even tigers might be brought

to the highest degree of civilization, interrupted him

by observing that, he “should like to see the profes

sor in a cage with a couple of his pupils.”
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modern Timotheus might do some good;

not in making “the great” forget that mo

mentous meal (for that were an exploit be.

yond the power of the God of Melody him.

self) but in producing an oblivion of dinner

in the minds of those with whom at present

it is only a pleasure of imagination, or at

best, one of the pleasures of memory.

The system in question is undoubtedly

classical in one respect—namely, as a revi

val of the ancient fable of the apple of dis

cord, as if we were not sufficiently disposed

by nature to play our several parts in life in

conflicting keys, without actual instruction

to “set us by the ears.” Perhaps the music

for-the-million-men flatter themselves that

the way to put down party tunes is to strike

up national concertos; but there cannot be

a more grievous delusion, for as it has been

truly said, that “the death of party is the

birth of faction,” so the attempt to get up

a millionette will assuredly end in breeding

a swarm of little vocal factions, the combi

ned effect of whose several pulmonary ex

ertions will be the production of such har

mony as was heard some thousand years

ago in the first music-hall that was ever es

tablished, and on the model of which Exeter

Hall was undoubtedly instituted-–to wit the

celebrated Tower of Babel! Why, even in

the political world have we not often seen

parties of fifties, and even hundreds, dwin

dle down to quartettes, trios, and sometimes

even to duets and solos? There was the

Darby-Dilly party, just numerous enough to

fill a stage coach. Nay, we have seen two

worthy senators separate themselves from

the common herd of lawgivers, and form a

party of a few days' duration, at the close

of which period the party broke up and split

into fragments, each worthy senator becom

ing a faction in himself, and screaming his

political solo to his wondering constituents.

Roman Antiquttres.—There have lately been

discovered near the town of Hyères, in the War, the

remains of an ancient Roman city. Excavations

having been made to the extent of between 80 and

100 yards in a line from the sea-shore, there have

been opened out a hypocaust of large dimensions,

reservoirs, &c., and several walls faced with curious

paintings, one of which is semi-circular., These

paintings were at first very fresh, but faded on ex

posure to the light and air. They are composed of

arabesques, figures of men and animals, flowers, and

other ornaments, fantastically arranged, similar to

the most beautiful of those found at Herculaneum

and Pompeii. Pottery, vases, medals, coins, &c.

have been dug up.–Athenæum.

MR. EVERETT'S LETTER.

THE letter below is a reply of our minister to a

memorial of more than nine hundred holders of

American bonds.-Ed.

Mr. Scholefield and Gentlemen—In compliance

with the request contained in the memorial which

you have now presented to me, I will avail my

self of the first opportunity of transmitting it to

the President of the United States. To avoid

misconception it is proper that I should observe,

that, inasmuch as the general government is not

aº to the contracts of the separate States,

the subject of the memorial does not fall directly

within the President's province, and that I am

myself acting unofficially in forwarding it to him.

I do it, however, with cheerfulness, out of respect

to the members of this distinguished deputation.

Nor am I less under the influence of the deepest

sympathy with that numerous class whom you

represent, who have suffered severely, some of

them I fear ruinously, from the failure (tempo

rary, I trust) of a portion of the American States

to pay the interest of their public debt. These

feelings, I am sure, will be shared by the Presi

dent.

I concur with you in protesting against the

doctrine that a State, which has pledged its faith

and resources, can release itself from the obliga

tion, however burdensome, in any way but that

of honorable payment. Fatal delusions, in times

of great distress, occasionally come over the

minds of communities as well as individuals;

but I rejoice in the belief that the number is ex

ceedingly small of those who have, in any form,

advanced the idea of what has been called “re

pudiation.” I am convinced that those States,

which unhappily have failed to make provision

for the interest due on their bonds, have done so

under the heavy pressure of adverse circum

stances, and not with the purpose of giving a

legislative sanction to a doctrine so pernicious,

unworthy, and immoral.

The memorialists are pleased to give me credit

for sympathy with their sufferings. There is,

perhaps, no person, not himself directly a suffer

er, who has had so much reason as myself to feel

deeply all the evil effects—the sacrifice not mere

ly of material prosperity, but what is of infinitely

greater consequence, of public honor—resulting

rom this disastrous failure. The reproach which

it has brought on the American name has been

the only circumstance, which has prevented a

residence in the land of my fathers from being a
source of unmingled satisfaction to me. You

may well believe, therefore, that if any opinion

of mine can have an influence (as you suppose)

over any portion of my countrymen, favorable to

the great end you have in view, it will be, on all

proper occasions, as it has been, most emphatic

ally expressed.

The position, gentlemen, of some at least of

the indebted States is as singular as it is deplor

able. They have involved themselves most un

advisably in engagements, which would be one

rous to much larger and richer communities;

and they yet possess, under an almost hopeless

present embarrassment, the undoubted means of

eventual recovery. I will take the State of Illi

nois for instance, and what I say of that State
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will hold of others, making allowance for differ

ence of local circumstances. The State of Illi

nois undertook a few years since the construc

tion of a ship canal of about one hundred miles

in length, to unite the waters of Lake Michigan

with those of the Illinois river; and more recent

ly projected and commenced the execution of

#. hundred miles of railway. On these

works she has borrowed and expended above

twenty millions of pounds. The works are in

complete and unproductive. The population of

the State is that of a second-sized English coun

ty, short of half a million. It is what in good

times would be considered an eminently pros

perous population; but I am inclined to think

that iſ the English income tax of last year were,

by the legislature of Illinois, laid on that State,

more than halſ the population,}. in the

aggregate that proportion of the taxable prop

erty, would, in the present period of general dis

tress, ſall below the point of exemption, and that

of the other half a small number only would rise

much above that point. And yet the undevel

oped resources of Illinois are almost boundless.

The State is larger than England and Wales.

By the Mississippi it is connected with the Gulf

of Mexico, by Lake Michigan with the St. Law

rence; and it has a most extensive internal navi

gation by means of several noble rivers. The

climate of the State is mild; it contains, I sup

pose, as large a body of land, not merely culti

vable, but highly fertile, as can be found lying

together in the United States; it abounds in va

rious kinds of mineral wealth; it is situated about

in the centre of a horizontal field of bituminous

coal, which Mr. Lyell pronounced the other day

to be as large as Great Britain; and it is inhab

ited by an industrious, frugal, intelligent people,

most rapidly increasing in numbers.--That such

, a people will for any length of time submit to

lie under the reproach, and bear the loss inci

dent to a total prostration of public credit, I can

never believe.

I say, gentlemen, the loss as well as the re

proach, for wide-spread and severe as has been

the suffering in this country, caused by the de

fault of some of the States, our own losses, pub.

lic and private, I believe to have been greater.

The States themselves, as governments, have

experienced the greatest embarrassments from

the sudden destruction of credit (extending alike

to those States which have and those which have

not honorably and promptly met their obliga

tions); that credit on which alone, in some in

stances, they depended for the resources neces

sary to complete and render productive their

ublic works. The General Government of the

nited States, after having paid off a public debt

of more than two hundred millions of dollars, has

found itself unable to negotiate a trifling loan in

this great metropolis of the financial world,

whose superabundant capital, but for the default

of some of the States, would have continued to

be for those States themselves, and for individ

uals, a vast gold mine of unexhausted capacity.

In addition to these public embarrassments, pri
vate fortunes almost without number have been

3estroyed, in the general wreck of which the

failure of the States, as cause or effect, is one of

the principal elements. I doubt iſ, in the history

of the world, in so short a period, such a transi

tion has been made from a state of high pros

perity to one of general distress, as in the Uni

ted States within the last six years. And yet,

gentlemen, the elasticity and power of recovery

in the country are great beyond the conception

of those who do not know it from personal ob

servation. Even within this disastrous period,

to which I have alluded, a private commercial

debt to this country, estimated at twenty-five

millions of pounds sterling, has been paid by the

American merchants, with as little loss to the

creditors as would attend the collection of an

equal amount of domestic debt, in this or any

other country.

But I will not detain you, gentlemen, by en

larging on these topics. The subject, I need not

tell you, is one on which, in all respects, it is

roper that I should speak with reserve. I think

F. have done my duty, iſ I have convinced

you that I am keenly sensible of the sufferings

ofyour constituents, and truly solicitous for their

§. relief; and that amidst all the uncer

tainties and delay, which may attend the mea

sures requisite for that purpose, I still feel confi

dent that the time will come when every State

in the Union will fulfil its engagement.

EDWARD EVERETT.

40 Grosvenor-place, March 31.

LAST OF THE BARONS.

From the Britannia.

The Last of the Barons. By the author of

“Rienzi.” Three vols. Saunders and

Ottley.

“The Last of the Barons” is that great

earl–styled by Shakespeare the “mighty

Warwick”—who set up and pulled down

kings at his pleasure, and whose wonderful

ſeats, varied fortune, and memorable death,

filling as they do some of the most striking

pages of English history, are (among the

earliest of our recollections. Every one

will at once be reminded of those passages

in Hume, which describe his magnificence

and power, and of the closing sentence of

that paragraph which details his vast re

sources, his retainers, his hospitality, and

his courage : “He was the greatest, as well

as the last, of those mighty barons who for

merly overawed the Crown.” This is the

motto of Sir E. Bulwer's book.

It must be acknowledged that this time,

at least, he has been fortunate in a subject

which abounds in incidents and characters

suitable to a splendid historical romance,

and which yet has remained comparatively

unhacknied. No period of English history

is more crowded with events, exhibits more

sudden and startling reverses of fortune,

more dazzling successes and deeper wretch.
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eduess, or is filled with more conspicuous

actors standing apart from the rest of man

kind, by their native vigor of character, and

their supreme pre-eminence in whatever

qualities they affected, than that which is

occupied with the wars of the Roses. In

that stormy time, the natural dispositions

and passions of men had full scope for their

exercise; the ordinary restraints even of

imperfectly civilized society were abandon

ed, and in the continual tumult of civil strife,

the novelist, who delights most in the strange

and wild extremes of human life, in battles,

conspiracies, unnatural cruelty, and broken

faith, may find circumstances to fill his nar

rative without the necessity of drawing on

his imagination. The history of that age

resembles one of those tapestried walls,

crowded with figures in every variety of

action, where, without any intermediate di

vision, the peaceful chamber runs directly

into a triumphal procession, and a solemn

marriage or stately feast is succeeded by a

field of battle strewed with dying and dead.

It is unfortunate that in his treatment of

the subject the author could not divest him

self of those affected mannerisms which

never occur but to excite disgust or con

tempt. We read the narratives of Scott

with a feeling of their reality; if the por

traits and scenes are highly colored, they

are never so exaggerated as to seem unnatu

ral, and the author himself is kept so entire

ly in the background, that the mind is wholly

engaged with his creations. But Bulwer

perpetually disturbs the current of his story,

and thrusts himself before us by some antic

of composition. . His capitals and small

capitals, intended to give greater prominen

cy to stale or feeble sentiments, and his per

petual jargon of the Ideal and the Actual,

have exactly the same effect upon the mind

as the clap-traps of a bad actor on the stage.

In each case the vanity of the individual de

stroys the illusion it should be his object to

create, and excites anger for his impertinent

intrusion, instead of admiration of his moun

tebank follies. This unfortunate habit has

so grown upon Sir Edward, that he cannot

make the commonest and most obvious re

flection, without a flourish that intimates he

has made a profound discovery. Thus he

tells us that during the struggle between

the houses of York and Lancaster patriot

ism was almost wholly unknown, and posi

tively seems to suppose that such an idea

never occurred to any individual before.

He takes on himself the task of lecturing

us in history, and abuses Shakspeare with

out mercy for having “in his fiery tragedy,

least worthy of the poet, and therefore most

Wol. II. No. I.

ſº with the vulgar,” caricatured Rich

ard as hump-backed, when, in reality, the

only deformity of his person consisted in

one shoulder being higher than the other.

Is it possible that Sir Edward really thinks

that the world, since Shakspeare's death,

has been quite mistaken in its estimate of

his dramas, and that he at last is born to set

it right ! This offensive arrogance is con

tinually repeated. He has picked up a few

phrases of the time, has got two or three

verses of an old ballad, and has dipped into

Stow and Hall, and in the plenitude of his

confidence imagines that he is entitled to

express an authoritative opinion on all

points that have perplexed previous writers

and to rate the public soundly for their vul

gar prejudices and blind ignorance. He

ascertains that Richard was only nineteen

when he is first introduced on the scene by

Shakspeare, and immediately conceives

that he has convicted the poet of serious

error, and has made a discovery only second

in magnitude to that of Newton, when he

revealed the law of gravitation. We have

no pleasure in making these remarks; they

are forced from us by the author's absurd

pretensions to merit to which he has no

claim, and to knowledge which is common

to every ordinary reader of English history.

If he would be content with plainly issuing

his romances, as Scott did before him, with

out vaunting their value as historical com

positions, or pretending to dictate to the

public the judgment they shall form, he

would save himself much unnecessary pain.

Whatever may be his own opinion of his

labors, he may rest assured that no person

desiring accurate information on the events

of the period, will ever think of searching

for it in “The Last of the Barons,” or that

the little foot-notes ostentatiously appended

to some of the pages, will give any other

impression than that the writer is not more

than superficially acquainted with his sub

ject.

Chinese Publishing.—The Chinese print books,

which they consider good, by voluntary subscription.

Some persons subscribe, and have a work cut in

wood; a few copies are then printed, stating where

the books are deposited, and others are invited to

have additional copies struck off, to be circulated for

the public benefit. The invitation is frequently ac

cepted. An individual who wishes for fifty or a

hundred copies, sends to the warehouse, the number

desired is then printed off, and his name duly regis

tered among the subscribers to the object.–Lit. Gaz.

Wood Paving.—Another patent and of course

superior to all that have hitherto been taken out.—

Perring's patent wood paving affords a surface which

presents a secure foothold for horses, may be laid

down in the steepest streets in London, and at a re

duced rate. At least so says the prospectus forward.

ed to us.—Ibid.
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MONTHLY mementoes.

MONTHLY MEMENTOES.

Fort april. :-war Deprecated.

From Tait's Magazine.

GRIM, hideous relique of the savage Past,

The via Moloch for six thousand years,

Who sees thy horrors, shuddering turns aghast,

Thou dreary pass of blood, of rapine, cairns, and

tears.

Doth history blazon this a glorious way,

Where conquerors slaughtered hinds to nourish

kings,

Treading God's wine-press with their feet of clay

In monstrous scorn of hnmanizing things,

Man's bliss or being frantic to bewray ?

Oh! every hour and wind the treacherous falsehood

sings;

Yet war—this barbarous heritage,

This winter of the wide world's story,

This lava roaring through each Age,

Grave madmen recognize as glory –

Hence, Wisdom, on thy pilgrimage 1

Earth and her countless fools grow hoary.

And must these Thugs still pile the battle pyre?

Must human shambles still be human gear 3

Must Carnage raise his bloody altars higher,

And scathe the living hearts of half a hemisphere 4

Christian and patriot, what is your decree ?

Enlighten d statesman, your wise code unfold—

Speak, priests and prelates. He of Galilee

Demands your practice of His precepts old—

How Warriors all !—Huge hypocrites are ye,

Or, else, your creed is false and heaven's a cheat
that's sold !

For war—the barbarous heritage,

The winter of the wide world's story,

Red lava roaring through each Age,

You, madmen, recognize as glory !—

Hence, Wisdom, on thy pilgrimage

Earth and her countless fools grow hoary."

Christian or pagan, gothic or refined,

Earth's old distemper Wrong, remains the same,

Greed leads forth Conquest, Wengeance grins be

hind,

And all man's boasted gain proves but an altered

name.

Explore Time's archives, through the lustrums

one

Fant smiles on Fury;-through each varied

creed

Priests herd with soldiers ever nind anon :

Do tyrants topple, or do subjects bleed—

Are systems raised or systems trampled o:l ?

Fame holds her lamp to Force—yea, Slaughter hath

the meed

For war—the barbarous heritage,

The winter of the wide world's story,

The lava roaring through each Age,

Grave madmen recognize as glory —

Hence, Wisdom, on thy pilgrimage :

Earth and her countless fools grow hoary.

Should this be so Does man exist for this,

To reap the harvest of the life of man

Being he has, and hopes hereafter bliss,

Yet reckless mars them both when “valiantly” he

can.

Will all the battles for his leagues of land—

Will all the murders for his monarch's thrones—

Will all the prayers to bless “the hero band,”

With all the glory of foes' rotting bones,

Avail his wish in that Space-grasping hand

Which holds the harp of Life and loves to wake its

tones?

Yet war—the barbarous heritage,

The winter of the wide world's story,

The lava running through each Age,

Grave madmen recognize as glory !

Hence, Wisdom, on thy pilgrimage :

Earth and her countless fools grow hoary.

Albeit, conflict rageth as of yore!—

This month of April hath its epochs brave,

It saw the Barons' league. The Charter bore

Themselves and churchmen free, but called the

People—Slave

Then, priests took arms, true militant on earth,

With falchions slaying whom they first would

curse,

And, being warlike, proved the second birth

Was cutting Paynim—or a Hebrew's purse ;

No lukewarm scruples check'd their murderous

mirth ;”

God's Word they made a corpse and all the world

its hearse.

For war—the barbarous heritage,

The winter of the wide world's story,

The lava that devoured the Age,

Those madmen recognized as glory —

Hence, Wisdom, on thy pilgrimage :

Earth's countless fools, untaught, grow hoary

This month, too, saw the battle of Dunbar ;

When English Edward seized on Scotia's throne

Gouting with blood—as other trophies are–

The patriarch's pillow borne from Royal Scone.f

That Age ferocious wore a butcher's knife

And bred a race of sanguinary Thors,

Of whom this month closed Coeur de Lion's

strife,

And those foul murders call'd the Civil Wars

This month, at Barnet, took false Warwick's life:

Chiefs in that heinous crime that righteous heaven

abhors:

Yet war—the barbarous heritage,

The winter of the wide world's story,

The lava roaring through each Age,

Grave madmen recognize as glory !—

Hence Wisdom, on thy pilgrimage —

Earth and her countless fools grow hoary.

This month gave birth to one who slew his Liege,

Cromwell yeleped—a man ofblood and prayer:

The warrior empire raised in Europe's siege

This month came thundering down—a ruin and

despair :—f

Why farther yet the hateful theme pursue #

These men are memories, and their power's no

more ;

Thousands rush by in shadowy review

Who led the strife, or all its fury bore,

* The title of “The Army of God and Holy Church”

was given to the armed barons and ecclesiastics who de

manded Magna Charta. This was in accordance with the

#. of the Crusades—that purely ecclesiastical war.

uring the two hundred years of its continuance, the very

essences of Christianity—love, peace, and mercy—were

openly denounced, and in their stead, hatred, massacre,

and spoliation were advocated in the pulpit and sanctified

at the altar. Debtors' liabilities were cancelled—murderers

were forgiven—and heaven was assured to all to do slaugh

ter on the Saracen. The loss of life ensuing from these

atrocities is incalculable; at the siege of Acre alone, three

hundred thousand men were destroyed ; besides five hun

dred barons, forty earls, sir archbishops and twelve bishops;

with priests, friars, and camp-followers innumerable.

t The old coronation seat of Scotland is a large square

stone, the identical one—as its legend represents—on which

Jacob rested his head when he dreamed of the heavenly

ladder. It is now fixed beneath the seat of the coronation

chair in Westminster Abbey.

isiºn abdicated the throne of France April 11,
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Proving, with those, this holy maxim true—

Perdition waits each cause imbrued in human gore:

Yet war—the babarous heritage,

The winter of the wide world's story,

The lava roaring through each Age,

Grave madmen recognize as glory !—

Hence, Wisdom, on thy pilgrimage . .

Earth and her countless fools grow hoary.

ANSWER OF THE AMERICAN PRESS,

From the Foreign Quarterly Review.

1. The New York JMorning Courier and En

quirer: The JNew York Herald: October

to Febuary 1842-3.

2. Les Jiméricains en Europe, et les Europ

*éens aur Etats-Unis. (Americans in Eu

rope, and Europeans in the United States,

by PHILARêts Chasles: Revue des Deux

Mondes, February, 1843.) Paris. 1843.

3. Les Etats-Unis : Souvenirs d'un Voya

geur : (The United States: Recollec

tions of a Traveller.) Par M. Isidore

LöwensterN. Paris & Leipsic. 1842.

4. The North American Review for January,

1843. Boston. U. S.

We have reason to be satisfied with the

effect of our article of last October, on the

Newspapers of the United States. It has

been, in the first place, understood by those

whom it concerned, and complimented

with that calm indifference and philosophic

contempt, which were j' by Sheri

dan's hero on the villanous, licentious,

abominable, infernal Review, that had been

written upon him. In other quarters, it has

been met with guarded doubts, with well

meant remonstrances with timid compar

isons and questionings, and with agreement

founded on honest examination of the facts

and reasons that we offered. In all it has

involved of necessity, more or less, a dis

cussion of the nuisance it erposed.

This is the main advantage. And for

this we return to a subject, only more im

portant than hateful, since it forces us,

whatever the tone we adopt, to admit at

any rate the continued existence of a pow

er, enormous in proportion to the absence

of every quality which inspires respect.

Power, founded on the junction of literary

incompetency with moral indecency, and

deriving its means of support from nothing

save scandal, slander, wretched ribaldry,

and ruffianly abuse, is the humiliating an

tagonist against which we enter the field.

You cannot afford, with justice to all that

is at stake, to despise such an antagonist;

for you cannot treat with the same con

tempt the masses who listen to him, and of

whose blind lusts and ignorance his influ

ence is composed. You may tear to pieces

and trample under foot a single number of

the ‘New York Herald,’or the ‘New York

Courier and Enquirer,' but at that very in

stant, there are tens of thousands reading

that very number of either journal, and de

riving from it all the satisfaction which

large classes of men will never cease to

take, in the gratification of their ignorance

or of their evil passions.

“Does any well-educated man in America

read these papers with respect,' is the

strange question of the “Edinburgh Re

view.” With respect ' Why, what has res

pect to do with it ! Does any well edu

cated man enter a gambling house, or a

brothel, or any other scene of vice, with

respect for the inmates he looks to find

there 1 Far from it. It is more than prob

able, if he has any feeling at all, that he

hates himself for going; but he goes : and

the oftener he goes, we will answer for it,

the less he finds it necessary to trouble his

head with notions of “respect' of any kind.

And this is what we charge upon the news

papers, as not the least frightful mischief

that is in them. They level, to an undis

tinguishable mass, the educated, the ignor

ant, and the base. They drive into one bad

direction all the forces of society, which,

if personal liberty is to be preserved, or the

rights of individual thought and opinion re

spected, ought to be engaged in counteract

ing each other. Democracy is little under

stood, if this is supposed to be democracy.

It is a state of equal and universal slavery:

the tyranny to which all are subject, being

that of a press the most infamous on earth.

To pretend that such a condition of

things must flow as a matter of course from

the institutions of America, can blind only

the most thoughtless. The ‘Times' argues

ably for all its opinions, but omits an im

portant element in the consideration of this.

The government and society of America

cannot be assumed to have as yet taken

permanent shape. On the great experi

ment which is going forward there—the

right of any one broadly and finally to pro

nounce, is far from having yet begun. In

the present stage of it, we must still main

tain, the character of the people is more

distinctly at stake than the character of the

institutions. Nothing seems so dangerous

as to palliate the social delinquencies of

America on the ground of political experi

ment, unless it is the danger of making

forms of government of any kind responsi

ble for what lies in a direction too deep to

be amenable to them. Government in that

sense is much to be considered, but sºlſ.
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government, in every form of society, is

also worth considering ; since without it,

the other, though cast in the perfect mould

of absolute wisdom, will avail surprisingly

little. The existing constitution of Amer

ica has not yet outlived the test of fifty

years, and for every vice and failing of the

people we are asked to make this fraction

of time accountable !

Will those who require us to do so, point

out the example in history of a political

constitution framed in this rapid ex-cathe

dra fashion, and turning out of greater ac

count than the paper it was written on 1

Will they furnish us an example of consti

tution or form of government of any kind

whatsoever, which had within it an element

of permanence—to which the habits, the

duties, the rights, the capabilities of the peo

ple governed, had in any manner found it

possible to accommodate themselves—and

which has not been in every case the work

of time, and, in a still greater and more im

portant degree, the work of the people

themselves 1 Admitting here, then, that

the finale issue still waits to be developed

by time, it is on the latter ground we for

the present take our stand. We say that

with no effort to check the influences which

are now running riot in America, the chan

ces of that great society being ultimately

gathered together under any one set of

political institutions, we care not of what

description, are extremely remote and prob

lematical. Why, if they had wars upon

their hands, if they had threatening and

troublesome neighbors, nay, if they had

their millions of ill-governed, starving poor,

clamoring for instruction and for bread,

we do believe that their chances of exist

ence as One People would be greater than

they now are. Frightful as we must think

these penalties and vices from which older

countries suffer, at the least some centre

of resistance would of necessity evolve it

self from them, to what now overrides the

land,-crushing all that is of elevating ten

dency, everywhere establishing like nar

row prejudices and foul passions, making

one mean view and example of mankind

universal and predominant, and silencing

an independent thought wherever it would

make itself known. No government, no

society, can long exist with such a power

as this abroad, subject to no control. We

are quite prepared to have it said that we

exaggerate: we say what we believe to be

true.

In remark on our so-called exaggeration,

the ‘Westminster Review' waives any ad

vantage derivable from its exposure, and

asserts, that even taking it as a fair descrip

tion of the newspaper press of America,

the case attempted to be set up signally

fails. And why 1 “We say,” says the

‘Westminster Review,” “that the moral

tone of the American press is not so low as

that of the newspaper stamped press of

our own country, with honorable excep

tions.” The reviewer is at pains to repeat

the assertion, and to have us understand

that it is made ‘deliberately.” He adds

that he has ‘carefully” examined a file of

the ‘New York Herald,’ the paper especial

ly referred to as the worst in the United

States, and found it, “bad as it is, freer

from gross obscenities and ribald jests than

either the , the , or the 5 pa"

pers circulated extensively here among the

higher classes; and its personal abuse of

political opponents not greater than that of

almost any one of our Tory journals.”

We do not give the names of the papers

thus specially put forward, because the

third, though of political opinions with

which we cannot sympathize, is conducted

with perfect decency and honor, and is on

no pretence, save of a most reckless disre

gard of truth, to be classed with that litera

ture of the ‘gambling house and the broth

el' which we did not fail to denounce when

we entered first upon this subject, and of

which the other two journals named are

the admitted representatives. It is impor

tant to notice that what we must call the

design of indiscriminately bringing within

the same degradation aud, reproach every

class of English periodical publication, is

very ‘deliberately' pursued by the West

minster Reviewer.

Gently passing the “New York Herald”

as “with all its faults” having “early com

mercial intelligence,” and by its circulation

“the best advertising medium in the United

States” (pretences we had already noticed

as those by which decent American citizens

attempted to justify to themselves the ad

mission of the foul thing within their hous

es), the reviewer proceeds to quote the

case of Lady Flora Hastings; a more recent

falsehood against another of the maids of

honor; some scurrilities in the report of a

meeting on the subject of Miss Martineau’s

.#. a pension ; and an alleged libel

against Mr. Cobden. “Is the American

press,” he then asks, “alone to bear the dis

grace of giving utterance to vile slan

ders, when it is merely copying the exam

ple of the prints of the mother country? A

twelvemonth has not elapsed,” he continues,

“since two newspapars existed, the avowed

object of which was to trade in libel . . .
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The papers alluded to are now happily ex

tinct, but they existed for many months,

and large sums were realized by the wretch

es associated in this infamous speculation.”

Our “severe censure” against the Presi

dent of the United States for the disgrace

of connecting the government at Washing

ton with the infamy of the “New York

Herald” is the reviewer's closing subject of

remark. “Governor Tyler,” he coolly sug

gests, “would probably explain by stating

that it was his duty not to give the adver

tisements to papers which had only a com

parative small circulation,” and the matter

is then finally dismissed in these extremely

“knowing” paragraphs:

“But admitting that the real object was that

of a simple bribe, we must still marvel at the

astonishment of the ‘Foreign Quarterly,” seeing

that the practice is one which, in the mother

country, and probably in every state of Europe,

is about as old as the press itself. 'Is the writer

so innocent as to suppose that the morning and

evening papers which are known as ministerial

journals support the government of the day only

from motives of the purest patriotism, and that

in return for this devotedness there are no consid

erations in the shape of early and exclusive in

formation, official announcements, or more tan

gible modes of payment for this devotedness?”

We have given this outline of the defence

of the American press and its upholders by

their hardiest advocate, because it compri

ses matter which, throughout the course of

our present article, it will be instructive to

keep in view. The writer'sº can

not be mistaken. It is to involve in the

same disgrace the most respectable of the

Tory journals of the metropolis, and the

literature we formerly classed as but part

of its social dregs and moral filth. It is to

convey the impression that the “moral tone”

of the “Times” and the “Standard” is in

point of fact on no higher level than that of

two scandalous journals still existing, and

two still worse which are extinct. The

last two are not named, but proceedings at

police offices have forced their names on

respectable men, and we understand the re

viewer's allusion. It conveys what is not

the fact. They were not “newspapers.”

They were prints of the lowest price, un

stamped, indecently illustrated, and filled

with the sayings and doings of shameless

and abandoned profligates. Why does the

Westminster Reviewer thus recklessly

class these foul publications with the great

body of English newspapers ? Why does he

leave his readers to imagine that such jour

nals as the “Times” had countenanced or

• Sic in orig.

in any way suffered to appear in their col

umns, the infamous slanders of which he

makes special mention 1 Why, with the

stamp returns at hand, does he talk of the

extensive circulation of papers, of which

the miserable sale is as notorious as the

miserable and mean contents 1 because he is

defending the American Press.

It is worth remark perhaps, that among

the earlier articles of the same number of

the “Westminster Review,” there was one

by a particularly enthusiastic writer, who

said a number of fine and flattering things

about the English press, and put forth no

thing but the very grandest claims in its be

half. What his friend and colleague was

saying in the same instant of time, the read

er has observed. The delicate monster

with two voices was probably never played

to greater perfection. “His forward voice

[the first article] is to speak well of his

friend; his backward voice [the second ar

ticle] is to utter foul speeches and to de

tract.” The men of the press are the au

thors of the moral life of nations, says the

forward voice. Nothing can be so morally

low as the tone of the men of the press,

says the backward voice. Bullying, exagger

ation, downright lying, don't apply to the

newspaper man, cries the forward voice,

The newspaper man bullies, exggerates, lies,

cries the backward voice. His own party

deem him a servant of Right and Patriotism,

says the forward voice. His own party

have retained his services, and do what

they like with their “own,” says the back

ward voice. No profession is more hon

ored in England at this hour by the intel

ligent than that of the press, cries the for

ward voice. Until they sign their names

to what they write, the press will be a

mere mercenary mass, cries the backward

voice. The journalist is not believed ready

to repeat his lies for a few guineas, says .

the forward voice. Is any one simple

enough not to believe that bribes are as old

as the press itself, asks the backward voice.

The man of the press is a Lion, cries the

forward voice. He is a Libeller, cries the

backward voice. His autographs fetch

high prices, says the forward voice—But

we had better stop here, seeing that we

stumble on something like agreement.

For, responds the backward voice, one

must pity the innocent who does not know

of “tangible modes of payment” for the de

votedness of a man of the press! Which is

perhaps only more delicately put in the

remark on high-priced autographs.

Between such exaggerated differences in

men of the same political views, who thus
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flatly contradict each other, and stultiſy the

journal they write in, the truth has at any

rate room and breadth enough to make itself

calmly and clearly known. And if dſ the

overweening claim it should hardly ap

prove, on the low and false depreciation it

may assuredly trample with scorn. English

journalism, whatever its defects may be, re

presents not unworthily the civilization and

intelligence of England. A great people

finds free utterance in it for every possible

difference of thought and of opinion, and a

respectable community has no call to be

ashamed of it. . The man who says it wages

war on private life, or who implies that it is

conducted by professional bullies, whose

avarice or other passions invite the price of

their dishonor, utters what we can only call

a ſalsehood. Its writers are for the most

part men of known character and station,

and have all the inducements to keep them

true, even if they had all the baseness to be

able to be false. As to the particular “ re

velations” to be expected from the English

journalists, or the special “truths from the

higher regions of philosophy,” of which the

enthusiastic article in the “Westminster”

speaks, when it likens him to Spring in the

Greek ode, shining forth and scattering

roses—we will only say, that when he sets

forth a pretension to deal in these wares, it

is more than probable he will be found ac

tually supplied with them. Meanwhile, we

contemplate him with equal admiration in

a somewhat humbler sphere, where he no

doubt feels he is able to do greater present

good. Swift observes it is an uncontrolled

truth, that no man ever made an ill figure

who understood his own talents, nor a good

one who mistook them; and it is, we think,

one of the chief distinctions of the English

i. that he both understands his ta

ents, and their most cautious and useful

application. He seldom stops short, and

much more seldom goes too far. He does

not loiter near Apsley House while his friends

are some dozen miles further on the road;

nor exercise his speed in the Park at Wind

sor, while his readers are struggling to be

lifted out of Slough. He is an eminently

practical man; and, upon the whole, we

say, a just and conscientious man. Of the

latter we think we gave some proofs,

in our late paper on the Newspaper Press

of France. His great ability we do not

think any one would question, except per

haps the friend of the American editors in

the “Westminster Review.” With every

disadvantage to contend against; forced to

write upon subjects with which he may be

least familiar; always writing against time;

never able to escape such immediate con

tact with what he treats, as must always to

some extent cloud its just proportions;

how seldom is the English journalist a mere

caricaturist, dogmatist, or declaimer!

With such a man as this, it is now at

tempted to confound the newspaper man of

America. But it will not do. Our ex

posure of last October stands on record

against the stale trick, and, if any thing else

were needed, the answer of the American

press to that exposure is now on record

also A precious and invaluable testimony

to the truthfulness and justice of the “Fo

reign Quarterly Review ſ” It becomes us

gratefully to recognize it, and to offer some

slight description of it. Such is our pre

sent purpose. We will be careful to do it

as briefly as we may.

The first steam packet after the Review

had reached the States, brought to this

country the letter of an intelligent “New

York Merchant,” which was published in

the “Spectator” newspaper. }. that letter

we found it stated: “The Review of the

American Newspaper press in the ‘Fo

reign Quarterly' is attributed here to y

I believe falsely. In the main it is true,

and therefore cuts Deeply ; but justice is

scarcely done to the ‘Courier and En

quirer,' which is decidedly one of the best

papers published in New York; although

that does not say much, I confess.” We

knew that such was the esteem in which

the “Courier and Enquirer” was held, and it

was for that reason we singled it out for ex

hibition of its style and character. We

should grieve to think that we had not done

it justice; but what was omitted in the for

mer article, may possibly be supplied in

this. “In the main it is true, and therefore

cuts DEEPLY.” This statement, in an intel

ligent and altogether unprejudiced quarter,

we could not but observe with pleasure.

But how little were we able to appreciate

all that it conveyed, till we had seen the

papers it had cut so deeply

We sought, through a leader of three

lengthy columns devoted to us in the “Cou

rier and Enquirer,” for one word that should

proclaim the manly or the bold antagonist.

We found only the meanest shuffling, the

most cowardly and bullying evasion. We

found our review falsely charged on a dis

tinguished writer—who had nothing to do

with it, and had never, but as one of the

public, seen it—that what admitted of no

reply might be the excuse for a series of

vulgar personal libels. We found not a

single statement met, not an argument even

attempted to be answered, not a syllable of
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any kind but that which the dishonest is,

never called to prove, and the honest never

stoops to notice, the most gross and filthy

calumny. Every way characteristic was its

tone and spirit, of the only man out of two

hemispheres, who it is to be hoped could

have been found to write it. It was an ar

ticle in which nothing was wanting to the

perfect self-complacency which waits upon

the consciousness of a perfect infamy.

The man quoted the account he had given

of himself, as a mere matter of course. It

is said of the criminal that in confessing the

greatest offence, he gives himself credit for

his candor. You and he seem to have come

to an amicable understanding on his charac

ter at last.

We cannot quote this article for the rea

sons stated. From the ordure of its abuse,

we can only extract one special comment on

one of the statements in our “Review,” to

which anything like a special denial is given.

“We quote again from this infamous review.

“To convict a man in America, unless he hap

pens to be a negro, is by no means a necessary

prelude to his punishment. A murderer, whether

of life, or of character without which life is worth

less, has infinite chances if he has a white face.”

&: has gone to Europe with the fullest

endorsement for truth and honor that any person

ever took from the United States; and of course,

the readers of the ‘Foreign Quarterly Review’

cannot doubt the faithfulness of this picture.

What say his New-York friends to its truth º'

We will tell the editor of the “Courier

and Enquirer” what his friends say to its

truth, which may possibly be more satis

factory to him. All the world has seen the

account of the attempted rebellion on board

the “Somers” American brig of war, com

manded by Captain Alexander Slidell Mac

kenzie, the “Young American,” whose

“Year in Spain” made a very favorable im

ression in this country some short time

ack. It was alleged to have been headed

by a midshipman of the name of Spencer,

nineteen years of age, with whom were

said to have been directly implicated two of

the common seamen. It was revealed as

madly as it seems to have been planned,

and a sort of vague suspicion of the pro

bable co-operation of several of the crew

was founded on the discovery of a paper

which was afterwards described by Captain

Mackenzie, in the exculpatory narrative he

submitted to the authorities, in these curious

terms: “On this paper strange characters

were written, which proved to be Greek, with

which Mr. Spencer was familiar. It fortu

nately happened that another midshipman

was on board who understood Greek—one

whose Greek, as well as every thing else he

possessed, were wholly devoted to his country

—Midshipman Rogers. He translated those

characters.” Upon Mr. Rogers' explana

tion (for without some reasonable suspicion

of the possible rising of the crew, the whole

affair is as unintelligible as deplorable) it

was resolved on the sudden to hang Mr.

Spencer and his two associates, men nam

ed Small and Cromwell." Notice was ac

cordingly given them ; not the least form

or shadow of a trial was gone into ; they

were told within an hour or two to prepare

for death; and at the expiration of that

time were hanged at the yard-arm. This

done, the crew (under orders) cheered very

lustily for the American flag, with its stripes

and stars. “I then said,” adds Captain

Mackenzie's narrative, “that they had given

cheers for their flag, but that they should also

give cheers to their God, by singing to his

praise. I ordered the hundredth psalm to be

sung.” Duly arrived at home with his drea

ry news to tell, the first paper in which any

thing like an authentic account of Captain

Mackenzie's tragedy appeared, was the

“New-York Courier and Enquirer.”

The selection was a happy tribute to the

influence of this base press; highly illustra

tive of the unquestioned and unquestiona

ble power of that spirit of party with which

it has cursed America; eminently cha

racteristic of the utter absence of delicacy

or decency which marks its influence over

men esteemed the most honorable.t. The

* From the extraordinary evidence since adduced

in justification of this act before the tribunal ap

pointed to report upon it, we take one passage hav

ing inmediate reference to this man, which seems

too monstrous and outrageous for belief. Upon a so

lemn investigation to inquire whether a seaman has

been justly hanged without trial for a suspected in

tention to mutiny, evidence is gone into to show

that he used to speak coarsely of his wife tº We

quote from the examination of one of the witnesses:

• ‘Cromwell spoke of his wife and spoke of her in

a very light manner for a man who had just been

married : he said, he supposed some one was then

doing up her fixings at home, but he did not care as

long as he had the berth clean when he returned.'"

The Judge Advocate suggested the impropriety of

pursuing the inquiry further. It was dropped.

f Let us supply, by the way, from the same ex

traordinary case, another notable proof of the ab

sence of these qualities, which caused of course no

surprise, and provoked no remark of any kind.

Captain Mackenzie, offering himself for trial in a

case where, above all others, it seemed essential that

his conduct should be free from the slightest breath

of suspicion ; in which his first anxiety should have

been, that no ſaintest color of a motive could possi

bly have been attributed to him, of even the most

remotely connecting with any shadowy anticipa

tion of his own profit or advantage, events so dread

ful, and so plainly to be treated as a mere awful ne

cessity ; Captain Mackenzie, we say, in these cir

cumstances, thus closed the narrative, to which we

have made reference in the text. “...dll the credit
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miserable young man, Mr. Spencer, whom

Captain Mackenzie hanged, was the eldest

son of a prominent statesman of America,

the Hon. ". Spencer, Secretary at War to

the present government of Washington. So

connected with “His Accidency,” as the

“Courier” loves to style the President, we

need not say that Mr. Spencer had been the

mark of all the most venemous abuse that

this vile print could direct against him.

Which indeed it had pursued with its most

erfect hatred, Mr. Spencer or “Captain

Tyler,” would be perhaps difficult to say.

There was an article specially devoted to

both some few days before the arrival of

Captain Mackenzie, in which “miserable

trick,” “veriest wretch,” “unprincipled poli

tician,” “imbecile,” “traitor,” “disgraceful

imbecile,” “greatest curse,” were the choic

est epithets applied to the President of

America and his Secretary at War. The

last man then, we would say, with whom

Captain Mackenzie should have entered into

communication on the subject of the dread

ful events in which he had borne chief part,

was the man signalized by his hatred of the

family whom those events had plunged into

deepest affliction—the editor of this “Cou

rier and Enquirer.” But as we have said,

he was the first. And he has paid the favor

back with all fitting gratitude. He has zea

lously defended Captain Mackenzie through

out, and upheld him as a friend.

Even this friend, therefore, we will now

bring to justify the only special passage in

our “Review” which his advocate has

dared to dispute. We do not apologize for

having detained the reader with the episode

necessary to introduce this evidence, be

cause it has served at the same time to

throw valuable illustration on other points

of our subject. We asserted, that to con

vict a man in America, unless he was a

negro, was no necessary prelude to his pun

ishment. We said that a murderer, wheth

er of life, or of character without which

life is worthless, had infinite chances, if he

happened to have a white face. And, asks

the editor of the “Courier” triumphantly,

what say my countrymen to the truth of

that Let Captain Mackenzie answer, in a

description of the last interview he held

with the youth he was about to hang, as

given in his memorable narrative.

“I then turned to Spencer, and again asked him

iſ he had any message to his friends. He replied

that he had none, but that he died wishing them

every happiness. “I deserve death,’ he added,

“for this as well as for other crimes. My only

ſear is that my repentance may be too late.’

When I asked iſ if he could or would mention

any one whom he had particularly injured, and

whom he might save from obloquy, he answered

not for some time, but at last said “he had injured

chiefly his parents, and that his death irould

kill his poor mother.' I was not till then aware

that he had a mother. I then asked him if he

would not have been more guilty had he suc

ceeded in his designs. He replied that “I do not

know what would have become of me if I had

succeeded. I fear it may yet injure my father.’

I replied that it was then too late to think of that,

and told him that if he had succeeded it would

have injured his father much more—that it would

not have been in nature for his father not to interpose

to save him; AND that for those who had Money

AND FRIENDS IN AMERICA, THERE WAS NO PUNISH

MENT for the worst of crimes.”

So fares the only attempt to dispute, by

direct means, a single statement or opinion

in the “Foreign Quarterly Review "-

Other artifices are adopted of course, to

the basest of which we have already advert

ed. The most natural and the most amus

ing we will now detail. It is very trite to

have to remind the reader of the well

known propensity of delinquents of all

times and countries, when detected in some

common and notorious villany, to catch at

that desperate chance of escape which

seems to them always, by some universal

process of no-reasoning, to be implied in

the treacherous turning round on their as

sociates. There is, happily for the virtuous,

no confidence, no friendship in crime.

Thus, in the case before us, it has been

sought to make the “New York Herald”

which might accrue to Commander Mackenzie, in

case of his justification by the tribunal to whose

ordeal he expected he would be subjected, was soli

cited for the benefit of his nephew, O. H. Perry, whom

he recommended as a fit and proper person to Be AP

Pointed IN THE Room of MidshipMAN SPEN

cka.” (!!!)

* The note which was appended to this satisfac

tory statement of the moral condition of the news

paper-ridden republic, was not less happily charac

teristic. “Perhaps,’ says Captain Mackenzie—

with his editorial friend, in all probability, at his

elbow—“perhaps this is an erroneous opinion, which

I could not justify ; but I must now record faithful

ly what was said on this melancholy occasion.” Let

us fortify, however, the delicate perhaps of the Cap

tain—so scrupulous when men are not waiting to

be hanged—and quote upon this subject an author

ity probably better than his own. The “New York

An:erican,” one of those few well-written papers of

the States—“rarissimi nantes in gurgite vasto"—

which, as we formerly remarked, not even the curse

of party can purge of its title to respect—thus re

marked upon the point in issue before the Macken

zie narrative appeared. “We have had of late

such melancholy evidence of the facility with which

criminals having trealthy and influential friends, can

evade the hands of justice, and set the law at defiance,

that we can hardly suppose that this abandoned

young man would have received the just desert of

his crime, had he not paid the penalty on the very

deck on which he had determined to consummate

his guilt.”
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the sole luckless scape-goat. “It is noto

rious,” says the “Journal of Commerce,”

“that the ‘Herald' was established among

us after the model of the London press.”

[Oh! excellent ‘Westminster' reviewer,

what a prize you will be to your worthy

associates']. “And now they have the im

pudence to come out and disown their own

bantling. We have frequentlythought,” adds

this cautious and considerate journal, “that

the influence of that violent and abusive

paper amongst us was exaggerated ; that is,

supposing it was not full of obscenities, for

which unhappily readers may be found

every where.” In other words, the repu

diation might run thus: Our violent and

abusive associate would really, after all,

get no more by his violence and abuse than

we do ; but he is so peculiarly admirable in

the obscene line, which everybody is un

happily inclined to, that there, we must

admit, he carries the day. We sympathize

with the journalist of Commerce in his

confessed inability, that way, to compete

with his more successful rival, and we will

add to his credit, that we cannot say we

have ever observed him even make the at

tempt. Indeed this “Journal of Commerce”

is on the whole a very dull, and (as far as

any thing of the genus “newspaper” can

be in America), a very harmless journal—

one, for example, as it naively confessed on

the 10th of January last, who “cannot see

the ‘Courier's' wit in telling outrageous

lies directly in the face of public knowledge”

—and we should not have made further

mention of it, if it had not fallen into this

fit of anger against ourselves. But now

for the wit of the “Courier.”

He cries out, too, of course, and in far

louder tone, the precious “Tu Quoque”

argument. “Pooh!” exclaims the wit, in

his least indecent mood and phrase, “the

American press compared with the English,

is as a Chesterfield to a Cobbett l” The ar

gument is become natural to large classes

in America. You have it used on every

occasion. Charge them with dishonesty in

their dealings, and they offer to find you

dealers quite as dishonest ; charge them

with national degradation or dishonor, and

they look round for a nation in a like pre

dicament. To reform their dealings, or to

strive to amend their nation, is the last

thing thought of." But passing this, we

come to the Chesterfield language, where

with the “Courier and Enquirer” would

* As these sheets are passing through the press,

we observe almost the precise argument of the text

put by the “Spectator” (March 25th), in remarks

upon a statement of the “New York American.”

repudiate (it is a good American word,

that!) his worthy associate.

“The great burthen of this Review, is to fix

upon the Press of the United States, the folly,

the obscenity, the recklessness, and the vulgarity

of the ‘New York Herald; a paper for which,

as well knows, the American people en

tertain no other sentiment than unmitigated dis

gust, and which happens to be edited by a band

of foreigners, who were actually his boon com

panions, and co-laborers on some of the most

scurrilous of the London papers ” (!!!)

The allusion is to the distinguished wri

ter on whom, for purposes before described,

the authorship of our Review has been at

tempted to be fastened; and on whom, we

are very well aware—though, as with the

former article, he will not have known what

we are now writing, will not have been con

sulted respecting it, will not have seen a

word of it till it is made public to all the

world—the ruffianly libeller and his friends

will seek to fix the responsibility of the

present article also. Equally, and as wil

fully, does he mistake the “great burthen”

of that Review of October. It was to fix

upon the press of the United States, in

companionship with like qualities of the

“New York Herald,” the folly, the obscen

ity, the recklessness, and the vulgarity o

the “JNew York Courier and Enquirer.”

He knows this, and he knows that we have

done it. We have pilloried him here in

England. He tries to escape, and it is the

dreary impotence of this very effort which

fixes upon his name more deeply and irrevo

cably “the folly, the obscenity, the reck

lessness, and the vulgarity.” He makes

dismal efforts to be facetious ;—talks with

frantic outrage of the writer who is sup

posed to have placed him in his pillory, as

one “who for more than half his life has

lived in the stews of London and eaten his

daily bread at “cold wittal’ shops supplied

from the refuge garbage of hotels and the ta

bles of gentlemen ;”—and in fancy hears

himself, across all that wide Atlantic, only

the more loudly greeted with

The dismal, universal hiss, the sound

Of public scorn.

How we should feel for the “Westminster

Review” with such a creature as this to

defend How yet more deeply should we

sympathize with such a man as the intelli

gent “New York Merchant,” who is oblig

ed to think the “Courier and Enquirer”

decidedly one of the best papers published

in New York, although ...; does not say

much, he mournfully “confesses.”

But—we are to believe—no other senti

ment than unmitigated disgust is entertain
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ed in America for the “Courier's" asso

ciate, convicted like himself and like him

self under punishment, the “New York

Herald t” It is unmitigated disgust which

has given the “Herald” upwards of thirty

thousand subscribers! It is unmitigated

disgust which so strengthens it that it rears

its impudent head above the law, and runs

its career of reckless villainy, unbridled

and triumphant ' It is unmitigated disgust

on the part of the American people, that

renders it worth the while of the Chieſ

Magistrate who hopes for his re-election at

the hands of that people, to incur the active

hatred of a majority in the Senate, and the

contempt and distrust of (let us hope) large

classes of educated men, by openly con

necting his government with this “New

York Herald,” by taking under his protec

tion the wretched slanderers in its pay, and

by rewarding their zeal for himself by “se

cret agencies” in the service of the state

Will even the Westminster Reviewer be

able to believe that 2

The first part of this description of an

influence so horrible, we proved in our for

mer review; the last we shall now proceed

to prove. When rogues (we grieve to have

to draw so many illustrations from this

special walk of life, but the subject will be

our excuse)—when rogues, we say, fall out,

honest men are apt to get their own. A

month or two since, this happened with two

of the most notorious rogues of the “Her

ald;” the “chief devil” himself, and the

fiendish representative (a person of the

name of Parmelee) he had stationed at

Washington. The difference, which dates

within the last month or six weeks, first ap

peared in an attack upon the rogue in chief,

in one of the “Herald's rivals. This was

clearly from the pen of Mr. Parmelee, who

having just been displaced from his honora

ble post at Washington, took occasion to

describe his successor as “.1ttre, the notori.

ous vagabond.” “It is very curious,” he

proceeded, “to notice how very differently

the ‘Herald' is looked upon since Parmelee

left it. It was, before, a sort of semi-official

organ of the President. It was owing to this

that the paper gained such a circulation

over the United States. An attempt of the

Scotch vagabond who owns the ‘Herald'

to cheat him of several hundred dollars,

led to a separation.” In answer to this, the

editor of the “Herald” undertakes to prove

Mr. Parmelee “a self-convicted liar;” and

it may be said, he quite succeeds. He

prints a number of his letters, professing

eternal gratitude and friendship, and thus

delineates Mr. P.'s general literary career.

Out of pure pity, he says, as he had acted

to “many other scoundrels” (the phrase

happily expresses the only class which such

a man ever pities or employs,) he had taken

him into his service. “I soon found, how

ever, that he was of little use as a reporter,

and too lazy for any purpose, except loaf

ing at taverns, or playing billiards with

jack-asses. I continued him, but found him

totally useless, deceptive, impudent, pre

suming and extravagant. Hence his drafts

for money. I refused to fork over more

money, after his numerous deceptions prac

tised both on President Tyler and myself. I

then dismissed him, and am sorry to find that

the President still continues to employ him

in the Treasury department. If the Presi

dent has any regard for his reputation, he

ought to dismiss him instantly.” Little

may be added to this graceful picture, but

if it could receive another effective touch,

it has it in the following letter. It is a part

of the private correspondence of Mr. Par

melee with his friend, the editor of the

“New York Herald.”

“Washington, Friday evening.—Dear Sir-I

have just returned from the White House. [The

White House is the mansion of the President of

the United States.] As for myself, I cannot have

an office worth taking, for the senate would not

confirm me under any circumstances. The Clay

senators all hate me more than any man in the

country, except the President and yourself.

Friendship for the President, or connexion with

the ‘Herald,” would kill any man with the semate:

but the two united would break down the angel

Gabriel. Yours, T. H. PARMELEE.”

The difficulty seems to have been solved

at last by appointment “to a secret agency

on the frontier,” in happy defiance of those

Clay senators, whose hatred to the “Her

ald,” since it implied no hatred to the

“Courier and Enquirer,” we must be excus

ed if we decline to attribute to any exclu

sively lofty feeling.

It will not do, after this, to speak of the

“Herald” but as the most popular and

largely circulated journal in America. It

is popular in the proportion of its infamy

and indecency. It is accounted clever,

only because frightfully reckless of all moral

restraints; a recklessness most effective in

that condition of society. “Have no mo

ney dealings with my father, for dotard as

he is, he will make an ass of you.”. What

money gives to the miser, the utterly reck

less man, no matter how imbecile and igno

rant, is endowed with by the party passion

of America. It gives him what stands in

the stead of intellect, of honesty and virtue.

The extraordinary influence of a great En
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glish advocate used to be explained by the

remark, that there were twelve Scarletts in

the witness box. We cannot explain the

hundred thousand readers of the “New

York Herald,” except on the supposition of

a hundred thousand Bennetts in America.

We have never denied that we have an

infamous press in England: we put that

fact forward in the very front of our first

exposure of the literary delinquencies of

America, and we do not desire that it should

be lost sight of. It marks, in a manner too

striking and salutary, the difference in the

moral and social condition of the countries.

That infamous press, we cannot too often

repeat, is limited to two newspapers, pub

lished weekly, and in circulation, as in

every other respect, the lowest of their con

temporaries. Position, they have none;

influence, except with those of whose bad

conscience or cowardice they make a mar

ket, none. Any one who pretended to talk

of their political import, would be laughed

at. The real English people have no con

cern with them, any more than with the

gambling house or other scenes of vice in

this most crowded metropolis of the world;

or than with the so called fashionable men

who resort to them, and in whom these li

bellous papers find their readers and their

friends. It happened, not many week,

since, that one of them, through its chief

conductor and proprietor, indiscreetly plac

ed itself within reach of the healthy classes

of our people in one of their places of pub

lic entertainment, when the man, though

what he then proposed washarmless enough

and might possibly have had some merit of

its own, was ignominiously driven out of

the public sight, with vehement contempt

and execration. It was, on the very same

evening, matter of sad and pompous com

plaint in the House of Lords, that the law

could not effectively reach these libellers;

when it thus fell to the good fortune of some

hundreds, representing the good old hearty

English feeling, to find at that instant one

of them self-placed within their reach. We

can punish him, at any rate, they said; and

how they did it, is little likely ever to be

forgotten in the annals of scandalous Eng

lish newspapers.

But the absence of mere personal scandal

does not necessarily imply the good con

duct of a journal in other important re

spects 1 We admit this. . It is our charge

against a vast many American papers, that

have no specially libellous vocation. We

must also admit, then, that England can this

way sin as well. As in the other case, how

ever, the instances are only two, and to be

found in that part of the press which is pub

lished weekly; but the circulation is larger,

and in one of these instances, is said to ex

ceed thirty thousand. Thirty thousand pot

houses ring all the more noisily for this one

day in the week; things that should be re

verenced and respected, are made the sub

ject of vulgar abuse; there is violence, ex

aggeration, and intemperance;—all great

evils. But were they evils fifty times as

great, they act within a limited sphere, and

cannot penetrate beyond. There they ex

haust their fury and their mischief. In such

a country as ours, where every class, (ex

cept, we grieve to say, the lowest laboring

class, to whose condition, God be thanked,

men's minds are at last awakening,) are to

some certain extent protected against every

other class, and have each, in a greater or

less degree, their special bulwark of shel

ter from the gross or false pretensions of the

rest,-even the very worst shape which

these opposed and counteracting interests

can assume, has its lurking principle of safe

ty. Their most evil and most vicious ele

ment dashes itself against the general struc

ture of society in vain.

But what is the case in America 1 There

is a recent expression in much abuse, and

which promises to become fashionable for

all kinds of purposes, the tyranny of the ma

jority. For ourselves, we do not in the ab

stract discover any thing so very frightful

in what it expresses. If there is to be a

tyranny of any kind, this seems on the whole

to put forth the greatest amount of just

pretension. The misery of it is, in the pre

sent state of the republic, that it is a tyran

ny altogether unexampled in former times

and governments, because utterly without the

least control. If we are asked whether we

suppose it possible to check the further ad

vances of the democratic tendency in the

United States, we answer no, but that most

possible and practicable would it be, by a

very different course from that which is

now pursued, to guide, to elevate, to redeem

it, to conduct it to a noble and enduring

destiny. As it is, every thing swells the

forces of society in one direction, against

which not a single effective stand is made

in any one quarter. In this state of

things the “New York Herald” made its ap

pearance some eight or nine years ago, and

found society thoroughly prepared for its

career of infamous success. In one im

mense division, utter recklessness; in the

other, where safety lay, utter indifference.

And what a lesson for some present resist

ance against dangers still to come, is embo

died in the past course and influence of this
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terrible foe to decency and order! All

those vices of the republic which should

have been gradually wearing away—the

prying, inquisitive, unwholesome growth, of

a young and prematurely forced society—

have been pampered and bloated to increas

ed enormity. For as nothing breeds so ra

pidly as vermin, the “Herald” brood, within

this brief space of years, has almost cover

ed the land. We are told, and we can well

believe it, that the “Herald” has imitators

and worthy disciples in very nearly every.

small village, town; or city in America. It

seems at first incredible, that no strong ef.

fort should have been made to resist all this,

but a little reflection explains the cause.

The existing press of America had itself

effectively brought the curse upon the land,

of which the “foreign” adventurer (for

Scotland voided him over the Atlantic) who

started the “Herald” simply took ad

vantage. This was the press which, before

the birth of the “Herald,” Governor Clin

ton had denounced in terms we quoted in

our former Review, and of which, some

years earlier, Jefferson expressed a strong

conviction in his correspondence, that had

its intemperance and calumnies been known

in the time of Washington, they would have

driven that great man from public life. This

was the press of which, when Captain

Hamilton was in America, that intelligent

and acute observer made it his business to

read specimens “from all parts of the

Union,” and pronounced it as his opinion

that they were so contemptible in talent,

and in abuse so horribly outrageous, as to

disgust him far more with the people who

could endure them, than with the writers

who had produced them. And, we repeat,

by this press, when the “Herald” appeared,

the republic was already afflicted with that

Spirit of Party which is too nearly allied to

the Spirit of Licentiousness to be able to

check its career. Pari passu with the oth

er has it since continued, giving and taking

nourishment from the same polluted source,

till we see its hideous consummation in

such a*: as the largely circulated and

influential “Courier and Enquirer,” and

have to grieve over its deplorable excesses

in even such able, respectable, and well con

ducted, though for that reason, not widely

popular journals, as the “New York Ame

rican,” the “Boston Daily Advertiser,” the

“New York Evening Post,” and some few

others. Here, therefore, was the safety of

the “Herald.” Even the honestest men of

the opposite parties were too hotly engaged

in tearing each other to pieces, to bethink

them how far better it had been to make

common cause against the dishonest and in

famous, the enemy of all. So—uninterfer

ed with—went on the “Herald,” till it has

reached its daily circulation of upwards of

thirty thousand; till it can boast of the fa

vors of the Chief Magistrate of the Repub

lic: till it forces its vagabond agents and

tools into the public service: till, in a word,

it has become A Power in the state. It is

of as little use fuming about this, as to de

ny, in the matter of slavery, the degradation

and depression of America below every oth

er civilized country in the world. Let them

fume as they will, the thing is so, and until

they do something better and more practi

cal, so it will continue. The President of

America is not a dolt or a madman, and

would hardly place himself in such rela

tions with the “New York Herald” without

a sufficient reason. His present position

has a tendency to sharpen the wits, and to

show him where profit lies. We take his au

thority to be therefore, that in this paper—

this wicked, cold-blooded representative,

not so much of any special party, as of the

reckless, outrageous, licentious, and abom

inable qualities, of which all party is now

composed—he sees his best protection, in

the long run against the storms which

threaten him.

But we have promised in this Review to

describe the “Answer” we have received,

and it is time to introduce the flattering re

ception which was given to our article of

October by the journal, whose character,

as we hope, we have now thoroughly ex

plained: the “New York Daily Herald.” It

is illustrative of much that we have offered

to the reader's consideration, and may also

very possibly lead him to suppose that be

neath all the tone of reckless bullying it ex

hibits, beneath all its boasted self-glorifi

cation in disgrace and shame, there is ill

concealed fear, trembling which will have

way, pain which puts on sorry grimace,

and the bitter sense that, libertine jack

pudding as it may still attempt to show it

self, our Review has placed a noose around

its neck, which it would only ask one

spirited demonstration of the deceney and

intelligence of America, to tighten effectu

ally, at once, and for ever.

But we reserve any further remark till

we have printed the extracts. Though we

have abridged even those we quote (never

to the omission of a syllable that looks in

the remotest degree like answer or de

fence), and omitted some dozen times the

number with which we might, if inclined to

so sorry a work, fill more than another

number of our “Review,” they will yet, in
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all probability, be much too numerous for

the reader's liking. He must bear with us,

for the purpose we have in view. The truth

is, that since the “Foreign Quarterly” of

last October reached the United States,

scarcely a day has passed in which it has

not furnished a leading topic of outrageous

abuse to the “Herald” and its associates

throughout the country. What we now

i. are all taken from the most prominent

eaders of the Coryphaeus of the herd. All

of then, date on separate days, and not a

syllable more is quoted at any time, than

may serve as a sample of the rest.

1. “This extraordinary Review is, without

exception, one of the most savage articles on a

literary subject, that ever appeared in a British

journal; and may be considered as the mani

festo, or declaration of war, of the London lite

rati, against that portion of the newspaper press

of America, who oppose the Copyright law, and

refuse to acknowledge, the supremacy of Eng

lish literature and English genius.”

2. “This remarkable review contains twenty

six octavo pages, or seven columns of minion

matter, written with all the force and originality

of genuine blackguardism. . . . The papers cut

up in this savage article are the ‘Herald' and

‘Courier and Enquirer;' and the style in which

they are treated, is a caution to the Mohawks....

The ‘Weekly Herald' of this day, price only 6d.,

will contain this wonderful article at length, and

next week we shall enter upon an analysis of its

views, ſacts, falsehoods, assertions, and pur

poses. . . . . Aristocrats and monopolists have

dictated to the writer. . . . The war is now be

gun, and ‘d—d be he that first cries Hold,

enough.’”

3. “Shockingly false reasoning, apparently

founded on the grossest misinformation.” “Wein

of personal pile.” “Dictated by the aristo

cratic circles.’

4. “This Review is the first gun in the long

war that has at last broken out in the literature

of America and that of Europe, for the empire

of the human mind in both hemispheres (!!) It

is one of the most savage and barbarous tirades

that ever disgraced the literature of any coun

try. It is falsehood—fury—misrepresentation—

misquotation—violence— vulgarity — heartless

ness—-coarseness-–and all that low species of tact

which distinguishes the literary works of

already before the public. . . . . We consider

this singular Review as a step in the general

revolution in literature, politics, government, lib

erty, and right—which the press of this count

have begun, and which is destined to overrun all

the existing institutions of Europe at no distant

day, and to create in their stead republican gov

ernment, republican literature, and republican

hilosophy ſ! At our leisure we shall review the

eview, and make drink to the very

dregs the very cup he has mixed for others
to take.”

5. “We understand that a literary gentleman

of distinguished reputation is now engaged in

writing a reply to the Review on American

Newspaper Literature, written by —, and first

appearing in the ‘Foreign Quarterly Review.”

#. gentleman is intimately acquainted with

the British, French, and American newspaper

press. He will show the different character

istics of each, and prove beyond contradiction,

that American newspaper literature is the most

original that ever appeared in the history of civ

ilization: that it unites philosophy, poetry, and

wit, in such proportions and quantities, as will

produce one of the most remarkable, intellectual

and literary revolutions that ever blessed the

world. . . . This review of the Review will be

issued in a few days, in an extra ‘Literary He

rald,” and an edition of 50,000 copies will be

ublished: one-half of which will be sent to

ngland and France. The literary war has

now begun between the Old and New World,

and it must go on 1’’

6. “Did— write the Review 7–Several

papers have undertaken to throw a doubt on this

uestion. In the first place, Doctor , the

nglish correspondent of Noah's paper, says

the authorship is universally attributed to

and that such is the impression in London.

Secondly, several persons who have recently ar

rived here from England, say that it was gene

rally talked about in the literary circles there,

that some such review, written by , was

shortly to appear. Again, several private let

ters have been received by gentlemen in this

city, from , in which he speaks of the

newspapers of the United States in exactly the

same strain as the review in question does, &c.

&c. We could state the names, but

But even admitting was not the author

it is quite certain that he had a hand in it, an

probably under the direction of the celebrated

clique who sent him out here (!) This clique con

sisted of those who signed the famous letter on

the Copyright Law, which was published in the

“Evening Post' beſore left here. And

taking this view of the matter, it would then

prove that this review is the result of a conspi

racy among the members of this clique to abuse

and falsify by every means in their power the

institutions of this country, and those who are

daily endeavoring to sustain them with their

best energies. And this conspiracy has for its

ultimate object to monopolize a market for sale

of their books. View it in whatever light we

may, it is a most mean, selfish, and disgraceful

movement. We shall not quit the subject till

the authors are thoroughly exposed.”

7. Letter from a London Correspondent (forg

ed, we have little doubt), in support of the above

argument:—“He lashes the American Press

unmercifully, and there is strong reason to

believe he is the author of a very caustic and

severe article in the last number of the ‘Foreign

Quarterly Review,’ on the newspaper literature

of the United States.”

8. “The celebrated review by — and his

tail has created a terrible commotion wherever

it has been read, and particularly has the sensa

tion centred about his remarks on the ‘New

York Herald.’”

9. “A correspondent states it to be much more

probable that Fenimore Cooper wrote the ‘Re

view on American Newspaper Literature,” than
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— did. We will think of this. Will Mr.

Cooper deny it?”

10. “Who wrote it?—The authorship of the

article in the last number of the ‘Foreign Quar

terly Review,’ and which has been imputed to

is ascribed to Dr. Lardner (!!) The edi

tor of the ‘Troy Daily Whig” says he is informed

by a friend of Dr. L., that such is the fact. [We

don't believe it.”]

11. “Who wrote the Review of the Ameri

can Newspapers, in the ‘Foreign Quarterly Re

view º' It has been attributed to , to Dr.

Lardner, to Fenimore Cooper. Another is now

added: J. B. Gliddon, who published a lecture

last summer on Egyptian travellers. Let us

examine this.”

12. “Who wrote that Review?—This ques

tion is still discussed in the newspapers, but con

jecture is certainly at fault. The most probable

guess that we have heard is the name of Gliddon,

a young Englishman, who reviewed Cooley's

work on Egypt. There is the same style, the

same temper, the same prejudices, and the same

general ignorance in both reviews . . ... But who

ever is the author, there is now no doubt of 's

indorsement——and when you cannot recover from

the drawer, law and equity entitle #. to bring

in your bill against the indorser. Hereafter, to

all intents and purposes, we shall consider

the responsible person, who must answer for all

the errors, blunders, falsehoods, pretensions, and

malevolence of that review . . . . We have a

‘reply to the review, in the shape of a counter

review, now in a state of preparation, and writ

ten by a distinguished literary gentleman of this

country. ... It will be out soon, and will be a

screamer.”

13. “We are a live lion, and it is dangerous

for any long-eared animal to protrude his poste

riors towards us in a hostile manner.”

14. “ This is the most original and raried coun

try under the sun, and none other is worth living

in . . . . Every element of thought, society, reli

gion, politics, morals, literature, trade, currency,

and philosophy, is in a state of agitation, transi

tion, and change . . . . Every thing is in a state

of effervescence 50,000 persons have taken the

benefit of the act and wiped out debts to the

amount of 60,000,000 of dollars. In religion we

have dozens of creeds, and fresh revelations start

ing every year or oftener. In morals we have

all sorts of ideas: and in literature everything in

confusion. Skeptical philosophy and material

ism seem, however, to be gaining ground and

popularity at every step.”

15. “Congress may repeal the law, or it may

have a fight in fisticuffs on abolition—it may

modify the tariff, or it may kick up a row about

the door-keeper—it may pass an exchecquer

system, or it may impeach the President—but

its real business will be to make hot punch

in the grog-shops below, and the next President

in the halls above, by forming cliques, each in

favor of its own candidate, and then legislating

to help on the intrigue. One thing is certain.

The country will be overlooked and disappointed;

the public interests will be sacrificed to private

speculations; and the character of the nation

tarnished by the passions of rival politicians.”

16. “We shall show that the newspaper lite

rature of New York can compare with that of

any other capital in the world or beyond it—be

it London, Paris, or Pandemonium—be it in

talent or independence—in morals or rascality--

in genius or pretension—in modesty or impu

dence—in manners or mutton. A fig for !”

17. “We have now twenty spirits of the upper

regions of the atmosphere in our employment, far

more potent in finding out secrets than even the

Ariel of the magician Prospero, mentioned in one

of the philosophical works of Shakspeare. We

receive every night a regular report from these

‘spirits of the blue ether’ of the doings in every

fashionable circle of New York—every saloon

in town—every boudoir in Broadway. All

movements, good, bad, and indifferent, mascu

line, feminine, and neuter, are detailed to us.”

18. “The strange proceedings on Colt's trial,

as published and commented on by us, were de

nounced by the English papers as fabulous; and

indeed they formed the basis (!) on which the

abusive article in the ‘Foreign Quarterly Re

view was founded. The scenes connected with

the trial and conviction of Colt were the burthen

of that article. ... Thirty-sir members of the bar

met to protest against the refusal of a new trial

to Colt.... Throughout the city the people were

in a perfect ſever, and numbers feared that he

º at last. It was drawing near to

wards two, and a bright star was seen in the

north-west of uncommon brilliancy. It was

Venus, but being so unusual a sight in the mid

dle of the day, all beliered it betokened something

dreadful, and that it was mysteriously connected

with the fate of Colt. This increased the earcite

ment almost beyond endurance. ... Take it alto

gether—the murder; the boxing up of the body;

the alleged salting of it; the trial; firing pistols

in court; cutting off the head, and bringing the

skull of the dead man before the jury; the sen

tence, and defiance to the judge; the park meet

ing; the threat to arrest the sheriff; the money

that seemed to flow like water; the various

bribes; the mock piety; the holding a sort of

levee in the hall on the day of execution; the

horrid marriage; the shocking suicide; and the

burning of the jail;-all combine to form a his

tory that throws romance and fable forever into

the shade.”

19. “The London Newspaper Press follow

ing the cue of the ‘Foreign Quarterly,” is assail

ing in the most bitter manner the American News

paper Press—for the purpose, as they avow, of

arresting the progress of republican ideas, and

republican principles in Europe. The cat is out

of the bag at last. The free institutions of this

happy land carry alarm to the noblesse of Eu

rope, and liberty must be attacked not by the

sword but by the pen. Very well, come on.

This will cause a sensation throughout the United

States. Don't burst. Keep cool. Be quiet.”

20. “It is very unlikely that the press—or the

English literati, who resort to writing principally

because they cannot make a living at the bar—

will be left to fight out the battle. This war of

opinion will one day end in a trial of physical

strength.”

21. “The most important feature of the ‘Aca

dia's' intelligence is the breaking out of a war

in the London Newspaper Press, and the strange
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and amusing character of the contest that is

going on in London and Paris about the talent,

circulation, and influence of the ‘New York

Herald.” One of the ablest of the London

papers, ‘The Evening Star,” (!!!) takes up the

cause of the ‘New York Herald,’ and proves

that all this is to prevent us from attacking the rot

ten institutions of England.”

22. “We give our readers to-day a series of

the most remarkable articles that ever appeared

in England on the American people, literature,

and institutions. It consists of extracts from the

London ‘Times’ &c. &c. . . .

“It will be perceived from these extraordinary

extracts, that the famous article in the ‘Foreign

Quarterly Review,’ was only the first gun in the

war that is now going on in Europe against

American morals, literature, finance, and politics.

That article, supposed at first by many to have

been written by , but recently attributed, we

believe, to a person by the name of Donald

M-Leod, formerly a letter writer in Washington,

in conjunction with , is now known to have

been only the commencement of a long news

É. war, which the privileged aristocracy of

ngland have started as a locus penitentia, to

hide the weakness of Lord Ashburton in his poli

tical, and of in his literary negotiations.

“But the great—the solemn truth is now reveal

ed. There is a clique of small brokers, stock

jobbers, and literateurs in this country, who are

secretly leagued with the privileged aristocracy,

stock-jobbers, and literateurs of England, and

who furnish these foreign foes with the materials

of falsehood, misrepresentation, and reproach, to

destroy the character of this country in all its re

lations, and through all its popular elements. It

is now perfectly evident, that, in England, a

newspaper war against New York and the Uni

ted States is declared, similar to that made

against Paris and France in the times of the re

public and the empire. This war is began im

mediately on the return to England of Lord

Ashburton and—, both of whom had either fail

ed or been out-generalled in their sereral negotia

tions. The literary, financial, and political sys.

tems of England are in danger, from the influence.

the example, and the energy of those in the Uni

ted States. Hence the present outbreak in all

their violent tory journals. But what care we

on this side of the water? The luck—the move

ment is with us. We have the prestige and the

#Pirit of the age on the side of the United States.

The aristocrats, stock-jobbers, literateurs, and

brokers of Europe, with their secret agents here,

will be met with an enthusiasm and an energy

that nothing can conquer. These very false

hoods of travellers, reviewers, and newspaper

writers, will only make us mend what is wrong—

improve the unimproved—and carry out the civil
ization of the world.”

23. “The war of opinion has broken out with

the settlement of political differences. This war

embraces every shade of opinion, and every

rinciple in religion, society, and government

t has just now broken out, on the part of the

Old World, by a general and savage attack,

through the English and French periodical

press, reviews and newspapers, on the literature,

morals, finance, government, and institutions, of

the New World. We need hardly enumerate

the organs of this attack—the ‘Foreign Quar

terly Review; the London ‘Times,’ ‘Chronicle;’

and other daily prints; and Ashburton; all

parties and all sects in England, with the excep

tion of the popular party [the London ‘Star!]
unite in this war of defamation and execration

against the United States... But in every thing

that is original, racy, energetic, and liberal, be it

in politics, religion, morals, literature, or society,

we are far before the formal and priest or soldier

ridden communities of France or England. In

time we shall mend our faults, and increase the

power and influence of our institutions.”

24. “. . . . There is every appearance, from

this and other works, that a grand conspiracy

has been concerted by the stock-jobbers, book

jobbers, and government-jobbers of Europe, to

depreciate and libel the character of the Ameri

can people, in all the elements of society and

government. The credit of the general govern

ment has just been crushed by such a combina

tion among these capitalists, on the ostensible

ground that some of the states repudiate, or are

unable to meet their engagements. American

literature, morals, and manners are depreciated

by a like conspiracy among the penny-a-liners

and book-makers. And there are cliques of

blockheads in this city, so recreant to every feel

ing of selº: and patriotism, as to aid and

assist such a detestable morement, in order to de

stroy the influence of America on Europe and the

world.”

25. “In congratulating our readers, patrons,

advertisers, ...; the public, on the glorious advent

of the birthday of our Lord and Saviour, we sin

cerely assure them of the feelings of gratitude

that we feel for the unearampled support and pat

romage eachibited towards the ‘Herald" (!!) . No

newspaper has passed through such a fiery trial

of attacks, abuse, libels, and atrocious calumnies

as tre have earperienced.”

26. “We are, beyond the possibility of doubt,

the Napoleon of the press in both hemispheres.

The§§ York Herald' is unquestionably the

greatest and mightiest intellectual institution of

civilized society in the present century. Look

at the excitement, the ferment, the fuss, and the

fury, which its existence, progress, power, circu

lation, and influence, cause in both the old and the

new world—in London and in New York—in the

grave Quarterly Reviews, and in the newspaper

press of both countries. . It is a phenomenon in

the history of civilization. During , the last

month, on the other side of the water, the ‘Lon

don Foreign Quarterly Review,’ and the London

Newspaper Press, have endearored to stop our

career as they did Napoleon's, by all sorts of

abuse, falsehood, and A solitary truth HERE

AND TheRE (!) On this side the water, we have

announced our establishment for sale, then with

drew it. Then we proposed to take the benefit

of the bankrupt law: then postponed that solemn

scene of whitewashing till doomsday. And

straightway the whole newspaper press, little

and great, daily and weekly, have been in a state

of general excitement and amusing efferves

cence ever since. They have stormed, and

ſumed, and raved, and lied, and puffed, and

sworn, and abused us in all manner of ways.
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This most amusing, most laughable, most ab

surd, most silly, most foolish excitement among

the contemporary newspapers in New-York and

elsewhere, has produced one most astounding and

curious result. The circulation of the ‘Herald,’

both in city and country, has increased so much
and so rapidly since this new war broke out in

London, that we have had to give a large addi

tional order to our paper manufacturers.”

27. “We are situated in this community some

what like what Socrates was IN THE crty of

Athens. That eminent philosopher was perse

cuted and abused by the sophists and defaulters,

the cheats, and swindlers, the bankrupts and

fools of that gay capital—till they gave him a

popularity that has surpassed that of all others

in every age. His calm,|. virtuous life; his

elerated philosophical and correct ideas; his di

rect epigramatic and sarcastic wit and good sense;

were a constant eyesore to the sophists, politicians,

and speculators of Athens. This is PRecisely our

Position HERE. We ARE the Socrates of

New York. But we are supported by a commu

nity that will ENABLE Us To RePEl All ATTEMPTs

At persecution.”

And now, if the reader has had patience

to travel through these not incurious spe

cimens of the literature of the American

daily newspaper of largest circulation in

the States, he well discover, we venture to

think, that our Review of October last has

not been without its use. The so often

promised reply—the review of the Review

—wherein the “distinguished literary gen

tleman” was to set about his very needless

proof that this literature of American news

papers was the most original that had ever

appeared in the history of civilization—

which was to make us drink to the dregs

the cup we had mixed so bitterly—which

was to be “out” so “soon,” and to be a

“screamer”—has alas ! never come out

and never screamed at all. The only an

swer made has been such as these quota

tions give : impotent, cowardly, bluster

ing, contemptible: offering neither argu

gument nor fact in defence, and not even

one miserable plea in mitigation of punish

ment. But it has the merit of saying for

our purpose all that remained to be said,

and of finishing those parts of the portrait

ure we had found ourselves incompetent

to paint, with the touches of the only mas

ter that could do them perfect justice.

The reader has but to imagine besides, a

paper nearly half filled every day with de

tails of indecencies, blasphemies, and filth

(which no respectable journal can do more

than distantly allude to), and, with the ex

tracts given, he sees the daily delight of

(moderately computing three readers to

fevery number)—a hundred thousand Ameri

can citizens. Can we exaggerate such an

enormity as this? Will the Westminster Re

viewer persist in the attempt to fix such a

charge upon us? Does he continue to

think there is nothing monstrous in the

avowed countenance and patronage of such

an organ by the Chief Magistrate of a great

republic 1 Will he repeat the outrageous

assertion that the moral tone of this news

paper is not so low as that of the party pa

pers of England 1

To us it seems that the absence of all

moral sense in every part of the writing of

this wretched man, is most dreadful to con

template. We could laugh at the imbeciliº

ty, at the ignorance, at the impudence;

but the other consideration arrests us with

a feeling of something awful. The hideous

complacency with which he describes (Ex

tract 17) his own organized system of ob

scene scandal; the fiend-like recklessness

of his contempt for all sacred things (25);

and his perfect confidence in the taste of

his hundred thousand readers, with which

he sets forth those descriptions of the Re

public and her Congress (14 and 15); are

surely very frightful. To the impudent

personal bullying as to, “Who wrote the

Review,” we ºf..., say, that next to the

distinguished honor of having it attributed

to the writer whose name we have hither

to left blank in this article (because we

would not let it stand beside the rabid

abuse which it is now the privilege of the

infamous American press to heap upon

every mention of it), we have the sense of

a great and not unmerited compliment, in that

suggestion of Mr. Cooper's name. He

knows the subject well, and would have

done it admirable justice. As a man who

has done honor to his country, and is the

chief ornament of the young literature of

America, he has justly come within the

constant hatred and contumely of that

which is her unutterable disgrace.

But why the Socrates of New York 1

Why the ‘persecution 1’ Why the sudden

descent from the successful tyrant to the

philosophic victim 1 If the reader looks

more attentively at some of the quoted

passages (22, 24, &c.) he will probably be

gin to discover the reason. And we can

give him further assistance. Besides these

cliques of American blockheads who are

imagined to be in league with us, and dis

osed to an effort for the ‘movement” now,

which should long ago have “fatted all the

region kites” with this “slave's offal,”—

we have found that the rapid fall from Na

poleon to Socrates was not unmarked by

one or two damaging incidents, heavy

blows and great discouragements. In the

first place, we gather that some notices
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have been given of actions for libel." They

may fail, as the rest have done, by the

cowardice of intimidated juries; but the

attempt, after the recent exposures will

not be without its use. In the next place

we have found that, against this man and

his fellow-laborers in papers almost as in

famous as his own, a most distinguished

minister of New York has, within the last

two months, levelled severe denunciation

from his pulpit. Doctor Wainewright—

preaching from the appropriate text, “nei

ther be partakers in other men's sins'—has

entered his solemn protest against the fur

ther toleration of a scandal which degrades

America and her citizens in the esteem of

the civilized world. Most assuredly there

is hope in all this: good hope, which we

welcome joyfully : which not even the

grave burlesquet of the supplementary de

nunciations of the ‘Courier and Enquirer'

interferes to moderate or subdue.

With what face the Gracchi could com

• One of these actions is brought by a member of

the New York bar, whom reverses had obliged to

seek the benefit of the recent Bankrupt Act. One

or two passages from the libel, though but additional

proofs of the libeller's habitual blasphemy, and con

stant hatred and contempt of all sacred things, are

not undeserving of record. “ has stood

among the foremost at the New York bar—a gentle

man and a Christian—a man of honor, integrity, re

spectability, and undoubted piety, and whatever may

be the final result of his application for a repudiation

of his debts in the Court of Bankruptcy below, there

can be no doubt that in the Court of Heaven above, his

petition for a remission of sins will be heard, and a

decree of eternal discharge be given from any lien

which the great Adversary may have held against him.

. . . Among the assets there will be seen no con

temptible array of strength. His schedules are rich

and strong in bibles, psalm books, poudrette, and

pews, together with mueh lands, houses, gold mines,

and other property, all of which we doubt not will

be viewed with complacency and approbation by all his

creditors, as well those in the Court of Bankruptcy

below, as those in the Court of last Resort above. And

if, in the painful trial through which he is now pass

ing, his title to gold mines and mansions in this

world shall not prove, clear, or even vanish away,

we hope and believe that the time is near at hand . .

- - - - - - - . . . . . whatever the poudrette and mines

may be valued at, we have every reason to believe that

the pews, psalms, and bibles, are equal in salvation to

D.2,156,795 37; in the currency of New Jerusalem.”

t And another, burlesque we should not ſail to

mention: the ludicrous self-laudation with which

the man of the “Herald”, anticipates coming dis

credit, by instructing his foul correspondents from

every part of the States to describe the admiration in

which his character is held. “Your vanity must be

insatiable indeed,” says one, “if it is not gratified to

loathing by the vast importance everywhere attach

ed to your movements—what the d– should we do

without you ?”, “The confidence,” says another,

“and the regard manifested for the energy, honesty,

and talent with which the ‘New York Herald' is

conducted—is certainly peculiar and unexampled in

newspaper history. None other than a Bennett—a

James Gordon Bennett—could have, 4-c. 4-c. 4-c."

Wol. II. No. I. 8

plain of sedition, has been for a number of

years a matter of considerable wonder; but

how the ‘Courier' can denounce license, vul

garity, and libel, may be confessed even a

little more startling. And yet he does it:

ay, and “in good terms, in good set terms,

although a .” Listen to the indignant

accents, for, apart from him who gives them

utterance, they are worth listening to. “If

—honest men and virtuous women, Chris

tian fathers and mothers, and merchants and

traders having respect for the misfortunes

of others—you can reconcile it to yourselves

to continue your countenance to this admit

ted organ of the brothels of your city, with

its nauseous accounts of their balls and as

semblies, and its habitual blasphemy—so be

it !—But on your heads be the consequences

resulting from its demoralizing influence!”

True—all true. And this man having vent

ed his virtuous indignation, hies him to the

scene of his own “nauseous” triumphs and

“demoralizing influence.” Having denoun

ced the admitted organ of the brothels, he

betakes him to the task in which he has la

bored for years, and in which he still daily

labors, of turning the whole public arena of

political life in his native country, into one

vast brothel !

The existing President of America we be

lieve to have been a man of good intention:

and that the responsibility of the worst de

linquencies which can be charged upon him,

should in the first instance fall on those

whose vices, with his own weakness, have

compelled him to unworthy courses, we do

most firmly hold. His position has been

most painful from the first: one in which

none but the strongest man could have kept

his dignity and self-respect: alas! then, for

the good intentions of a man apparently

among the most weak. Begin by giving him

credit for no one good purpose, begin by

suspecting him of every earthly villainy and

dishonesty, and it is hard if you do not end

in making him to some extent, in very self

defence, that which you suspect him. Thus

even his deplorable connection with the

creatures of the “New York Herald” has

its mitigating circumstances, and the great

weight of the crime lies not on the Presi

dent but on the People. We need not here

speak further as to this, seeing that we dwelt

at some length in our former article on these

special points of the newspaper influence as

affecting the national character, and debas

ing the entire conduct of affairs of state.

But admitting all that the most abandoned

foes of “Captain Tyler” could desire, would

some decency not be left for the mere office

of Chief Magistrate 1 Is there no “demo
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ralizing influence” in the habitual use of

such language as this, in which the “Cou

rier” notices one of the cabinet organs of

Washington,” a paper called the “Madiso.

nian,” somewhat mild in its tone: indeed,

as will be observed, only too mild for the

taste of the “Courier.”

“Mr. Tyler and his cabinet employ a paper

which is an utter disgrace to the country, and

would be a disgrace to its chief magistrate, if

that were predicable of such a man. It would lower

John Tyler in the estimation of every decent citi-f

zen in the United States, if that individual were

not already at the bottom. As an exponent of the

intellect, the feelings, and the public character

of the present President, we do not undertake to

pronounce this ‘Madisonian’ much out of the

way: but judged by any other standard, or tried

by any other test, that stupid official is a subject

of national humiliation. Would that it were as

gross as the “Globe' in its ruffianism t Would

that it had any stamina or vigor of talent of any sort.

. . . . . . One curse (Tyler) at a time is enough,

even for our sins.”

Oh moral “Courier”! indignant assailer of

the languageof vice. But this is little. We

have heard a good deal amongst ourselves

lately of inducements to assassination, but

what can an inducement to suicide be meant

for It would be a nice question for the

casuists. “Suicide,” remarked the “Cou

rier” on the 20th of December last, “is

agreed on all hands to be a horrible crime,

but if Mr. John Tyler should be left to commit

so shocking an act, it would be easier to look

up ExtENUATING CIRCUMSTANCEs, than in any

case, ancient or modern, within our know

ledgeſ” And what is the effect of all this—

waiting that final and terrible effect which,

if waited for, will come—but to make the

passion for “strong writing” so universal,

that decency is rejected as mere spiritless

stuff. Let us turn for a moment even to that

able and respectable paper, the “American”

• Another “Tyler paper” we find thus character

istically referred to in one of the opposition. “The

proprietors of the newly-established Tyler newspa

er in Philadelphia —the ‘Evening Express'—have

een unfortunate in business: having been arrested

for forgery, and one of them sent to gaol—being un

able to get the 2,000 dollars bail which was demand

ed.” Then, some days later, we have the palliation

by the repentant and reformed editor of this unlucky

newspaper, of his experiences of the party with

j he had been so lately connected. And such

are the almost daily revelations of this atrocious

press: “Our recent accidental .*.*. with

the Tyler administration as editor of the ‘Evening

Express' has enabled us thoroughly to understand

and appreciate the peculiar principles of that branch

of Federalism, known as the Corporal's Guard

(the President's Cabinet 3), and to satisfy our own

mind that a more wicked, corrupt, and BANDitti

Like set of scoundrels, never before leagued to

gether in this republican country, as a political par

ty, clique, cabal, or faction.”

(which we cannot too often place, with the

“Washington Intelligencer,” the “Boston

Daily Advertiser,” and the “New York Eve

ning Post,” apart from their disreputable

contemporaries,) and observe the terms in

which the head of the Republic of America

is spoken of there. It refers to a “mock

veto message” addressed to Congress. “It

was received,” says the American, “with

unanimous contempt. The poor creature can

hardly get himself the honor of a loud laugh

Tom the house now. He has settled into a

hopeless and helpless quietude of infamy, from

which nothing will disturb him till 1845. No

body cares what he says or does or thinks.

He can do us no hurt, and he can do the loco

focos no good. No gentleman in Congress

calls on him ; and he is left to the compan

ionship of the very scavengers of a licen

tious press. He is already a wholesome ex

ample to all traitors and ingrates. . . .

Despised, abused, derided, and almost spit upon

by those for whose unmeaning promises and

deceitful smiles he renounced good faith and

truth ; abhorred by the good for his dishon

esty, and scorned by the bad for his folly ; a

more pitiable instance of self-punished crime

was never seen by an astonished world. His

present elevation is a mere pillory to him. But

we will pelt him no more; for that part of

the sentence has exhausted itself. A more

signal retribution than we now witness in

him, the most ferocious and unforgiving

vengeance could not ask.” Can—we are

obliged to ask, when we read this language

from a quarter we must respect—can even

such forms of government as Washington

and his great associates established, be ex

pected long to outlive this reckless system

of party warfare 1

ne word before we quit these papers on

what the reader may have seen boasted in

some of our extracts as the “out-general

ling” of Lord Ashburton. We feel bound

to say that this was anything but the tone

of the majority of the American papers,

until the publication, in the “Courier and

Enquirer,” of what was called the “private

history of the Ashburton Treaty.” It was

contained in a letter of remonstrance from

a friend of Mr. Webster's, against the con

tinued abuse of that statesman, and it cer

tainly succeeded in turning aside wrath.

Whether or not on reasonable grounds, we

leave others to judge. Our present busi

ness is not to meddle with red-lined maps,

or smart doings, and we simply give the so

called private history as a matter of some

present interest, which occurred to us as

we went through the painful and repulsive

drudgery of transcribing specimens of
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American Newspaper Literature for the pur

poses of this review.

“When Lord Ashburton arrived in Washing

ton, he took an early day to open the subject of his

mission; and with the frankness which marked

his whole course throughout the negotiation, he

advised Mr. Webster that the nature oſhis instruc

tions forbade his yielding any portion of the dis

puted territory north of the line of Highlands.

claimed by the British government to be the true

boundary. This, of course, presented the question

in a very serious light; and Mr. Webster very

promptly informed his lordship that he must

recede from this demand or terminate his mission.

As his instructions were peremptory, he was

about to close his mission of peace, and war be.

tween the two countries appeared inevitable;

when Mr. Webster persuaded him to enter into

a full examination of the whole question, with a

view to make himself acquainted with its real

merits. This he did in obedience to Mr. Web

ster's urgent solicitations; and such was the char

acter ofMr. Webster's representation of the facts—

so perfectly simple did he render this intricate subject

by bringing to bear upon it the force of his mighty

intellect, that Lord Ashburton acknowledged his con

viction of the injustice ºf the claims of his govern

ment to the extent insisted upon, and actually

agreed to remain at Washington until he could

receive additional instructions from his govern

ment, instead of promptly closing his mission, as

he was authorized to do! A delay of six weeks

followed, during which time nothing was heard

in relation to this negotiation; but at the expi

ration of that period the anxiously looked for

instructions arrived, and the treaty was actually

made according to the line of boundary fired upon

by Mr. Webster after Lord Ashburton's mission

under his first instructions had virtually closed. It

is the secret history of that negotiation which can

alone do justice to the Secretary of State.”

*As for the other British negotiator, who

is said to have been “out-generalled,” we

suspect that some mistake may possibly be.

fore long be discovered in that quarter, too,

and that they may not have won who have

laughed the most. Mr. Dickens (to whom

many allusions have been made in these

pages,) having written a perfectly honest

book," must be presumed to have prepared

himself for its reception with men of all

opinions and parties. But such a man can

afford to “go on fearless,” knowing the

audience he will address at last; and we

make a grave error, if his book is not found

in the long run to have hit the hardest, those

evils of the American character which cry

loudly for instant counteraction, and with

the most exquisite feeling and skill to have

developed those germs of good, in which,

rightly and generously cultivated, the endu

ring safety of America and American insti

tutions will alone at last be found. In two

French works named at the head of this

article (and to which we regret that we

have only left ourselves room for very

slight allusion,) we have been struck with

the unconscious support which is given in

almost every page of one of them, to the

* , ºur attention has been directed since this was

written to an indignant disclaimer by Mr. O'Con

nell of a forged letter with his signature that had

“gone the round” of the American press. These

practices are of such every-day occurrence, that

though several are marked in the notes we had ta

ken for our review, we found no opportunity or

special occasion to refer to them. Indeed the º:
of Mr. Dickens has arrived at such an ultra-horrible

and hyperbolical pitch of atrocity, as to render in

dignation needless, and be matter of simple laughter.

We hardly open a paper of the States, half of which

is not devoted to reprints of his writings, and some

rtion of the other half to libels on himself. We

#. not know the exact forgery to which Mr. O'Con

nell alludes, but we find among our memoranda the

following, taken from the ‘New York Herald.’

“An eastern paper contains an extract of a letter

written by Daniel O'Connell to a correspondent in

this country-' Thank God Dickens is not an Irish

man—he is of the texture of a Saxon glutton—and

the more you fill him and stuff him with the good

things of this life, the more overbearing and un

grateful you make him. The more kindness you

extend, and the more praise you bestow upon a gor

mandizer of this order, the more aristocratic and

turbulent notions you drive into his empty and sy

cophantic noddle. . . . DANIEL O'Connell.’ This is

capital—and is a pretty fair account of the celebra

ted Boz.”

It may have been this, or it may have been some

other—for Mr. O'Connell, as a great favorite with

the “patriots” from the fact of himself and his great

Irish cause being supposed to be thorns in the side

of England, is subject to have his authority daily

forged—on which remark is made in the following

extracts from a letter addressed to the editor of the

“Pilot.”

“I saw with great surprise, in the last ‘Pilot,” a

paragraph which you certainly took from some other

newspaper, headed “O'Connell and Dickens,’ and

purporting to be a quotation from an alleged letter of

nine to the editor of a Maryland newspaper, pub

lished at Baltimore, and called the “Hibernian Ad

vocate.' The thing is, from beginning to end, a

gross lie. I never wrote a letter to that newspaper;

nor am I in the habit of corresponding with editors

of American papers. I have seen, indeed, with

great contempt, but without much surprise, in sev

eral American newspapers, letters deliberately pub

lished under my signature, given to the American

public as genuine documents—all, of course, being

forgeries, but published by the editors as if perfectly

genuine. This is a species of outrageous rascality

which has beah seldom attempted in this country,

and seems reserved for the vileness of a great por.

tion of the newspaper press in the United States. . . .

Perhaps it is right that I should add, that few people

admire more the writings of Dickens, or read them

with a deeper interest than I do. I am greatly pleas

ed with his ‘American Notes.” They give me, I

think, a clearer idea of every-day life in America

than I ever entertained before; and his chapter con

taining the advertisements respecting negro slavery,

is more calculated to augment the fixed detestation

of slavery than the most brilliant declamation, or

the most splendid eloquence. That chapter shows

out the hideous features of the system far better than

any dissertation on its evils could possibly produce

them—odious and disgusting to the public eye.”
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sound and impartial observation of Mr.

Dickens, and with the excellent means of

judgment supplied by the other, as to the

way in which his style and manner of re

cording those impressions would affect an

intelligent, and perfectly impartial mind.

M. Philarète Chasles (whom we are also

happy to claim as an assenting party to our

views on the American press,) gives it as

his opinion, that after examining carefully

the late books of travels in the United

States, he has found the most recent of

them—though neither piquing itself on

philosophy nor profundity, though neither

ill-humored nor presuming—by far the most

gay, the most spirited, the most effective

and complete, in its delineation of Ameri

can life and character. He quotes, in a

capital translation, some of the comic

sketches of Mr. Dickens, and remarks of

them that no doubt they may be charged as

dealing with petty and insignificant detail,

but that this very detail it is which reveals

the peculiarities of such a people. “It is

by those familiar and minute facts,” he ob

serves, “that you arrive at the true under

standing of a nation, as yet too young and

already too powerful, too informed and yet

too advanced, to have escaped the suscepti

bilities, the weaknesses, the bullying, the

‘niaiseries des parvenus.' I prefer these

sketches, for my own part,” he adds, “to

learned dissertations.” And this prefer

ence, we may safely predict, will be one

day pretty general.

It will have been seen, in the course of

our present remarks, that we are not with

out some expectation, fairly grounded, of a

possible and early revolt of the educated

classes of America against the odious ty.

ranny which we have thus done our best to

expose. We have noted what we are ſain

to believe plain symptoms of its having al

ready begun. . In that case we shall not be

easily tempted to return to a subject which

it is on every account most decorous to

leave in the hands of those whose welfare

it most nearly concerns, and which we only

in the first instance approached with deep

and unaffected reluctance.

But it will not do to begin the strife by

undervaluing the power of the antagonist.

We never knew good result from a feeling

of that kind. The first element of success

in every such struggle is to grapple at

once with the whole extent of evil: not to

look at it with the reservation of your own

delicacies and doubts, and perhaps limited

field of experience, but fully, unreservedly,

and with that broad—if you will, that vul

gar-gaze, which shall take in every pos

sible interest comprehended or concerned.

Some such mistake as this, we think, is the

mistake of an eloquent, manly, thoughtful,

and most acute writer, in the last number

of that excellent periodical, the “North

American Review.” He thinks that the

profligate papers, “numerous as they are,

and widely as their circulation ranges,”

may “open their foul mouths in full cry

upon a man of character, year after year,

and through every state in the Union,” but,

“can harm him no more than the idle wind.

They are read, despised, and the next da

utterly forgotten.” We do not know .#

that may lurk in that expression—a man of

character—but we do know that there has

not been a public man engaged in the ser

vice of the American state, since the death

of Washington, whose means of usefulness

have not been impaired by these infamous

assailants. But we discussed this fully on a

former occasion, and will only put it to this

honest writer now, whether on greater re

flection he would feel as sure, supposing

these prints to be “despised,” that they

would still continue to be “read.” Of him,

and of others with the same cultivated

mind and lofty purpose, we would earnestly

implore to look abroad from the small and

select community in which they live, and

understand without further compromise, or

hinderances self-imposed, the mischiefs of

this wide-spread pestilence. We believe

that, by forming a rallying point for all that

is good and virtuous in America, they have

it in their power to stay the plague. Nor

are we without the confident hope of hav

ing, at no distant day, to record some gal

lant and successful effort towards that great

end.

At any rate, when we meet the Ameri

cans next, it will be with some pleasanter

things to say to them. It is our intention

to examine the more general characteristics

of the original works they have put forth

within the last few years, as their claim to

the commencement of a literature of their

own. Our former remark on this subject

has been greatly misunderstood, if not

greatly misrepresented. When we doubted

if the foundations had yet been laid of a

NATIONAL literature, we could not mean to

imply any thing so manifestly unjust, as

that natives of America, since the estab

lishment of their Republic, have not written

many able and admirable books.
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THE WRONGS OF PUNCH.

HIS EXPULSION FROM FRANCE—LETTER THEREON

TO KING LOUIS-Philippe.

From the London Charivari.

Packet Boat Inn, Dover, Feb. 11.

Citizen KING.—For once indignation has

been too much for sea-sickness. I have

this moment, in a half-tempest, arrived from

Boulogne—thrust from the port by the

oint of the sword. Yes; it is true—Punch

is no longer to be admitted into France.

Punch, who—but I have swallowed another

goutte of brandy, and will subdue my feel

Ings.

%d is it thus, Louis, -is it thus you use

an old friend | You, whom I have counted

upon as almost my idolater; you, whose

wariness—whose ingenuity—whose fine

sense of self-preservation made you seem

to the eyes of all men the first disciple of

the school of Punch—do you now use your

old master as whilom Plato maltreated So

crates ?

It is barely two days since, and with what

a jocund heart did}. my wife (I am

roud to say with a complimentary mist in

É. eyes) at the wharf of London bridge |

How did that heart sink as the boat boiled

past the Reculvers—how very ill, indeed,

was 1 off the North Foreland—how more

than puppy-sick ere I reached the port of

Boulogne : “Never mind,” thought I, as

I quitted the Magnet ; “here, at least, is

Balm of Gilead at two francs a bottle !”

and with the thought the violet hue of my

nose subsided, my blood quickened, and I

stept out airily towards the Custom-house.

“What is your name 1” says the clerk,

with a suspicious look—a look significantly

answered by a corps of douaniers—“What

is your name 1”

You know the graceful bend of my back

—the smile that ordinarily puckers up my

mouth. With that bend and that smile then,

I answered—“Punch.”

“C'est bien—it is henceforth not per

mitted that your blood shall circulate in

France. Otez ce coquin—take the vagabond

away!” Thus spoke the man in authority;

and in a trice, I was escorted to the Water

Witch, then starting for Dover, and was in

two hours and a half seated in an English

inn, where—

[I beg your pardon, but I am interrupted.

A man (a Dover waterman) has followed

me to my hotel to beg—that is, enforce—

“sixpence” for the accommodation of a

plank from the wharf to the boat, the steam

company, the mayor and magistrates of

Dover smiling blandly on the extortion.]

I sank back in my chair, and endeavored

to review my past doings. How—how,

thought I, can I have stirred the philosophic

bile of my good friend, Louis Philippe 1

For what can he have thus turned me out

of Boulogne—wherefore stop my travels in

France 1

Whilst in this exceedingly brown study,

a Frenchman entered the room. He threw

a piercing look at me, lifted his hat with a

mixture of scorn and forced politeness, and

said—“..Mille pardons—mais—n'est-ce pas—

Ponch º'?

“Then you know me, monsieur t” said I.

“Oui monsieur—I have read your things

in Boulogne — in Paris” —and still the

Frenchman scowled, then laughed, as I

thought, vindictively.

“Sir, I am happy at this meeting. You

may, perhaps,.. a doubt that just now

eats up my brain. In the first place, I have

—yes—Punch has been turned out of

France.”

“C'est bien—c'est fort bien,” said the

Frenchman, with open delight.

“Bless me!” I exclaimed—“Why, what

have I done 1”

“What have you not done t” roared the

Frenchman.

With subdued voice, I begged of him to

enumerate my written offences. It seemed

to him a labor of love, for he drew his chair

close to the table, squared his elbows upon

it, and his eyes flashing, and his moustache

twisting and working like a young eel, thus

began.

“In the first place,—Did you not call

Louis-Philippe hard names about the Span

ish business : When, Orca, Leon, and

others were tricked to be shot by Christina,

did you not accuse Louis-Philippe of having

his finger in the bloodshed 7”

“I did.”

“Secondly,–Did you not place the

Great Napoleon on a monument of froth,

spouting from a bottle of imperial pop 1”

“It can't be denied.”

“Thirdly,–Did you not sneer at our

colonies 1 Did you not more than doubt

the justice of our cutting Arab throats, and

extracting true glory from bloodshed 1 Did

you not laugh at the Trappists, and fling

hard names upon General Bugeaud 1

“All quite true.”

“Fourthly,–Did you not desecrate—

yes, desecrate—the eloquence of Monsieur

Dumas, when he turned a funeral oration

on poor Orleans into a drama for the Porte

St.-Martin 1”

“I confess it.”

“And do you not, almost every week,
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preach up what you insolently call the mis

chief of glory, and question the born right

of every Frenchman to carry fire and blood

shed into every country he can get into—

and more, do you not laugh at and de

nounce, what is as dear to every French

man as the recollection of his mother's

milk, a hatred, an undying hatred, to En

gland and all that's English t”

“I own to every word of it.”

“And more—do you not .... ?”

“I beg your pardon, monsieur,” said a

stage-coachman, at this point entering the

room, “if you are the gentleman as is go

ing to Canterbury, time's up.”

The Frenchman did not finish his sen

tence, but rising, and again liſting his hat,

he with a grim smile and flashing eyes,

stalked away.

And now, my quondam friend Louis

Philippe, I have put the above colloquy to

paper, that I may herewith ask you, if your

subject and fellow-citizen is right as to the

causes which (under your orders) have shut

me out of France 1 If they be not, you

will drop me a line. If they be, I will take

your silence (and smuggle accordingly) for

affirmation. Yours,

“As thou usest me,” PUNCH.

JULIA CesAREA.—The following is an extract from

a letter written from Algiers by an artillery officer,

and communicated to the Academy of Belles Let

tres. “I have just spent some days amidst the

ruins of Julia Cesarea. I have some right to give

that name to the modern Cherchell, since I have

been the first to discover four inscriptions bearing

the name of that ancient city. I have found many

other less important inscriptions. Would that I

could also place under your eyes the admirable Co

rinthian capital, the granite pillars, and the ancient

tombs—the fellows of the Kebor Roumiae, and, like

it, no doubt, of Numidian origin. The English

traveller Shaw mentions the gigantic wall of three

leagues circuit which formed the inclosure of Ce.

sarea, but he says nothing of the period of its con

struction. I think that the erection of this wall

must be referred to the second occupation of Africa

by the Romans, when ancient civilization shed its

first light on these shores.” Many persons, reck

less of the lessons of history, begin to appreciate the

ancients when they find that our engineers have

nothing better to do than to fortify themselves bc

hind walls raised by engineers who lived fourteen

centuries ago. The old part of this city also bears

witness to the power of the Romans.’ ”—-Athen’m.

The Cuinese Treasure —Yesterday evening, at 7

o'clock, five waggons, each drawn by four horses,

and a cart drawn by two horses, all heavily laden,

entered the gateway of the Royal Mint, escorted by

a detachment of the 60th Regiment, with the Chi

nese silver, amounting to £1,000,000 sterling, being

the first consignment of the indemnity to be paid by

the Celestial Empire.

REMINISCENCES OF MEN AND THINGS.

By onE who HAS A GOOD MEMORY.

From Fraser's Magazine.

M. ThierS.

WHEN first my eyes caught a glimpse of

the shining silver spectacles of little Mon

sieur Thiers, he was living in a very modest

manner on a rather high étage in a by no

means prepossessing house in Paris. Dingy,

dark, and dirty was the staircase, and the

porter growled a sullen “oui” when the

friend whom I accompanied inquired, if

Mr. Adolphe Thiers resided in the dwell

ing of which that illustrious keeper was the

legally authorised preserver. fear that

at that time the little man was not so gen

erous in his “etrennes” to the aforesaid

porter as he was afterwards in a position

to be, since at any rate it struck me forci

bly, that Thiers was not a popular name in

the establishment in question. This was

prior to the Revolution of 1830, and at that

time our hero loved and swore by that very

Armand Carrel, whom afterwards he perse

cuted and traduced. The former was en

gaged in writing for the republican Nation

al, which he had assisted in establishing,

and in preparing the minds of the too ar

dent “Jeunes Gens” for that call “to arms”

which the tocsin of the capital soon after

thundered in their ears. Thiers was one of

those who conspired to bring about the

Revolution of 1830. He did this, first, be

cause his principles or his doctrines, his

convictions or his professions, were at that

time of a republican character. He did so,

second, because I think he believed that it

was the intention of the elder branch of the

house of Bourbon to overthrow the consti

tutional character of Louis XVIII., and to

render it purely monarchical. He did so,

third, because he saw no hope for himself,

or for the extreme party with which he was

connected, of ever arriving at power and

office, without “the men of the past” were

all driven from their posts to make room

for “Young France;” and he did so, fourth,

because he belonged to those who hated the

Bourbons. One of his associates at that

time was Mignet, of whom they tell the

following curious anecdote. When asked

by the Duke de Guiche what was the reason

of his animosity to the Bourbon race, as a

race, he replied, “Parceque je n'aime pas les

Bourbons.” “But why do you not love the

Bourbons 1” demanded the duke. “It is

not an answer to my inquiry why do you

hate the Bourbons to say, because I do not

love them.” Mignet smiled, but retorted
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on his political interrogator in the follow

ing manner:—

“I once knew a lady who said she did

not like mackerel. Now to me who was,

and still am, a great lover of mackerel, this

appeared extraordinary; and I asked her,

‘Pray, madam, why do you not like mack

erel ?” “Because I do not like mackerel,”

was her answer, and she would give me no

other.

The duke thought that both M. Mignet

and the lady, might have given better rea

sons than they did for their mutual dislike,

but he perceived that the distastes of both

were at any rate inveterate. I think this

story will illustrate that which I wish to

impress on the readers of “Regina,” that

little M. Thiers had a constitutional hatred

for the Bourbons, just as his other friend,

Béranger, had, when he sung his treasona

ble but witty song, “And still the Bourbons

held the Throne.” The young men of

France knew nothing of the Bourbons.

How should they The first revolution

had banished them ; and the empire with its

glory and its disgrace had been the period

during which the then youth of France had

been nursed, cradled, and educated. Those

who had not been carried off by the con

scription, or mown down by the sabre or

the grape-shot of the European alliance,

were, in nine hundred out of every thou

sand cases, wholly ignorant of why they

fought, or of who were the Bourbons, or

where they resided. They had heard of

the decapitation of Louis XVI, and of

Marie Antoinette, but of Louis XVIII. and

Count D'Artois, or the Duke d'Angoulême

and his admirable and immortal duchess,

and especially of the son of Egalité Or

leans, they were as ignorant as they were

of the Emperor of China or the Governor

of the Moon. The old republicans who

had not in 1814 expired, undoubtedly took

great pains to convince the people that the

Bourbons were Jesuits, enthusiastically at

tached to all that was Romish, bigotted,

and “saintly,” and got up a sort of “chari

vari”, against the priests and the altar.

Now M. Thiers, living in a department far

removed from civilization and good life, re

ceived his early impressions from those,

who wholly mistook at any rate the cha

racter of Louis XVIII. ; and being also op

posed alike to the Protestant and to the

Catholic churches, was prepared on his ar

rival at Paris to join in the cry of, “Down

with the Jesuits!” This cry of “Down

with the Jesuits!” was a senseless one, be

cause Louis XVIII. was as free from popish,

as he was from Protestant influences. He

was a thorough man of the world. He had

lived in many countries and in very trouble

some times; he had seen many religions

at work, as well as in theory. He was a

good scholar, and not far removed from

being a philosopher, and those who called

him a Jesuit were rogues or dunces. He

was a man with a great mind, much wit,

and sound discretion, and he was no more

a Jesuit than Charles James Fox or Robert

Southey. When, then, little M. Thiers

pretended to believe that the restoration of

the Bourbons was the revival of popery, he

either evinced great ignorance, or he in

sulted and perverted truth and facts. If I

dwell a little longer on this point, it is be

cause I feel its importance. The eldest

branch of the house of Bourbon was shame

fully misrepresented. Louis XVIII. had no

more the desire of reigning in a spirit of

priestcraft, than he had of living on “soupe

maigre,” or of dying in a cloister. But M.

Thiers and the men of his age, opinions,

and calibre, knew that there was no better

way of running down the Bourbons in

France than by adding to their royal titles

the epithet of “Jesuit:” and this plan was

eventually successful.

At the time to which I am now, however,

more especially alluding, Louis XVIII. was

dead. Those liberal tricksters who had

libelled him when living, then affected to

believe that France had lost the most con

stitutional of monarchs; and when Charles

X. ascended the throne, the liberal prints

poured forth daily their regrets for the wise

and enlightened prince, who had descended

to the tomb of the Capets. It was then that

M. Thiers first began to hope for the fu

ture ; and then, also, it was that Laffitte

declared that the house of Bourbon would

be unable to stand against the power of the

house of Laffitte. No man was more regu

lar at the revolutionary, or quasi revolu

tionary soirées of the said M. Laffitte than

Adolphe Thiers. There he spouted an

archy, and foamed sedition, and there it

was that he oſten repeated the famous de

claration, “That the king reigns, but does

not govern.” This was one of those French

maxims which captivated the ignorant, and

delighted the thoughtless.

The soirées of M. Laffitte were very lit

tle more violent, however, than those at the

Palais Royal Undoubtedly, the then Duke

of Orleans (now Louis Philippe) kept up

the appearance of respect to his king and

relative, Charles X. ; but Barthélemy and

Méry, Benjamin Constant and Laffitte, Bé

ranger, Lafayette, and all the uproarious

and discontented spirits of the age, were
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well received and applauded, by the then

first subject of the realm. It was at this

period that M. Thiers first made the ac

quaintance of his future sovereign, and it

was then that he paved his way for his sub

sequent reception at the palace of the Tuil

eries.

It is a fact which has been too frequently

forgotten, that the revolution of 1830 was

by no means an “impromptu.” It is not

true that M. Thiers, for example, was not

fully prepared for its accomplishment. He,

and those who acted with him, planned the

measures and the opposition which should,

in the end, compel the monarchy to stand

on the defensive.

“We will drive the old Jesuit to a coup

d'etat,” said M. Thiers, on one occasion,

when speaking of his king, Charles X. :

“they wish to govern legally, that is, accord,

ing to the letter of the law; but we will make

him rule according to its spirit !!”

At the period of which I am now speak

ing little Thiers was a very poor man. His

two-franc dinners, or one shilling and eight

pence, wine included, were by no means

rare; and none but himself would have

dared to predict that he would afterwards

become the associate of the rulers, and of

the prime ministers of Europe. Not indeed,

that such men as Talleyrand ever forgot

Thiers's origin: but he who said that “lan

guage was given to enable men to conceal

their thoughts,” also said, “that Thiers

was a fop without elegance, an aristocrat

without real pretensions or family, and a

political demagogue without courage or

foresight.” Still Talleyrand availed him.

self of his services, admired his dexterity

in boxing the political compass, and used

to declare “that Adolphe was the only

man of merit who had sprung from the

hotbed of the barricades.” “Talleyrand

sucked the orange, and rejected peel and

;. said Odillon Barrot in one of his

appy moments; but when little Thiers

heard of it, he vowed vengeance against

both his patron and his competitor.

I shall never forget M. Thiers's aspect in

the Rue Richelieu, as he hurried with a quick

and eager step towards the bureau of the

journal Le Temps, as soon, or immediately

after the appearance of the ordinances of

Charles X., to assist in preparing “the pro

test” of the journalists against the decrees

of the sovereign. He evidently felt that all

his future depended on that very present

moment; and he knit his brow, clenched

his fist, and stamped steadfastly the ground,

as a man will do who resolves to play his

very best card, and to run the risk of all

consequences. He had evidently also some

confidence in his star of good luck; and

though the police might have disturbed

Monsieur Jacques Coste's orgies, and car

ried off the conspirators to gaol, little

Adolphe Thiers acted on the broad con

stitutional maxim, “that those who were

born to be hung will never be drowned,” or

that those who are born to be prime minis

ters will never die sub or even chief editors

of journals. At one of the various meet

ings of political partisans and leaguers held

in those eventful times, General Sebastiani,

afterwards ambassador of Louis Philippe to

the court of St. James's was present,L

“I am no conspirator,” said the count ;

“I am not come here to arm against my

king; but simply to counsel him.”

When this was told to Thiers, he replied,

“Poor man his world is in his pocket !

his sea is a puddle ! his storm a wind of

fans ! and when he conspires, it will be un

der the immediate protection of Madame
7?

On another occasion, when told that

Casimir Perier was known to be favorable

to the popular movement, he exclaimed,

“Yes, as favorable as a farmer is to locusts,

as favorable as a miser is to spendthrifts, as

favorable as a merchant is to bankrupts.”

Thiers saw in the revolution of 1830 his

only chances of future fame, wealth, and

distinction; and never did any gamester

more wholly cast his fortune on a die. It

turned up “trumps,” and he became rich

and powerful. His visions became realities,

and no one could desire more than he did,

to render them all solid and durable. Still

in spite of his “palaver”—and few men can

talk as well as Adolphe Thiers—he had

some difficulty in ingratiating himself with

the then Duke of Orleans. If Talleyrand

had not taken him by the hand to do as he

told him, and had not so confided in his

docility as to countenance what to other

less discerning minds would have appeared

to be temerity, all his manoeuvring under

the restoration, and during the last days of

the old monarchy, would have been wholly

useless. Indeed, the first offices held by

M. Thiers under the elective monarchy of

1830 proved that his alliance was less de

sired, than his opposition was apprehended.

He was “the" man, par ercellence, of the

barricades. Mauguim and Barrot, Cor

menin and Arago, Constant and Perier, Laf

fitte and Lafayette, had long been known,

and their value variously estimated. In

fact, the public mind had been made up

about them; and such men as Salverte and

Villemain, as Royer Collard and Guizot, or
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as Berryer and Chateaubriand, were known

and judged of all parties But little Thiers,

sparkling Thiers, dashing, foaming, ranting,

coaxing, wheedling Thiers, was a new man.

He had no antecedents. His past was obscu

rity; his present, agitation and uncertainty;

his future was an enigma. But not so to him.

He knew that he was prepared to sacrifice

men, principles, people, the throne,—all—

all for power; and he knew that power with

him meant wealth, ease, luxury, enjoyment,

influence, and—fame. But fame was sec

ondary to wealth; and Gold was his idol '!!

When first I saw M. Thiers as under

secretary of state, he appeared to have

grown twelve inches. His “I” this, and

his “I” that, was changed to the royal

“we ;” and he looked at his master as one

who thought “the power behind the throne

would soon be greater than the throne it

self.” His spirit could not brook a supe

rior. To be prime minister, as he after

wards was, would evidently not be a suffi

ciently elevated position to satisfy him, if

the monarch, when he should counsel,

should dare to retain an independent opin

ion. Hence his beloved maxim, “that the

king reigns in constitutional monarchies,

but does not govern.” But Louis Philippe

has, fortunately for France and for Europe,

despised it.

When next I saw M. Thiers, he was a

minister of state | Heavens—what a splash!

He put at defiance the aristocracy The

furniture was new and magnificent; the re

freshments were sumptuous; the lights

were regal' All Paris talked of his initia

tive fête as an affair belonging to the “Ara

bian Night's Entertainments;” and the little

man looked six feet high even without his

'boots'

When the old hereditary families of

France occupied ministerial posts, they

were reserved in their demeanor, modest in

their carriage, diffident in their habits, and

economical in their proceedings. When M.

de Peyronnet expended upon his ministerial

hotel a few extra hundred pounds sterling,

the revolutionists of 1829 saddled him per

sonally with the expenses in question; but

when little Thiers, the nobody of 1829, the

revolutionist of 1830, and the minister of

1832, threw napoleons to upholsterers by

the basket-full, in order that Madame d’Ap.

ony, the Austrian ambassadress, might not

augh at his descent, and ridicule his ple

beianism, the great little man sat on brocad

ed velvet, slept on eider down, compressed,

however, into ministerial mattresses, and

drank iced Tokay because the world could

not supply a more expensive beverage. In

those days of regal sumptuousness he ex

claimed, “Who can afford to be splendid, if

it be not the minister of a monarchy, where

the people pay for all with their eyes open t”

Poor “people !” But what cared he for re

proach or scorn ? He was minister of state,

and he triumphed over both friends and foes!

I remember one of Thiers's satellites at

this period was a celebrated Parisian gour

mand 1 The baron liked Thiers, as an old

lady likes a young coxcomb, his friend

ship tickled his vanity. Every one talked

of the “little minister;” and as he said very

odd things in a very droll way, nothing de

lighted this lover of the “delicacies of the

table” so much, as to tell all the good things

this said minister had uttered at his, the

gourmand's table. The baron, myself, and

a few others met at the house of D—,

where good wines were plentiful, and hos

pitality was displayed with elegance and

taste. The baron spoke of Thiers with

rapture. He had dined with him the previ

ous day. He had said so many capital

things that the gourmand was in ecstasies;

and amongst them were the following (I

give them in English, for the benefit of the

unlearned):—“Why was the revolution of

1830 a legitimate revolution?—Because it

had been made by “the sovereign people!”

“What was the greatest miracle of modern

times 1—The election of Louis Philippe to

be king of the French: first, because he

was elected because he was a Bourbon; and

yet, second, although he was a Bourbon.”

M. Dupin, “the double of Lord Brougham,”

afterwards made a “parceque” and a

“quoigue” out of this joke ; but it was ori

ginally the property of little Thiers. “Why

is Prince Tallyrand the most able of diplo

matists 1—Because his left hand is ignorant

of the proceedings of his right;" or, in

other words, because with him “words are

made to conceal, and not to express convic

tions.” Who is the keenest monarch in all

Europe 1–Louis Philippe.” “Why?—Be

cause when he played for a crown he gained

a kingdom, and kept his own fortune,”—al

luding to the able arrangements of that

prince before he accepted the throne, by

which he secured his own large private re

venues to his family, ere he entered into

possession of the crown estates. There

were several more of the same class, which

really sounded very well over a bottle or

two of the best hermitage I ever remember

to have tippled.

There was another man named H 2

the man of business, the go-between, the

pocket-handkerchief of Monsieur le ministre.

It was his duty to take a “cabriolet de re
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mise” every morning at nine o'clock, and

drive to the hotel of the minister of the

barricades. He had the right of private

entry. He was charged to “confabulate”

and “conspirate” with the commissary

at the exchange, who was yet charged to

protect (!!) the French public from the tricks

and manoeuvres of all men—except minis

ters of state. They were of course too ex

alted, too honorable, too high-minded to re

quire any watchers over their proceedings;

and for this reason it was that the tremen

dous fluctuations in the French and Spanish

funds at the Paris Bourse always were the

result of ministerial trickings. Poor H

had an unfortunate face of his own, for he

looked cold, cadaverous, and yet spiteful.

He never constructed one sentence in his

life, beginning and ending naturally. He

never looked at another man's eyes, except

when the other man was blind. He never

went straight to a street, lane, or house, but

walked and rode, like a crab, tortuously and

unpleasantly. His voice was dull, heavy,

and funereal; but he played the part of

“mysterious” a la merveille, and even rais

ed a silver cover of a dish of vegetables,

as if he expected the contents of a “green

bag” would be let loose by his effort. He

never appeared to have made up his mind

as to the answer he should give even to the

simplest question, and looked embarrassed

when you said, “How d'ye do *" Now that

man was my aversion. But he was a “han

dy man” for M. Thiers; for H would,

if he could, have kept even from himself his

own secrets, lest he himself should tell him

self that which he knew M. Thiers ought

never to have confided to another. But

H–– was the “dirty-work man” of JMon

sieur le ministre, and both found the ac

quaintance most desirable and engaging.

In plain terms, to H–a small commission on

all sales and purchases of stocks was an ob

ject; and to Thiers, his friend's devotedness

was the means of enabling him to carry out

all his patriotic (!!) and unselfish policy. H–

knew well when to tell a “very great secret;”

to whom to tell it; that it might be spread

the most rapidly; and how to profit by it, ei

ther for a rise or fall in the three per cents.

But to return to the minister himself.

Although he had assisted in getting up the

drama of the revolution, he found that it

was a much more difficult task than he had

anticipated, to chain the rampant spirits he

had aided in letting loose upon society.

This annoyed him greatly. The émeutes

and insurrections of 1832, 1833, and 1834,

often put him into prodigious passions. On

one occasion, the then prefect of police at

Paris said to him, “Monsieur le Ministre,

there is a more formidable organization at

the present moment in this city against the

government of the king than you seem to

be aware of. The conspiracy has reached

the ranks of the National Guards, and we

cannot rely on them.”

“Enough 1–Enough 1” cried little Thiers,

jumping on his feet, and slapping the table

with his right hand,-" they'll conspire, will

they? Against me too!—against the gov

ernment l—against the king ! I know them

—I dare them—I’ll crush them! They

shout for liberty, do they 1. Then they shall

not have it! Liberty, indeed! the rascals

—the scorpions! I'll try them before

courts-martial—I’ll shoot them—I’ll guillo

tine them | What do they want 1 War

with the world, I suppose ! Cowards! they

would be the first to run away. “Young

France,’ and ‘Young Germany,’ and ‘Young

Poland,’ are we to be governed then by

beardless sucklings, and by a government

of bibs and tuckers 1 I know them. They

are penniless hawkers of sedition; they

live in the puddles, and rake filth in the

ditches of society; they would fatten upon

blood and beauty, and dance to the sound of

the axe, as it fell on the necks of all who

were wealthier than themselves | They are

reptiles, they are regicides—parricides—

any thing—every thing, to reach fat larders

and well-stored cellars. They shall do nei

ther. I will crush them ''' and then he

gave the table another such a slap as made

the prefect stare, and must almost have

alarmed the mahogany itself.

But M. Thiers kept his word. He at

tacked those very principles of the Revolu

tion, which he had been foremost to pro

claim and to put into operation, with a vigor

which astonished even his coadjutors, and

which caused his quondam associates to de

nominate him “the Assassin of Liberty.”

Casimir Perier also indulged occasionally in

violent outbreaks against the Revolution.

On one occasion a townsman of his, a na

tive of Grenoble, called at an early hour

upon that most extraordinary man. He

found Casimir Perier just about taking his

morning bath, but this was no impediment

to the interview.

“They say, M. Perier, that you will not

be able to maintain your ground, and that

your system will be overthrown, for that

France will have her matural frontiers, and

500,000 men will arm themselves,and march

to the Rhine.”

Perier sat up erect, clenched his fist,

and looked the veriest hurricane in the uni

verse, and broke out as follows:
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“They say ! who are they? Some ranting

maniacs at the Salpêtrière—some madmen

at Charenton! “They say ” who are your

they's, sir? not one man who has a hope of

ever laying his fingers, by honest means, on

another five-franc piece during his life. Not

one man who has a child to love, a wife to

defend, or a mistress to caress. Not one

man who is removed even but one degree

from helpless idiotcy, or from frantic insani.

ty. They say ! Tell me who they are Let

me know their names, where they breathe

without living, and exist in foetid atmos

pheres, and with vice, crime, and corrup.

tion. Ah l ah! So I shall not be able to

maintain my ground, eh? Then they must

kill me, stab me, crush me by their brute

force, and scatter my dust to the winds.

France has no natural frontiers. Thev are

asses, fools, beasts, who talk thus. There

are no such things as “natural” frontiers,

except the sea which forms the boundary of

the land. Tell these wretched dunces that

France is too large already, because she

contains them. 500,000 men who will clothe

themselves, and march to the Rhine! Where

were they at the capitulation of Paris 1

Where were they after the defeat at Water

loo ! Where were they at the adieu at

Fontainebleau ? Where were they when

their emperor sailed to St. Helena, his pri

son and his grave 1 Let them clothe them

selves if they can, wretched, ragged, loath

some, cowardly conspirators' But the first

man who marches towards the Rhine is

dead. I will have no war. I will have no

European coalition against France. I will

not have the Prussians bivouac in our

streets, and the English encamp in our Bois

de Boulogne and our Champs Elysées. Tell

}. ur “they's' so, from me, sir. I defy them.

et them do their worst. I will make no

concessions. Peace, peace, peace, I will

have ; and of those who shall attempt to

disturb it I will make signal examples.”

When this indignant, but eloquent sen

tence was over, Perier rose from his bath,

dressed in great agitation, continued during

the whole period of his toilette his vehement

philippics against the war and revolutionary

parties; and kept his Grenoble friend for

nearly an hour, under the influence of this

sort of moral hailstorm. At length the

statesman was physically exhausted, and

he sunk upon a chair. Still, however, his

Grenoble opponent remained firm to his

opinion; and, at length, Perier, no longer

able to endure the opposition, seized him

by the collar of his coat, and exclaimed:—

“Are you too, then, one of these “they's'

who will crush me, defeat me ! You shall

not succeed. The very bowels of society

in France shall be got into, the secrets of

every hearth and home shall be known, the

deepest depths of secrecy shall be explored,

and a man shall not have the privilege of

his own thoughts, or the sacredness of his

own hopes and desires, before France shall

be ruined by a band of secret conspirators.

Tell them all so. I defy them "

The Grenoble “Patriot” at length be

came as peevish, irritable, and untractable

as the minister himself; and but for the

arrival of a friend, the scene might have

been by no means convenable for a premier.

But who can refrain from admiring the

grandeur of the man who, knowing he was

right, would die, rather than abandon the

cause of order, truth, and real patriotism 1

Alas! he did die the victim of his own man

liness of purpose, and of his own sincerity

of conviction.

When this scene was related to Thiers,

he capered about the room in a sort of

paroxysm of joy, and as one of his very

favorite terms is canaille, he repeated it

again and again, applying it, of course each

time to those who opposed the “peaceable

and legal” policy of M. Perier. And yet

that admirable man had but little confidence

in M. Thiers. He admired his talents, and

who that has heard him at the tribune,

when he was in a happy mood, could refrain

from doing so 1 But he had little confidence

in his principles, and no respect for his

opinion. M. Thiers knew this; but Perier

was a mighty rock, a great deliverer, a

giant amidst pigmies, and it suited the

young demi-minister to fight for the time as

an underling, rather than to be separated

from the cause of peace and order. M.

Guizot stood on far different grounds.

Casimir Perier admired his virtue and in

tegrity, as well as his talents, and confided

at once in his judgment, and his heart.

Guizot is certainly no admirer of M. Thiers.

The latter acted with the former in hours

alike perilous to the throne and to the

country, but when the season of peril was

past, they found that their views as to the

best means of preventing the return of

similar physical and moral disasters, were

widely different. In fact, Thiers is the

mountebank minister, Guizot the philoso

phic statesman.

The great use of M. Thiers, as a coadjutor

in a Conservative ministry, was this, that

he did essentially belong to the Revolution,

and that, in that particular, he formed the

contrast to the men of the empire and the

men of the Restoration, who were members

of the various French administrations from
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1830 to 1840. When the press, the public

schools, the colleges, the streets resounded

with the cry of “We have not only the

same principles, but even the same men as

the Restoration. We have changed nothing

but the youngest, or the left-handed branch

of the house of Bourbon, for the old and

ancient branch of the Capets:” the answer

invariably was, “You cannot say this of M.

Thiers, and yet he, the man of the Revolu

tion, is with us.” Now this was all very

well, as being ad captandum, with a descrip

tion of people such as the French, but M.

Thiers of 1829 and 1830 was not the same

man as M. Thiers the minister. On the

contrary, he had renounced his principles,

abandoned his party, and mainly assisted in

depopularising those very dogmas and

opinions which, by his periodical and other

writings, he had so greatly aided to get

into vogue.

But there was another reason why M.

Thiers was so soon called to power, and so

prematurely raised to a position of eminence

and importance, and that was, that the Left

wanted a powerful, intrepid, eloquent, and

energetic leader; and if they had obtained

the aid of that gentleman, he would have

been found to be a very formidable, not to

say dangerous, antagonist. The new dy

nasty had too many enemies to be able to

afford to add one to their number, and es

pecially one, whom it was easy to conciliate,

and not difficult to purchase. Besides

which, he was an acute man, a clever man

of business, a man of action and energy,

and prepared to break with his former

party, and to expose its weakness. There

was, likewise, a still stronger reason than

all the rest, and that was his unquestionable

talent as a public speaker. He is petulant,

waspish, tyrannical, unfair in debate, if you

will; but he is coaxing, winning, emphatic,

personal, and decided. He is far more than

this, he is really and truly eloquent. Oh!

I have heard him, in his loftiest and best

moments, enforce with manly courage true

constitutional principles: and carry along

with him not merely the attention, but the

sympathies and hearts, of an excited and

delighted auditory ! Bursts of long-pent-up

applause would mark the homage and the

interest of those who listened to, and were

held captive by, his powers. For whilst no

public man of the present day, in any part

of the world, has exposed himself so much

to reproach and censure by his tergiversa

tion, his selfishness, his love of money and

of display, and his forgetfulness of the no

thingness of his origin, as has this gentle

man; yet it would be perfectly ridiculous

to deny to him the possession of great

oratorical powers. And those powers are

the more striking, and remarkable, inas

much as Nature has done nothing for him.

His person is diminutive, his features by no

means prepossessing, his eyes concealed by

spectacles, his voice frequently nasal and

disagreeable, his manners plebeian and vul

gar, his whole air that of a marchand of the

better class, huckstering or bargaining for

goods or for credit. No one would make

such a mistake as to say, “That's the son

of a nobleman,” or, “He belongs to the

class of gentlemen or of landed proprietors,”

or even of men of letters, except, indeed, it

is to the hectoring school of French jour

nalism. And yet let the veriest enemy of

Thiers existing on the face of the earth,

including the Emperor Nicholas and the

good old ex-King William of Holland, hear

him on a gala day attack the Republicans,

or defend the cause of peace and order, and

he must spring forward to shake him by the

hands, and congratulate him on his triumph.

Yes, and even when changing his tone, al

tering his tack, and, as the late Marquess of

Londonderry once said, “turning his back

uponj; he has pleaded for restrain- .

ing the prerogatives of Louis Philippe, has

argued in behalf of a French armed inter

vention in Spanish affairs, and has, by half

promises and many phrases, cheered on

Mehemet Ali in his opposition to his mas

ter the sultan; still M. Thiers has so won

upon the imaginations of his opposers, by

his poetry and his persuasiveness, that they

have left the Chamber of Deputies unable

to remain in hostility to one, who could so

enchain them. And yet M. Thiers has none

of the attributes of an ancient orator, ex

cept his sophistry. He belongs neither to

the Ciceros nor to the Demosthenes of for

mer ages. On the one hand, he is without

method, logic, close argumentation, like

Guizot ; on the other hand, he is without

pathos, depth of feeling, and soul-stirring

fire, like Berryer. But in the world in

which we live he makes more converts to

his opinions. How is this 1 Let us see.

The eloquence of M. Thiers is adapted

by him to his audience. He looks at the

Chamber of Deputies as a small but motley

group of timid, anxious, money-loving,

peace-approving men. They are ex-notaries,

or notaries still. They are ex-judges, or

judges in inferior courts, still. They are

retired merchants, or merchants still. They

are iron-founders, barristers, sugar-refiners,

ex-legal officers of the crown, receivers

general, local attorney-generals, wine

growers, small landed proprietors, and
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nearly all have some object in view in be.

coming deputies besides being members of

the Chamber. This is exactly the reverse

(generally speaking) of what takes place in

England. Here, men strive to be something,

in order that they may be selected as mem

bers of parliament by some constituency.

In France, men seek to be deputies, that

they may then begin to be, or hope to be

something. Because in that country the

“something” has always a reference to a

government place in the provinces, or in

Paris, and to the pension which is sure to

follow a certain number of years of active

service. Thus the great knack of M. Thiers

is the adaptation of his voice, manner,

words, style, thoughts, to the audience he

has placed before him. In the English

House of Commons he would be lost, be

cause the interests are so opposite, the

classes so distinct, the parties so equally,

or nearly equally poised, and the majority

of minds so divergent, that he must enlist

himself on one side or the other, and he

might, or might not, I am not sure which,

become one of the leaders of one party.

But this would not suit his trimming and

uncertain mind. I will illustrate my mean

ing further, by an example. For instance,

let us suppose the question of the “Nation

ality of Poland,” and the necessity for pre

serving and defending it, to be brought by

M. Mauguin or by M. Barrot, under the

consideration of the Chamber. What would

be the course taken by M. Thiers 1—I will

tell you. He would draw an afflicting and

almost tearful description of the sorrows

and calamities of the Poles' The members

of the Opposition would cheer the “little”

minister and cry, “C'est bien l c'est bien "

That done, he would turn his attention to

“the glories of the empire,” describe in

such glowing terms what France had done,

and how she had been first and foremost

defending the cause of the oppressed, and

in protecting weak and helpless people from

tyranny and rapacity, that those who

thought they had the history of France at

their fingers' ends, and had yet arrived at the

very opposite conclusions to the orator,

would pride themselves in belonging to a

nation so distinguished by its gallantry,

chivalry, and benevolence . The officers of

the empire, who were members of the

Chamber of Deputies, would let their deep

sepulchral voices be heard crying “Ecou

tez! Ecoutezl" as M. Thiers rapidly ran

over the battles of Germany, and the won

ders of Leipsic; and when the orator de

scended from the tribune, they would rush

even to embrace him. But long before that

descent, he would perceive that whilst the

gauche were enchanted with his touching

tableau of Polish distress; and whilst the

Buonapartists of the Chamber loved to hear

him descant of battles, which they thus

seemed to fight o'er and o'er again, he

would perceive that the bulk of the house,

the two centres, the heavy battalions who

constitute the voting majority, were get

ting weary of these concessions to popular

feeling, and to military taste; and perceiv

ing this, he would then spread wide his

canvass to far different shores and exclaim,

“Yes, gentlemen, those mighty marvels

which our France has accomplished she

could again effect, were it to her interest,

her policy, her real grandeur, and solid

advantage, to undertake them "

(“Silence 1 silence tº cry the Centres.

“That's the question.”)

“Yes!—it is the question ſ” M. Thiers

would rejoin ; “and I reply that such ef.

forts, such displays, such sacrifices, she is

no longer called on to make. France de

sires peace with honor, and liberty with the

laws; and although her big heart still pal

pitates with emotion whenever she hears of

the wrongs, and outrages with which the

world is filled, yet she cannot afford to

sacrifice the blood of her children for every

cause, nor to lavish her treasures in every
land.”

(The Centres rise en masse. Cries and

shrieks of rapture drown the voice of the

little minister, and he has effected, or nearly

so, his object. What is that 4–To dispose

of the motion by a side-wind, or else to

qualify it, and mitigate its severity, against

it shall reach the ears or the eyes of the

Autocrat of all the Russias.)

“I know your sentiments, gentlemen,

relative to Poland,” continues §. Thiers,

still directing his eyes and his words to the

Centres; “they are full of kindness, of

melting kindness, of compassion, of the

best recollections, and of friendly sympa

thy. But there is a land you love yet

dearer than Poland; there are hearts for

which yours beat higher and warmer than

even for those of the unhappy Poles—and

those are for the hearts, the lives, of your

own sons, of all Frenchmen The charity

which ever stays at home, and confines its

affections within the narrow circle of do

mestic life, is but a poor specimen of god

like love; but the charity which extends its

sympathy to other and to foreign families,

forgetting those of its own country and

kind, is not of such a character as angels

can delight in, or as God can approve.

France!—glorious, noble, chivalrous, cou
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rageous, enlightened France, must be su

preme in our affections, and paramount in

our considerations !”

(“This is beside the question,” exclaims

M. Berryer. “This is to get rid of the dif.

ficulty,” calls out M. Arago.)

“No, sir, it is not beside the question:

it is not to get rid of any difficulty,” retorts

M. Thiers. “I was showing to the cham

ber how it was possible to cultivate the

noblest sympathy, and yet to preserve the

eace of the world.”

(“.4h 1 ah! ah!” shout the ertreme right

and the extreme left members. “That's it—

that’s it—monsieur le ministre; how to de.

ceive the Poles, and to keep your place,”

ejaculate many voices at once.)

M. Thiers affects gravity, looks philoso

phical, preserves his calmness, adjusts his

spectacles, and then turns to his inter

rupters,

“It was always so,” continues the little

man; “you are ignorant of all modes of

government but one, and that is the mode

of governing by force, of negotiating with

the sword, of insulting allies, of advocating

extreme measures at unsuitable seasons,

and of setting up your views as those which

are jºi, worthy of adoption by man

kind. When a question comes before you,

ou are unacquainted with its history—it

is to your extravagant and party minds

something wholly novel, having no antece

dents, and requiring a prompt and definitive

solution. But, gentlemen, this is not the

manner in which a government of a great

empire can decide questions, which relate

to whole masses of humanity. It is not

thus that the fate of Poland is to be deter

mined on. France forms part of a family

far greater than one you would restrict her

to, for you would only have for her allies

people in revolt against the old govern

ments of the world. France belongs to the

one great European family of thrones,

governments, and people; and she has no

more right to decide on vast questions

without consulting the other members of

that family, than they would have the

right to decide on other questions without

her.”

(“But they have decided without her,”

cries M. Berryer, and a buzz of approbation

is heard in the public galleries.)

“I say, sir, they have not decided with

out her,” exclaims M. Thiers, in a voice

which fails from his excitement; “and the

government of the king would know how

to resent with force and with dignity any

attempt to insult or to degrade France in

the estimation of the world.”

y

(“..Ancona,” cries Berryer; “you aban

doned Ancona.”)

“To be sure we did,” retorts M. Thiers;

“for to have remained there would have

been an act of folly and madness.”

(“You are right—you are right,” cry the

Centres en masse again; and for some

minutes all is confusion.)

This is just what M. Thiers has studied

to bring about. “To divide” is with him

“to conquer;” and he has effected his pur

pose. But he has still one more trick to

play, and then he may return to his minis

terial bench : What is that trick 1–It is

this.--To fall with his heaviest artillery

upon M. Berryer, as the chief of the Legiti

mist party, and to destroy, if he can, the

impression which he sees has been made on

the minds of some, and which, through the

F. may influence still more, that the

egitimists are more really patriotic and

popular in their views and policy, than are

the men of the Gauche, the Buonapartists,

the Republicans, and the Government itself.

So he begins:–

“But what is the most extraordinary in

all this charivari against the government, is

the reproachful and curious language of the

friends of the fallen dynasty | What is the

great conquest of which the Restoration

has to boast ! What the magnanimous act

which the honorable member (alluding to

M. Berryer) has to adduce on behalf of

that era of glory and ſame 1”

(M. Berryer exclaims, “The emancipa

tion of Greece ''')

“I thought you would say that,” retorts

the little man; “but who effected that

emancipation ? Was it France alone, se

parating herself from the other members of

the one great European family, and acting

on her own will and her own independent

responsibility ?—You know it was not. She

was one of three great powers, acting in

concert, and as one man.”

(Once more the Centres rise delighted

en masse, and the little minister is for a long

time unable to proceed.)

But I must not continue at any greater

length this échantillon of the sort of tact

and oratory in which M. Thiers excels.

Those who know the French Chambers will

corroborate its accuracy, and those who do

not will, I hope, still ... in the fidelity

of the description. His merit as a tactician

is his knowing well his men; and his adroit

ness consists, in securing a majority; or, if

not, at least of being defeated without cla

mor, noise, or ‘the absolute necessity for

resignation.

Thiers's greatest aversions in public life
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are Count Molé and Marshal Soult. They

have, at different epochs of his short and

notorious career, looked on him so disdain

fully, spoken of him so disparagingly, and

treated him so unsparingly, that he cannot

possibly forgive them. Count Molé cannot

forget the measures taken by M. Thiers, in

conjunction with Guizot and Barrot, to

overthrow the cabinet of which he was chief.

He cannot forget that the Chamber of De

}. was dissolved in vain; that Louis

hilippe in vain showed his confidence in,

and love for, that minister, by visiting him

at his château; and that the old majority

against him was perpetuated in a new Cham

ber, so that his resignation was inevitable.

This was all the result of the united efforts

of Thiers, Guizot, and Barrot. On the

other hand, Marshal Soult cannot forget

that M. Thiers refused to accept his presi

dency over a cabinet, laughed both in public

and private at the Hero of Toulouse, and

gave him the direct lie as to what had trans

pired in the course of some long negotia

tions for the formation of a new ministry.

Thiers called the Molé administration “the

Polar Bear Cabinet,_Russian in its origin,

oppressive in its character, and cold in its

heart.”—Many other gibes and jokes he had

at its expense, and many more still were

aimed by him at the old marshal, whose

good-natured confidential friends were good

enough “to consider it to be their duty to

repeat to him the insolent inuendoes of the

impertinent M. Thiers.” The result could

not be doubtful. Marshal Soult looks on

the little minister as his sworn foe.

When Marshal Soult was asked by the

king on one occasion to forget animosities,

and, for the sake of the public service, to

form a ministerial alliance with M. Thiers,

the former is reported to have replied,

“There was nothing that Marshal Soult

would not do to prove his devotedness to

his king, except to disgrace the laurels he

had won on the field of battle.”. This

was conclusive. On the other hand, M.

Thiers, when charged with the task of form

ing a cabinet by Louis Philippe, made but

one sine quá non before he undertook the

task, and that was, that on no account

should the marshal be expected or invited

to become a member. The marshal is a

blunt, honest old man, with no other than

military talents, but he has a fair and de

served reputation for bravery and patriot

ism, and in spite of all the jealousies and

bickerings of his opponents, his word is

looked on as sacred, and his promise as sure

of being fulfilled. -

There are some passages in the life of M.

Thiers which are as curious as they are

contradictory, and demonstrate that he is

only governed in his public career by selfish

considerations. The first is, that after hav

ing combated with energy and success for

several years under various secondary

chiefs, and then as chief himself of his own

cabinet, in favor of the personal influence

and control of the king, notwithstanding his

oft repeated declaration under the restora

tion, that in a constitutional monarchy “the

king reigns, but does not govern,” he re

turned to that very maxim after having for

years abandoned it; when to return to it

was necessary once more to place him in

power. The revolution of 1830 was made,

according to M. Thiers (when it suited him

to say so), in order to preserve to France

the benefit of a real parliamentary govern

ment; and yet during the years he had

acted as minister to Louis Philippe, cer

tainly no one had troubled himself less

about the will or the opinion of the Cham

bers than M. Thiers himself. But when he

perceived that France had become weary of

agitation, and had make up her mind rather

to submit to the aristocracy of such men as

Count Molé, with his long line of noble an

cestry, than to be cajoled and degraded by

the democracy of Adolphe Thiers, the latter

raised the cry of “The Charter is in dan

ger: we shall have an absolute monarchy and

a favorite;” and the cry being caught up by

the populace, by the journals, and by ex

treme parties, it became successful. This

was not principle but diplomacy, and not

diplomacy for the good of the country, but

solely for himself. There is a second pas

sage in the short public life of M. Thiers,

which is also by no means creditable either

to his generalship or his consistency. I

allude to his conduct with regard to a French

Intervention in the affairs of SPAIN. When

Louis Philippe discovered that one of his

own ministers with whom he was in almost

daily conference was directing, by means of

the telegraph, the marching of troops to

wards the Pyrenees, in order to prepare for

an invasion of Spain under the specious

title of “an armed coalition,” he was not

less astounded at the impertinence, than

he was indignant at the secrecy, of his sec

retary or foreign affairs. But how lamen

table is the fact, that M. Thiers was a

large speculator in the Spanish funds, for

his own benefit, at the very moment he was

directing the movements of the telegraph 1

Himself, his agent H , and his stock

brokers, were alone in the secret : whilst his

king, and his own coadjutors in office, were

kept in a state of blessed ignorance relative
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to his decisions and his military move

ments.

There is a third passage in the life of this

extraordinary personage which is quite as

remarkable as those which I have already

noticed ; I mean his violence against the

English government, in relation to the Sy.

rian question, after years of apparent ap

proval of a close alliance between France

and Great Britain. When I say extraordi

nary, I mean inconsistent, absurd, ludicrous.

For according to one meaning of the word

extraordinary, his conduct was in perfect

harmony with his innate selfishness, since

his object in exaggerating the importance

of the Eastern question was in order to se

sure to himself a return to power. He

hoped to overthrow a cabinet; to accede to

office; to take the helm of the state vessel,

by means of raising a cry against England;

joining thus his voice and his authority to

the rebels and rioters of all factions who

loved war and anarchy, because by them

they hoped personally to profit. Never

were such tremendous efforts made as at

that period by M. Thiers, and by his many

headed confederates, to force the king and

the government to war, by exciting public

opinion, and even intimidating the consti

tutional Chambers. All that could be ef

fected by the journals, the schools, the stu

dents, the demagogues, the secret societies,

was set in motion to increase the agitation,

and to drive even the populace to fury.

Why was all this Why did M. Thiers at

that time receive at his residence political

agitators from whom he had separated in

1831, and whom he had not only attacked,

but even persecuted 1 Was France in dan

ger from secret or avowed, from internal

or from external enemies 1 Or had any

organized conspiracy been discovered

against her dignity and importance 1 De

cidedly not ' The whole secret lay in this;

Lord Palmerston had at last discovered what

others had found out years before, that M.

Thiers was not to be trusted; and as the

latter knew too well that that discovery had

been made, he became the bitterest foe of

the English alliance.

The last passage in the life of M. Thiers

upon which I shall especially remark, was

his conduct at the death of the late Duke

of Orleans with respect to the REGENcy

BILL. It is not, perhaps, generally known

in England that the late young duke had a

good deal of friendship for M. Thiers. His

royal highness was much more warlike

in his propensities than the king, and in

M. Thiers he thought he saw a sort of stop.

gap in case of need, which would satisfy

the liberal party in the event of the demise

of his royal father. Besides which the

duke had heard in his opening life so much

about “liberty" and “progress” at the

Palais Royal, and at Neuilly, when his father

was surrounded by the Benjamin Constants,

Lamarques, Lafayettes Periers, Foys, and

Laffittes of those days, that when he came

to be a king's son he had not forgotten

what had passed when he was simply the

young Duke of Chartres. When, then, the

royal family of France was suddenly de

* of the heir apparent to the throme,

M. Thiers, feeling that not only he had

no present grandeur, but that even the

future offered no brilliant hopes or expecta

tions, he expressed himself everywhere in

the strongest terms as to the measures which

ought to be adopted. That the Duke de

Nemours was no admirer of him, M. Thiers

was quite assured. So he turned to the

Duchess of Orleans as the regent for the

Count of Paris, and would have raised such

a clamor, such confusion, and such a violent

outbreak in the nations as had not been

heard of since the insurrection of 1834, but

that Louis Philippe sent for him, consulted

him, flattered him, and—all we know is,

wholly subdued him. But how was this

change effected 1 What new light so sud

denly broke in upon his mind 1 He passed

from south to north with an unaccountable

rapidity, and that fact will undoubtedly

never be forgotten.

“Other times, other conduct,” M. Thiers

would reply; but even this answer will

break down, and be wholly untenable, when

it is remembered that between the time of

his threatened opposition and of his ready

assent, no adequate period had passed, no

new events had taken place, nothing but an

interview with royalty had occurred. And

was M. Thiers the man who had coalesced

against the personal government of the king,

and who had defeated his sovereign's will

and policy at the general elections, and in

the face of the whole nation; was he a per

son who had so much, deference for royal

authority as at once to acquiesce in his mon

arch's views, without some weightier ar

gument than words being used in his favor "

This passage in his life will remain unex

plained and unexplainable.

Perhaps I shall be asked, What will be his

destinies 1 Will he settle down into the

character of an historian | Will his now

preparing History of the Empire be succeed

ed by one, more colossal and general, of the

French monarchy and nation ? Or, will he

“abide his time,” and wait in comparative

seclusion until the death of Louis Philippe
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(which God forbid should at present take

place l) shall once more introduce him into

the arena of official life? Or will he look

out for the first favorable opening which

may take place,—for the first propitious gale

which may blow, holding that the means

are consecrated by the end, and that “all's

well that ends well ?” I think this will be

his line of policy. It is in perfect accor

dance with his past; and I should not be

astonished to find him buckling his little

body to the triumphal car of the Count

Molé or the Duke de Broglie. In fact, “all

by myself, and for myself,” is the phrase

that will best explain his policy and his life.

Whether that policy will eventually place

him in the ranks of statesmen time only

can decide; but I have a sincere conviction

that the contrary will be the result of his

multitudinous and incongruous courses.

But there he is, little man, there he is,

rushing to the Chamber of Deputies. He

has a roll of paper in his hand, and Jollivet,

the deputy, is almost galloping by his side.

The ex-minister is in a passion. What is it

about 1 He is still ferociousagainst England;

but he has another ground of fury now,

either real or assumed. There he goes, there

he goes; he enters the chamber, takes his

seat, looks sardonically around him, screws

up his little mouth, and bites his little lips;

you may be sure that something is brew

ing Oh, yes!—he ascends the tribune, and

declares himself once more “a man of the

centresſ”. He denounces the opposition

they are incompetent, they know not how

to rule,_they are weak and wishy-washy;

and he bids them adieu in the face of France

and of the world. But for how long 1 I

cannot tell; since M. Thiers will always be

regarded as the very condensed essence of

weathercockism. Alas! alas! he is not the

only GIRoUETTE in France, as we shall un

happily see in an early sketch of DE LAMAR

TINE -

M. Thiers!—farewell!

Zodiac of DENDERAH.-The discussion relating

to the zodiac of Denderah has chiefly occupied the

late meetings of the Académie des Inscriptions et

Belles Lettres. As an episode of his essay on the

zodiac, M. Biot read some observations on certain

dates in the Rosetta inscription, in the explanation

of which he differs from M. Letronne, to which M.

Letronne made a brief answer. M. Lenormaut

proposes to read, at a subsequent meeting, some ob

servations in ..'. of M. Biot's opinions on this

subject. M. de Sauley has succeeded in decipher

ing the whole of the Demotic text of the Rosetta

inscription, which he explains directly by means of

the Coptic. It was stated to the Académie, by M.
Letronne, that a complete explanation of this in

scription had formerly been made by Champollion,

but not published –Literary Gazette. -

Wol. II. No.I.

HANDLEY-CROSS.

From the Quarterly Review—April.

Handley-Cross ; or the Spa-Hunt. London.

1843. 3 vols. 12mo.

FROM the days of John Gilpin down to

those of John Jorrocks the doings of our

citizens have had interest for country as well

as for town. The furthest removed, whe

ther in station or location, like to know how

the Londoners proper live—how and where

they ride, fish, shoot—above all, wherea

bouts, and after what fashion, they hunt.

Still there has always been an unworthy

leaning to disparage and ridicule the pow

ers of the East; as if it were not hard

enough in all conscience for people to be

cooped up in bricks and mortar all the year,

without having the slow pointing finger of

scorn proclaiming them cockneys whenever

they venture forth for a breath of fresh air.

“The unkindest cut of all” is, that city

sportsmen are mainly indebted to city pen

cils and city pens for this unenviable noto

riety.

The late Mr. Seymour, for instance, (a

thorough-bred cockney), published as many

sketches as filled half-a-dozen volumes, of

which the field-sports of Londoners formed

the staple, and which will outlive his more

elaborate productions. Nobody can resist

the fun of some of these delineations—es

pecially in the fishing and shooting depart

ments. At one page we have a country

practitioner (a jolly-looking clown in a

smock-frock) about “to serve an eject

ment;” that is to say, shove a smart fisher

man into a river in which he is poaching;

and hard by we have a City swell, with shot

belt and gun, pointing to a dead sparrow

across a piece of water, and exclaiming to

a plethoric pugdog—“Fetch it, Prim; fetch

it: vy, vot a perverse dog you are " We

have two urchins with one gun, tugging

along a poodle pup with a great heavy

chain; the puller observing to the shooter—

“Wot vith buying powder and shot, and

keeping that 'ere sporting dog, shooting's

werry expensive!” A few Numbers fur

ther on, we have a sportsman taking a de

liberate aim at a Billy-goat on a bank by a

cottage; while his companion, as he opens

a sack, exclaims—“Make sure of him, Bob;

I'm told it’s as good as wenison.” Then

comes a tattered ruffian seizing a common

councilman just about to fire—“Wot the

divil are you shooting_at through the

hedge t” -“’Ares!” “Them 'ere brown

things arn’t hares—them's gipsy babbies!!”

Strype enumerates respectfully among

the recreations of the Londoners in his own

day (the reign of George I.) “riding on
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horseback and hunting with my Lord May

or's hounds when the common hunt goes

out.” We need hardly say, indeed, that the

maintenance of a pack of hounds formed a

part of the expenses of many of the corpora

tions in former times, just as the donation of

urses or pieces of plate to the race meet

ings does at present. But even in Strype's

day the joking had begun—witness Tom

D'Urfey on the Lord Mayor's field-day:-

“Once a year into Essex a hunting they do go;

To see 'em pass along O'tis a most pretty show :

Through Cheapside and Fenchurch street and so to

Aldgate pump,

Each man with 's spurs in 's horse's sides, and his

backsword cross his rump

My Lord he takes a staff in hand to beat the bush

es o'er;

I must confess it was a work he ne'er had done be

fore. -

A creature bounceth from the bush, which made

them all to laugh ;

My lord he cried. A hare, a hare but it proved an
Essex calf.”

We like the Londoners—their joyous en

thusiasm is like the hearty gaiety of a girl

at her first ball, while the listlessness of

many of what are called regular sportsmen

resembles the inertness of the belle of many

seasons. Colonel Cook, who hunted what

may be called a cockney country—part of

Essex—bears testimony to the excellence

of their characters:–

“Should you happen to keep hounds,” says he,

“at no great distance from London, you will find

many ofthe inhabitants of thatº (cockneys,

if you please)good sportsmen, well mounted, and

riding well to hounds: they never interfere with

the management of them in the field, contribute

liberally to the expense, and pay their subscrip

tions regularly.... Whenever I went to town I

received the greatest kindness and hospitality

from these gentlemen; capital dinners, and the

choicest wines. We occasionally went the best

pace over the mahogany, often ran the Portuguese

a sharp burst, and whoo-whooped many a long

corked Frenchman Pł

Be it observed, that there is a wide differ

ence between the London sportsman and the

London sporting-man. The former loves the

country, and rushes eagerly at early dawn to

enjoy a long day's diversion, while the latter

* Pills to purge Melancholy—1719.

t Observations on Fox-Hunting, p. 148. The de

rivation of cockney has gravelled our philologists—

Meric Casaubon is clear for oikoyevns—not a bad bit

of pedantry;—but we have little doubt it is a dimin

tive of coke, i. e. cook; and from the same root

robably are the French coquin and coquette : for the

evities and vices of the townsfolk are all associated

in the primitive rustic mind with the one over

whelming idea of devotion to delicate fare.

Dr. Richardson's earliest example is from Chau

Cer's Reeve's Tale:–

“And when this jape is tald another day,

I shall be halden a daffe [fool] or a Cokenay.”

is a street-lounging, leather plating idiot, who

feels quite unhappy “off the stones.” If rail

roads had effected no greater good, they had

yet earned our eternal gratitude for diminish

ing, if not annihilating, that most disgusting

of all disgusting animals, the would-be stage

coachman. Not that we object to gentlemen

driving four in hand—if well, so much the

better for their own necks—but we groan

over those benighted youths who, while fol

lowing the occupation, think it incumbent to

descend to the manners, the gestures, and

the articulation of the “regulars,” who touch

their hats to ladies, and turn their toes and

jerk out an elbow to their male friends.

There was a smart paper in a recent number

of that justly popular miscellany, the New

Sporting Magazine, wherein this “Sporting

Tiger” is well portrayed –

“The only possible mistake that may be made

in judging of him by his skin may be in taking

him for an opulent book-keeper at a coach-office,

or for an omnibus cad who has inherited largely.

He usually wears a broadish-brimmed hat, fur

nished with a loop and string to secure it to his

head in tempestuous weather, and a long-waist

ed dark coat, with a widish hem in lieu of a col

lar, and with astoundingly wide-apart hind but

tons, but very loose and ample in the skirts; his

neck-cloth is generally white, and tied so as to

display as much of his poll as possible; his waist

coat is easy, long, and groomish in cut, whilst

his trousers are close-fitting, short, and secured

under a thick, round-toed, well-cleaned boot, by

a long narrow strap. His great coat, wrapper,

coatoon, pea-jacket, or whatever he may please

to call it, is indescribably bepatched, bestiched,

and bepocketed—constructed on the plan best

calculated to afford extraordinary facilities

for , getting at halfpence to pay turnpikes

with rapidity, and for withstanding unusual in

clemency of weather, in an exposed situation.

He saunters about with a sort of jaunty swagger,

twitching his head on one side about thrice in a

minute; he carries a slight switch in his hand,

with which he deliberately rehearses, as he

strolls along, the outline of a severe double

thonging with which he means to surprise his

team—when he sets up one. What appears to

interest him above all things in this sublunary

scene are the family affairs of stage-coachmen,

and the success or failure of the coaches commit

ted to their charge. He would rather be accost

ed familiarly before witnesses by Brighton Bill

than by the Duke of Wellington.”

Such figures as this used to be very famil

iar to all who saw the arrival or the departure

of“The Age” or “The Times;” but they are

now rare. There survives, however, another

and a still lower grade of London sporting

men—lower in rank—lower in every thing—

who tend materially to bring the fair fame of

our citizens into disrepute. We allude to

the steeple-chase and hurdle-race riders. We

denounce the whole system. It is bad in every
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pointofview—cruel, dangerous, and useless—

cruel to horses, dangerous to riders, and use

less in all its results—except, indeed, the fre

quent riddance it makes of fools. What can

be more cruel than rewarding a noble ani

mal who has carried his rider gallantly

throughout the winter, when his legs want

rest and refreshment, by a butchering race

across country, without the wonted stimu

lus in the cry of hounds—and all for a few

sovereigns sweepstake What can be more

dangerous than the pranks of a set of hot

headed youths, roused perhaps with the false

courage of brandy, setting , off to gallop

straight across an artificially-fenced country,

against captains who don their titles with

their jackets, and retire after the race into

the privaty of grooms or stable-men If it

is the speed of the horse that the owner wish

es to ascertain, the smooth race-course is the

place for that; and as to saying that hunters

must be able “to go the pace,” we answer,

that hounds must go even faster than they do

to require the pace that steeple-chases are

ridden at. Every day sees the hunting coun

tries becoming more inclosed; and it is sup

posing that the hedges are no impediment to

the fox and hounds to say it is necessary

to ride a horse “full tilt,” and “at score” while

they are running. No doubt there are bursts,

but there are few without some breathing

time—and at any rate the excitement of the

hounds lends an impetus to the horse, which

the spur of the steeple-chaser can never sup

IV.p 'An amusing book might be written on

the “genuine sportsmen” of this our great

city; and we heartily wish Mr. Surtees of

Hemsterly Hall, Northumberland, to whom

we are indebted for the volumes named at

the head of this paper, would undertake the

ob.
J We believe the Epping Hunt was taken

up after the downfall of the city pack by

#. Rounding and his brother Dick. Dick

died in 1813,leaving Tom, who, though now,

alas! dead too, will never die in the annals

of the chase. He has been celebrated by

Hood—but the greatest compliment perhaps

that could be paid him was that the Epping

Hunt died with him. Happy we are to

think that with our editorial ubiquity we

once joined the Epping Hunt. Though

somewhat shorn of its glory—still Tom

Rounding was there—the living likeness of

George III.-the courteous host of the

Horse and Groom at Woodford Wells:–

“A snow-white head, a merry eye,

A cheek of jolly blush,

A claret tint laid on by Health

With Master Reynard's brush!”

We know not if Tom Rounding felt the

contempt that most old fox-hunters do for

stag-hunting—but certainly, the day we had

the honor of attending, there was not much

energy in the out-of-doors department. A

stupid-looking hind, its head garnished with

dingy ribbons, was uncarted before a dozen

yelping unsizeable hounds, whom no exer

tions or persuasions of a blowsy whipper-in

clad in green, with the peak of his cap

turned behind to conduct the rain down his

back, could induce to pack together; and

after a circuitous struggle of a mile or so,

hind, hounds, and horsemen found them

selves at the back of the Horse and Groom—

with the real business of the day yet to

commence.

But Surrey was the great scene of action.

Ten years ago, in that county, there were

three packs of fox-hounds, one of stag

hounds, and innumerable packs of harriers.

When Mr. Jorrocks, whose exploits we are

now approaching, wanted to astonish his

friend the Yorkshireman with the brilliancy

of Surrey doings,and mounted him for a day

with “them ’ounds,” they overtook near

Croydon a gentleman reading a long list

decorated with a stag-hunt at the top,

choosing which pack he should go to, just

as one reads the play-bills during a

“Temperance Corner” dinner, to see which

theatre is best worth patronizing.

We cannot allude to those days without

giving a word to the late “Parson Harvey

of Pimlico,” as he was generally called.

Many of our readers will remember a tall,

eccentric, horse-breaker-looking individual,

dressed in an old black coat, with drab

breeches and gaiters, lounging up and down

the Park on a thorough-bred and frequently

hooded horse: that was the Rev. Mr.

Harvey, an enthusiastic lover of the animal,

and the owner of many valuable horses. He

was an amiable, inoffensive man, and an

oracle in horse-flesh, particularly where

racing matters were concerned. His last

appearance in public was on Newmarket

Heath, whither he was drawn in a bed-car

riage, his feeble head propped up with pil

lows, to see the produce of some favorite

win his race. But let it not be supposed that

Mr. Harvey had no regard for religious du

ties: far from it. Though without preſer

ment, and long before the Tracts were heard

of, he was a daily attendant at Church:

morning-service at Westminster Abbey in

variably included him among its congrega

tion. His style of doing this, however, had

something of peculiarity about it. Disdain

ing to walk, and being, moreover, an econ

omist, he hit upon an expedient for provid



132 [May,HANDLEy-cross; or, THE spa-HUNT.

ing shelter for his horse without the ex

pense of a livery-stable. His long eques

trian exercises wearing out much iron, he

always rode that horse to the Abbey which

most wanted shoeing, and so got standing

room at a neighboring smithy; but as a set

of shoes a-day would more than supply his

stud, the worthy parson had only one shoe

put on at a time, so that each horse got

four turns !

Mr. Daniel (in his “Rural Sports”) relates

a singular instance of London keenness and

management, which may be placed in con

trast with the extravagance of modern es

tablishments:—

“Mr. Osbaldeston, clerk to an attorney [a con

nexion, no doubt, of the modern “squire”] sup

ported himself, with half-a-dozen children,

as many couple of hounds, and two hunters,

upon sixty pounds per annum. This also was

effected in London, without running in debt, and

with always a good coat on his back. To ex

plain this seeming impossibility, it should be ob

served that, after the expiration of office-hours,

Mr. Osbaldeston acted as an acountant for the

butchers in Clare-market, who paid him in offal.

The choicest morsels of this he selected for him

self and family, and with the rest he fed his

hounds, which were kept in the garret. His

horses were lodged in his cellar, and fed on

grains from a neighboring brewhouse, and on

damaged corn, with which he was supplied by

a cornchandler, whose books he kept in order.

Once or twice a week in the season he hunted ;

and by giving a hare now and then to the farm

ers over whose ground he sported, he secured

their good will and permission; and several

gentlemen (struck with the extraordinary eco

nomical mode of his hunting arrangements,

which were generally known) winked at his go

ing over their manors. Mr. Osbaldeston was

the younger son of a gentleman of good family

but small fortune in the north of England; and,

having imprudently married one of his father's

servants, was turned out of doors, with no other

fortune than a southern hound big with pup,

and whose offspring from that time became a

source ofamusement to him.”

We have already alluded to one change

that railroads have effected in the sporting

department of London life ; but that was a

trifle. All England has been contracted,

as it were, within the span of our metropolis.

Sportsmen who rose by candlelight, and

with difficulty accomplished a Croydon or

Barnet meet by eleven, can now start, horse

and all, by the early train, and take the

cream of Leicestershire for their day !

The Yorkshire hills resound to the guns

that formerly alarmed only Hampstead and

Highgate; and the lazy Lea is deserted for

the rushing Tweed or sparkling Teviot.

No wonder, therefore, that we should now

find our old friend Mr. Jorrocks on a new

and comparatively distant field of action.

Many hasty critics accused the author

of “Jorrocks's Jaunts and Jollities” (1838)

of plagiarizing Pickwick and Co., regard

less of the preface, which stated that the

chapters “were reprinted from the New

Sporting Magazine, wherein they had ap

peared between the years 1831 and 1834,”

long before Mr. Dickens emerged into pub

lic notice. We will venture to say that the

sire of Jorrocks would no more think of

such a thing as filching another man's style

than would the more prolific “Boz.” How

far the popularity of “The Jaunts” may

have induced certain publishers to wish for

a Cockney sportsman of their own is an

other matter: but the dialect of Jorrocks

was and is his own ; and we must equally

disclaim on the part of our independent

friend, as respects character, all clanship or

sympathy with the soft Mr. Pickwick. Jor

rocks is a sportsman to the backbone.

Pickwick's real merits are many and great:

but thorough ignorance of all appertaining

to sporting was his prime qualification for

the chairmanship of the club—a true cock

ney according to Skinner's definition, “Wir

urbanus, rerum rusticarum prorsus igna

rus;” nor need Hickes's addition be omit

ted, “Gulae et ventri deditus.”

In these volumes the character of the

sporting grocer is brought out in still more

perfect developement than in the produc

tion of 1838; but they embrace a view of

the history of Handley Cross, both as a

watering-place and a rival to Melton Mow

bray, previous to his advent in the locality

of his new adventures. We are willing to

quote freely from this preliminary part, as

many of our readers may know and care

little about hunts, but few or none of them

can have avoided some acquaintance with

spas ; and we wish to show them that our

author, though a crack sportsman, is quite

awake upon a variety of subjects besides.

For example, we believe the following ac

count of the medical worthies who first

made the Handley waters famous will be

allowed to equal in accuracy and far sur

pass in spirit any parallel record that could

be cited from the pages of Granville:–

“One Roger Swizzle, a roistering, red-faced,

roundabout apothecary, who had somewhat in

paired his constitution by his jolly performances

while walking the hospitals in London, had set

tled at Appledove, a small market-town in the

vale, where he enjoyed a considerable want of

practice in common with two or three other for

tunate brethren. Hearing of a mineral sprin

at Handley Cross, which, according to usua

country tradition, was capable of ‘curing every

thing,” he tried it on himself, and either the wa

ter or the exercise in walking to and fro had a
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very beneficial effect on his digestive powers.

He analyzed its contents, and, finding the ingre

dients he expected, he set himself to work to turn

it to his own advantage. Having secured a lease

of the spring, he took the late Stephen Dump

ling's house on the green, where, at one or other

of its four front windows, a numerous tribe of

little Swizzles might be seen flattening their

noses against the panes. Roger possessed eve

ry requisite for a great experimental practition

er—assurance, a wife and large family, and

scarcely any thing to keep them on.

“Being a shrewd sort of fellow, he knew there

was nothing like striking out a new light for at

tracting notice, and the more that light was in

accordance with the wishes of the world, the

more likely was it to turn to his own advantage.

Half the complaints of the upper classes he knew

arose from over-eating and indolence, so he

thought, if he could originate a doctrine that

with the use of Handley Cross waters people

might eat and drink what they pleased, his for

tune would be as good as made. Aided by the

local press, he succeeded in drawing a certain

attention to the water, the benefit of which soon

began to be felt by the villagers of the place;

and the landlord of the Fox and Grapes had his

stable constantly filled with gigs and horses of

the visitors. resently lodgings were sought

after, and carpeting began to cover the before

sanded staircases of the cottages. These were

soon found insufficient; and an enterprising

bricklayer got up a building society for the erec

tion of a row of four-roomed cottages, called the

Grand Esplanade. Others quickly followed,

the last undertaking alwaysel; its prede

cessor.

“Ah, I see how it is," he would say, as a

gouty alderman slowly disclosed the symptoms.

‘Soon set you on your legs again. Was far

worse myself. All stomach sir—all stomach—-

three-fourths of our complaints arise from stom

ach ;’ stroking his corpulent protuberancy with

one hand, and twisting his patient's button with

the other. ‘Clean you well out, and then

strengthen the system. Dine with me at five,

and we will talk it all over.’

“To the great and dignified he was more

ceremonious. “You see, Sir Harry,” he would

say, ‘it’s all done by eating ! More people dig

their graves with their teeth than we imagine.

Not that I would deny you the good things of

this world, but I would recommend a few at a

time, and no miring. No side dishes. No

liqueurs—only two or three wines. Whatever

your stomach fancies, give it ! . Begin now, to

morrow, with the waters. A pint before break

fast—half an hour after, tea, fried ham and eggs,

brown bread, and a walk. Luncheon—another

pint—a roast pigeon and fried potatoes, then a

ride. Dinner at six, not later, mind; gravy soup,

glass of sherry, nice fresh turbot and lobster

sauce—wouldn't recommend salmon—another

glass of sherry—then a good cut out of the mid

dle of a well-browned saddle of mutton—wash

it over with a few glasses of iced champagne—

and if you like a little light pastry to wind up

with, well and good. A pint of old port and a

deviled biscuit can hurt no man. Mind, no

salads, or cucumbers, or celery, at dinner, or

fruit after. Turtle-soup is very wholesome, so

is venison. Don't let the punch be too acid

though. Drink the waters, live on a regimen,

and vou'll be well in no time.”

“We beg pardon for not having drawn a more

elaborate sketch of Mr. Swizzle before. In

height he was exactly five feet eight, and.
years of age. He had a long, fat, red face, wi

little twinkling black eyes, set high in his fore

head, surmounted by fullish eyebrows and short

bristly iron-gray hair, brushed up like a hedge

hog's back. His nose was snub, and he rejoiced

in an ample double chin, rendered more con

spicuous by the tightness of an ill-tied white

neckcloth, and the absence of all whisker or hair

from his face. . A country-made snuff-colored

coat, black waistcoat, and short greenish-drab

trousers, with high-lows, were the adjuncts of

his short ungainly figure. A peculiarly good

natured smile hovered round the dimples of his

fat cheeks, which set a patient at ease on the

instant. This, with his unaffected, cherry, free

and easy manner, and the comfortable nature of

his prescriptions, gained him innumerable pa

tients. That to some he did good there is no

doubt. The mere early rising and exercise he

insisted upon would renovate a constitution im

paired by too close application to business and

bad air; while the gourmands, among whom his

principal practice lay, would be benefitted by

abstinence and regular hours. The water, no

doubt, had its merits, but, as usual, was greatly

aided by early rising, pure air, the absence of

cares, regular habits, and the other advantages

which mineral waters invariably claim as their

own. One thing the Doctor never wanted—a

reason why it did not cure. If a patient went

back on his hands, he soon hit off an excuse—

“you surely didn’t dine off goose on Michaelmas

lay ?? or ‘Hadn't you some filberts for dessert?

&c.—all which information he got from the ser

vants or shopkeepers of the place. When a

patient died on his hands, he would say, ‘He

was as good as dead when he came.’”—vol. i.

p. 23.

It is an old adage, that wherever there is

room for one great doctor there must be an

opening for a second. Accordingly, the

hearty John Bull of the faculty is soon

elbowed by an interesting foreigner :—

“Determined to be Swizzle's opposite in every

particular, he was studiously attentive to his

dress. Not that he indulged in gay colors, but

his black suit fitted without a wrinkle, and his

thin dress boots shone with patent polish; turned

back cambric wristbands displayed the snowy

whiteness of his hand, and set off a massive an

tique ring or two. He had four small frills to his

shirt, and an auburn-hair chain crossed his broad

roll-collared waistcoat, and passed a most dimi

nutive Geneva watch into his pocket. . He was a

widower. Mystery being his object, he avoided

the public gaze. Unlike Roger Swizzle, who

either trudged from patient to patient, or whisked

about in a gig, Dr. Sebastian Mello drove to and

ſro in a claret-colored fly, drawn by dun ponies.

Through the plate-glass windows a glimpse of

his reclining figure might be caught, lolling lux
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uriously in the depths of its swelling cushions,

or musing complacently with his chin on a mas

sive gold-headed cane. With the men he was

shy and mysterious; but he could talk and flat

ter the women into a belief that they were almost

as clever as himself.

“Portraits appeared at the windows, bespeak

ing the characters of each—Swizzle sat with a

patient at a round table, indulging in a bee's-

winged bottle of port, while Mello reclined in a

curiously carved chair, one be-ringed hand sup

; his flowing-locked head, and the other

olding a book. Swizzle's was painted by the

artist who did the attractive window-blind at the

late cigar-shop in the Piccadilly Circus, while

Sebastian was indebted to Grant ſor the gentle

manly ease that artist invariably infuses into his

admirable portraits.”—vol. i. p. 31.

Of course, as soon as the visitors began

to muster strong at the new spa, a Master

of the Ceremonies must be elected : but we

regret that we cannot class the lucky can

didate for this high office, Captain M.

rimus Doleful, with either the rough and

jolly AEsculapius of Handley Cross, or his

abstemious and dandified rival. The M. C.

is a mere caricature; and we resent espe

cially the extravagant blunder the author

has made in representing him as the chosen

i. of Mrs. Barnington—a splendid Leeds

ady, no longer in her first bloom indeed,

but in the full magnificence of her matronly

development. The husband of this Queen

of Handley, a rich Cheshire squire, is as

sick of his wife as she is of him—but though,

under such circumstances, some extraneous

flirtation might have seemed within the

limits of the probable, that such a lady

should have chosen to console herself with

a poor, battered, ghastly Militia Captain is

a monstrous incredibility. At the same

time, if we can overlook this glaring blun

der, the scenes between the wife, the hus

band, and the swain are very cleverly sus

tained—so much so, that we fully expect

to see them pillaged by the theatres. Some

other characters of less importance, but all

very nicely sketched, need not detain us.

At the period after the waters first began

to be frequented, there was on the spot a

primitive farmer's pack of hounds—trench

er-fed, as they are called—that is to say,

where every man kept one. As the place

proceeds to expand, a little more ambition

is apparent in the hunting department.

Michael Hardy, a knowing, comfortable

yeoman, takes the lead, and under his aus

pices the pack acquires some provincial

distinction. That eminent character, how

ever, is after one glorious day's sport run

to ground—gathered to his fathers; and

very serious difficulty occurs as to the dis

covery of a fit successor—that is to say, a

master who should be qualified to give the

concern a still more effectual lift in the

eyes of the world.

Fortunately several influential members

had perused the “Jaunts and Jollities,” and

after a lengthened negotiation the cele

brated Mr.}. was prevailed upon to

accept the vacant post. We must allow

his biographer to introduce the prince of

grocers:—

“At the time of which we speak Mr. Jorrocks

had passed the grand climacteric, and, balancing

his age with less accuracy than he balanced his

books, called himself between fifty and sixty.

He was a stiff, square-built, middle-sized man,

with a thick neck and a large round head. A

woolly, broad-brimmed, lowish-crowned hat sat

with a jaunty sidelong sort of air upon a bushy

nut-brown wig, worn for comfort and not decep

tion. Indeed his grey whiskers would have

acted as a contradiction if he had, but deception

formed no part of Mr. Jorrocks's character. He

had a fine open countenance, and though his

turn-up nose, little gray eyes, and rather twisted

mouth, were not handsome, still there was a com

bination of fun and good humor in his looks

that pleased at first sight, and made one forget

all the rest. His dress was generally the same

a puddingy white neckcloth tied in a knot, capa

cious shirt-frill (shirt made without collars,) a

single-breasted, high-collared buff waistcoat with

covered buttons, a blue coat with metal ones

dark-blue stocking-net pantaloons, and Hessian

boots with large tassels, displaying the liberal

dimensions of his well-turned limbs. The coat

pockets were outside, and the back buttons far

apart.

“His business-place was in St. Botolph's

Lane, in the city, but his residence was in Great

Coram Street. This is rather a curious locality,

city people considering it west, while those in

the west consider it east. The fact is that Great

Coram Street is somewhere about the centre of

London, near the London University, and not a

great way from the Euston station of the Bir

mingham railway. Neat, unassuming houses

form the sides, and the west end is graced with

a building that acts the double part of a reading

room and swimming-bath—“literature and lave

ment” is over the door.

“In this region the dazzling glare of civic

pomp and courtly state are equally unknown.

Fifteen-year-old foot-boys, in cotton velve teens

and variously fitting coats, being the objects of

ambition, while the rattling of pewter pots about

four o'clock denotes the usual dinner-hour.—It is

a nice quiet street, highly popular with Punch

and other public characters.”—vol. i. pp. 120–122.

The readers of the “Jaunts' will perceive

that the hero of Great Coram Street has ad

vanced considerably in years since the date

of his Surrey feats and the trip to Paris with

Countess Benwolio; but his taste and man

ners preserve very much the old stamp. Mrs.

Jorrocks is still as fat and nearly as comely

as she used to be—as proud and perhaps as
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jealous of the great man : the niece Belinda

has from a pale little threadpaper girl become

a plump, rosy charmer, slighly given to co

quetry—but at heart good, and really very

pretty. Batsy, the maid, is still what we re

member—handsome, active, clever, manag

ing—a principal personage in the establish

ment, and possessing special influence over

her master. Binjamin, the boy, is as short

as when Jorrocks picked him out of the Pen

tonville Poorhouse—but his wits have been

considerably sharpened from living several

years under the roof, and occasionally partak

ing in the sporting excursions, of so eminent

a connolSSeur.

Mr. J. and family tear themselves from

Great Coram Street, and proceed to the Ter

minus in the same elegant vehicle which we

had admired of old on the cover-side near

Croydon—a roomy, double-bodied phaëton,

sky-blue body, red wheels picked out with

black—Jorrocks and Belinda in front, Mrs.

J. and Betsy behind—the two celebrated

steeds of all-work, Xerxes, and Arter-Xerxes,

tandemwise—Benjamin riding postilion on

the leader. In two or three short hours they

are carried over what used to be a long-day's

journey, and arrive at the Handley Cross Sta

tion of the Lily-white sand Railway, recently

opened for the purpose of supplying the me

tropolis with that useful article. The prin

cipal members of the hunting club are in

waiting, with the charity boys and girls in

their Sunday clothes, the Spa band, and in

fact the élite of the now fashionable place.

Mr. Jorrocks is received amidst tumultuous

demonstrations of curiosity and respect.

Neither Mr. nor Mrs. Barnington, nor any of

the exclusives, have been let in to the grocer

ship—Mr. J. has been to them merely ‘a

wealthy gentleman engaged in commercial

pursuits'—and if the appearance of himself

and his party be somewhat less imposing than

had been anticipated, much toleration is ex

tended to the caprices of a sporting million

naire. No doubt the regular equipages are

to come down by the slower train in the after

noon.

“Mr. Jorrocks, pulling short up, stood erect in

the vehicle, and taking off his low-crowned hat

bowed and waved it repeatedly to the company,

while Mrs. Jorrocks acknowledged the compli

ment by frequent kisses of her hand, and Be

linda's i. became suffused with blushes at the

publicity and novelty of her situation.—Having

sufficiently exercised their lungs, hats began to

rest upon their owners' heads, handkerchiefs

were returned to their reticules, and amid a

general buzz and exclamation of applause a

rush was made at the carriage to get a closer

view of Belinda. ‘By Jove, what a beautiful

girl?' exclaimed Captain Percival, eyeing Be

linda through his glass. “Did you ever see such

eyes?’ asked a second. ‘Handsomest creature

I ever beheld ! What a quiz the old girl isſ'

‘Is she her daughter?' inquired a third of Cap

tain Doleſul, who was busy marshalling the pro

cession. “Lots of money I suppose ?' ' He

looks like a rich fellow, with that great sack of

a M'Intosh. The servant girl’s not bad-look

ing.” “Miss for my money, 1'm in love with her

already. I wish she'd stand up and let's see her

size.” “I lºy a guinea she's a clipper. There's

a hand I'll be bound for it she has a good

foot and ankle. None of your hairy-heel'd ones.’

“He looks like a jolly old dog. e shall have

lots of dinners, } dare say.” Doleſul's face

wrinkled into half its usual size with delight,

for he plainly saw he had made a hit; and most

fortunate were those who had cultivated his

friendship through the medium of the subscrip

tion-books at the libraries, for the two-guinea

subscribers were immediately presented to the

trio, while the guinea men were let in at inter

vals as the procession moved along.”—vol. i.

pp. 170, 171.

From the balcony of the Dragon the M.

C. addresses the assembled beauty, fashion

Turf, Road, and Chase of Handley Cross,

in an oration, which Mrs. Jorrocks and

Belinda hear from the front drawing-room

with tremors of agitated delight. Doleful

closes, and the great Jorrocks, having cast

aside his dingy white M'Intosh, and set

wig and whiskers straight, steps forth :—

“‘’Ow are ye all ?” said Mr. Jorrocks with the

greatest familiarity, nodding round to the meet

ing, and kissing his hand. ‘’Opes you are well.

You see I’ve come down to be master of your

'ounds, and first of all I'll explain to you what I

means by the word master. Some people call

a man a master of 'ounds wot sticks an 'orn in

his saddle, and blows when he likes, but leaves

every thing else to the 'untsman. That's not

the sort of master of'ounds I mean to be. Others

call a man a master of 'ounds wot puts in the

paper Mr. So-and-so's 'ounds meet on Monday,

at the Loin o' Lamb; on Wednesday, at the

Brisket o' Weal; and on Saturday, at the Fry

ing-pan; and after that, jest goes out or not,

as suits his conwenience—but that's not the sort

of master of 'ounds I means to be. Again, some

call themselves masters of 'ounds, when they

pay the difference atwixt the subscription and

the cost, leaving the management of matters, the

receipt of money, payment of damage, and all

them sort of partiklars to the Secretary—but

thats not the sort of master of 'ounds I means to

be. Still I means to ride with an 'orn in my

saddle. Yonder it is, see,” said he, pointing to

the package behind the carriage, ‘a reg'lar Per

.. silver mouth-piece, deep cupp’d—and I

means to adwertise the 'ounds in the paper, and

not go sneakin’ about like some of them beggarly

Cockney ’unts, that look more as if they were

goin' to rob a hen-roost than 'unt a fox, but, havin'

fixed the meets, I shall attend them most punc

tual and regler, and take off my 'at to all payin'

subscribers as they come up' (cheers.)”

How very good is Jorrocks's thus early
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joining in the cry against Cockneys' He

proceeds:—

“‘Of all sitivations under the sun, none is more

enviable or more 'onerable than a master of fox

°ounds ! Talk of a M. P. vot’s an M. P. com

pared to an M. F. H.2 Your M. P. lives in a

tainted hatmosphere among other M. P.s. and

loses his consequence by the commonness of the

office, and the scoldings he gets from his con

stituents; but an M.F.H. holds his levee in the

stable, his levee in the kennel, and his levee in

the 'unting-field—is great and important every

where—has no one to competej him, no one

to find fault, but all join in doing honor to him

to whom honor is so greatly due (cheers.) And

oh, John Jorrocks my good frind,” continued

the worthy grocer, ſumbling the silver in his

small-clothes with upturned eyes, ‘to think that

you, after all the ups and downs of life—the

crossins and jostlins of merchandise and ungo

vernable trade—the sortin of sugars—the mexing

of teas—the postins of ledgers, and handlin o

inwoices, should have arrived at this distin

guished post, is most miraculously wonderful,

most singularly queer. Gentlemen, this is the

proudest moment of my life (cheers.) I've now

reached the top-rail in the ladder of my hambi.

tion! (renewed cheers), Biniimin'!' he hallooed

out to the boy below; ‘Binjimin'! I say, give

an eye to them 'ere harticles behind the chay—

the children are all among the Copenhagen

brandy and marmeylad!, Vy don't you vollop

'em 2 Vere's the use of furnishing you with a

vip, I wonder 7°

“‘To resume,” said he, after he had seen the

back of the carriage cleared of the children, and

the marmalade and things put straight. ‘’Unt

ing, as I have often said, is the sport of kings—

the image of war without its guilt, and only five

and-twenty per cent. of its danger. I doesn't

know what the crazyologists may say, but I be

lieves my head is nothin' but one great bump of

'unting (cheers.) 'Unting fills my thoughts by

day, and many a good run I have in my sleep.

I'm none of your fine, dandified, Rotten-row

swells, that only ride out to ride 'ome again, but

I loves the smell of the mornin’ hair, and the

werry mud on my tops when I comes home of

an evenin’ is dear to my 'eart (cheers.) Oh, my

frinds : if I could but go to the kennel now, get

out the 'ounds, find my fox, have a good chivey.

and kill him—for no day is good to me without

blood—I’d—I’d—I’d—drink three pints of port

after dinner instead of two (loud cheers.) . . . .

We'll soon get acquainted, and then you'll say

that John Jorrocks is the man for your money.

At present I’ve done—hoping werry soon to

meet you all in the field—for the present I says

adieu.”

“Hereupon Mr. Jorrocks bowed, and, kissing

his hand, backed out of the balcony, leaving his

auditory to talk him over at their leisure.”—vol.

i. pp. 182–186.

The dramatis persona are now mustered,

and the play begins: but we have no de

sire to anticipate the satisfaction with

which it is sure to be studied as a whole.

It will be guessed that the plot embraces a

keen rivalry between Mrs. Barnington and

Mrs. Jorrocks in the salon—while the

new M. F. H. gives his morning to the ken

nel, his day to the field, his evenings “to

the mahogany”—that public balls and fancy

balls occur at proper intervals—and that

the interest of the new dynasty is much

promoted by the charms of Belinda. Ben

jamin undertakes the office of whipper-in

under the tea-merchant—but Jorrocks by

and by establishes, even to his own satis

faction, his incompetency to hunt the pack

himself—and hereupon much trouble and

alarm ensue. The grocer's blood is up—

in for a penny in for a pound: albeit the

subscriptions come in poorly, a real hunts

man must be hired—otherwise the honor

and glory of Great Coram Street are gone.

Mr. Jorrocks advertises in “Bell's Life,”

and the letters that pour in are far too good

not to be exemplified:—

“ Warminster.

“Sir, On hearing youwant a huntsman, I take

the liberty of writing to enquire aſter the place

I thoroly understand my business either as groom

or coachman and have been accustomed with

houngs I live at present with John Jones Esq at

Warminster as groom and gardner where I

leave on Thursday first if you want a servant I

shall be glad to serve you as I am a married
Inan

“Your obedient servant

John CRAKEthorpe.”

“To Mr. Jorrocks, Esq.,

Handley Cross,”

“Dear Sir-I take Liberty of writing those

Few Lines to you Hereing that you are In Want

of A Servant And I Am In Want of A Situa

tion If you Have No Objections And I have

Been in the Racing Stables Seven Years And

My Age is 23 And Stands About 65 foot 6%, And

My Wages will be 304. A year And If you

thought I Should Suit You Direct to Mark

Spraggon, North-fleet And for My Caracter In

quire of Major Barns of Horton Hall Near York

And My Weight is A bout 9 stone. I am dis

engaged in the woman way

* Your humble Servant

MARK SprAcGon.”

“To J. Jorrocks, Esq.

‘For hunter

‘Handley Cross.”

James Pigg — a Newcastle-man — or

Scotchman, as Mr. Jorrocks calls him—at

length obtains the envied situation, and

James's rough honesty, keenness, and local

songs (or national melodies as his master

phrases it) do credit to the North, what

ever his drinking and swearing may do.

Pigg is quite a character, and an admirable

foil to the tricking, lazy rascality of the

Cockney boy Benjamin.

But Benjamin has other foils. We beg

to give a scene in the harness-room at the
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Dragon—just before the Newcastle-man

arrives. Here we have Benjamin in the full

double importance of the whipper-in to a

gentleman huntsman, and the London

Gamin among snobs. The party is a most

interesting one: first and foremost, seated

on an inverted horse pail, immediately be.

fore the fire, appears Mr. Samuel Strong:-

In stature he was of the middle height, square

built, and terribly clumsy. Nor were the de

ſects of nature at all counteracted by the advan

tages of dress, for Strong was clad in a rural

suit of livery consisting of a footman's morning

jacket, with a standing-up collar made of dark

É. cloth, plentifully bespringled with large

rass buttons, with a raised edge, as though his

master were expecting his crest from the He

ralds' College. T. Moreover, the jacket, either

from an original defect in its construction, or

from that propensity to shrink which inferior

cloths unfortunately have, had so contracted its

dimensions that the waist-buttons were half-way

up Samuel's back, and the lower ones were just
where the top ones ought to be. The shrink

ing of the sleeves placed a pair of large ser

viceable-laooking hands in nervously striking

relieſ. The waistcoat, broad blue and white stripe

made up lengthwise, was new, and probably #.

tailor, bemoaning the scantyappearance of Sam's

nether man, had determined to make some

atonement to his front, for the waistcoast extend

ed ſull four inches below his coat, and concealed

the upper part of a very baggy, pair of blue

º shorts, that were met again by very tight

rab gaiters, that evidently required no little in

genuity to coax together to button. A six-shil

ling hat, with a narrow silver band, and binding

of the same metal, and a pair of darned white

Berlin gloves, completed the costume of this

figure servant. -

“‘Binjimin’ was the very converse of Samuel

—a little puny, pale-faced, gin-drinking-looking,

Cockney, with a pair of roving pig eyes, peering

from below his lonk white hair, cut evenly round

his head, as though it had been done by the

edges of a barber’s basin.

“On the boiler-side of the fire, away from the

door—for no one has a greater regard for No. I.

than himselſ—sat the renowned Benjamin Brady,

in a groom's drab frock-coat reaching down to

his heels, a shyblue waistcoat, patent cord

breeches, with grey worsted stockings, and slip

ers, airing a pair of very small mud-stained top

i. before the fire, occasionally feeling the

scratches on his face, and the bites the fox in

flicted on his nose the previous day. Next him

sat the ‘first pair boy out,’ a grey-headed old man

of sixty, whose jacket, breeches, boots, entire

erson in fact, were concealed by a long brown

É.i. thing, that gave him the appearance of

sitting booted and spurred in his night-shirt.

Then came the ostler's lad, a boy of some eight or

nine years old, rolling about on the flags, playing

with the saddle-room cat; and the circle was made

out by Bill Brown (Dick the ostler's one-eyed

helper), ‘Tom,' a return postboy, and a lad who

assisted Bill Brown, the one-eyed helper of Dick

the ostler, when fick himself was acting the part

of assistant-waiter in theDragon, as was the case

on this occasion.”

“‘When will your houndsbe going out again

think ye, Mr. Benjamin’” was the question put

by Samuel Strong to our sporting Leviathan.

“‘’Ang me if I knows,' replied the boy, with

the utmost importance, turning his top-boots be

fore the fire. ‘It’s precious little consequence,

I thinks, ven we goes out again, if that gallows

old governor of ours persists in 'unting the

'ounds himself. I’ve all the work to do | Bless

ye, we should have lost 'ounds, fox, and all, yes

terday, if I hadn't rid like the werry vengeance.

See 'ow I’ve scratched my mug,' added he, turn

ing up a very pasty countenance. ‘If I'm to 'unt

the 'ounds, and risk my neck at every stride, I

must have the wages of a 'untsman, or blow me

tight the old'un may suit himself.”

“‘What'n a chap is your old gen’leman?' in

quired the ‘first pair boy out.”

“‘Oh, hang me if I knows,' repliedº:
‘precious rum 'un, I assure you. While he's

wery well—then it's Bin this, and Bin that, and

you'll be a werry great man, Bin, and such like

gammon; and then the next minute, Fº
he's in a regular sky-blue, swearing he'll cut my

liver and lights out, or bind me apprentice to a

fiddler—but then I knows the ... fool, and he

knows he carnt do without me, so we just battle

and jog on the best way we can together.’

“‘You’ll have good wages, I’spose ?’ rejoined

Samuel with a sigh, for his ‘governor' only gave

him ten pounds a year, and no perquisites, or

‘stealings,’ as the Americans honestly call them.

“‘Precious little of that, I assure you,' replied

Benjamin—“at least the old warment never

ays me. He swears he pays it to our old 'oman,

ut I believe he pockets it himself an old ram;

but I’ll have a reckoning with him some of these

odd days. What'n a blackguard's your mas

ter 4 -

“‘Hush P replied Samuel, astonished at Ben's

freedom of speech, a thing not altogether under

stood in the country. ' A bad 'un, I’ll be bound,”

continued the little rascal, or he wouldn’t see

you mooning about in such a rumbustical apolo

gy for a coat, with laps that scarce cover you

decently;’ reaching behind the aged postboy,

and taking up Mr. Samuel's fan-tail as he spoke.

‘I never sees a servant in a cutty coat without

swearing his master's a screw. Now these droll

things, such as you have on, are just vot the

great folks in London give their flunkies to carry

coals and make up fires in, but never to go sta

ring from home with. Then your country folks

get hold of them, and think, by clapping such

clowns as you in them, to make people believe

that they have other coats at home. Tell the

truth now, old baggy-breeches, have you another

coat of any sort P

“‘Yee'as,' replied Samuel Strong, ‘I’ve a

fustian one.”

“Vot, you a ſustian coat!' repeated Benjamin

in astonishment; ‘vy, I thought you were a

flunky P

“‘So I am,” replied Samuel, “but I looks arter

a hus and shay as well.'

“‘Crikey!' cried Benjamin; “here's a figure

futman wot looks arter an 'oss and chay! Vy,

you'll be vot they call a man of “all vork,” a
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vite nigger in fact! Dear me!” added he, eye

ing him in a way that drew a peal of laughter

ſrom the party; “vot a curious beast you must

be I shouldn't wonder now if you could

mow !”

“‘With any man,” replied Samuel, thinking

to astonish Benjamin with his talent.

“‘And sow 7"

“‘Yee'as, and sow.'

“‘And ploo !”

“‘Never tried—dare say I could though.”

“Anddo ye ſeed the pigs?’ inquired Benjamin.

“‘Yee'as, when Martha's away.'

“‘And who's Martha 7°

“‘Whoy, she's a widder woman, that lives

a'back o' the church. She's a son aboard a

steamer, and she goes to see him whiles.”

‘Your governors an apothecary, I suppose,

by that queer button,’ observed Benjamin, eye

ing Sam's coat—‘wot we call a chemist and

druggist in London. Do you look arter the red

and green winder bottles now Crikey he

don't look as though he lived on physic altogeth

er, does he 7” added Benjamin, turning to Bill

Brown, the helper, amid the general laughter of

the company.

“‘My master's a better man than ever you'll

be, you little ugly sinner, replied Samnel Strong

breaking into a glow, and doubling a most ser

viceable-looking fist on his knee.

“‘We’ve only your word for that,’ replied

Benjamin; he don't look like a werry good'un

by the way he rigs you out. 'Ow many slaveys

does he keep?'

“‘Slaveys 7 repeated Samuel;

what be they !”

“‘Vy, cookmaids and such-like h’animals—

women in general.’

“‘Ow, two—one to clean the house and dress

the dinner, t'other to milk the cows and dress

the childer.”

“‘Oh, you 'ave childer, 'ave you, in your

'ouse? exclaimed Benjamin in disgust. “Well,

come, ours is bad, but we've nothing to ekle that.

I wouldn't live where there are brats for no man

ner of consideration.’

“‘You’ve a young missis, though, havn't

you?” inquired the aged postboy: “there was

a young lady came down in the chay along with

the old folk.

“‘That's the niece, replied Benjamin—“a

jolly nice gal she is too—her home's in Vite

chapel—often get a tissey out of her—that's to

“slaveys?

say, the young men as follows her, so it comes.

to the same thing. Green—that's him of Tooley

Street—gives shillings because he has plenty;

then Stubbs, wot lives near Boroughbridge--

the place the rabbits come from—gives half

crowns, because he hasn’t much. Then Stubbs

is such a ſeller for kissing of the gals. “Be”have

yourself, or I'll scream,' I hears our young lady

say, as I'm a listening at the door. “Don’t,’

says he, kissing of her again, ‘you’ll hurt your

throat, let me do it for you.' Then to hear our

old cove and he talk about 'unting of an evening

over their drink, you'd swear they were as mad

as hatters.” They jump, and shout, and sing,

* We fancy this proverbial similitude has no re

ference to the makers of hats; but originated during

the early phrenzy of the Quakers.

•.

and talliho till they bring the street-keeper to

make them quiet.” -

“‘You had a fine run tother day, I hear,’ ob

served Joe, the deputy-helper, in a deferential

tone to Mr. Brady. “Uncommon P replied

Benjamin, shrugging up his shoulders at the re

collection of it, and clearing the low bars of the

grate out with his toe. “They tell me your old

governor tumbled off’ continued Joe, ‘and lost

his hoss.” “Wery like,' replied Benjamin with

a grin. “A great ſat beast ! he’s only fit for va

ter carriage '*—Vol. i. pp.§§.

After the Newcastle-man’s installation

the affairs of the Hunt assumed a much

more agreeable appearance—and we are

entertained with a variety of field-scenes,

exhibiting the noblest of our sports in a

style of description not inferior, we think,

even to Mr. Apperley's. But, spirited as

these are, and highly as they are set off by

the picturesque peculiarities of the illustri

ous grocer, we must not be tempted to

quote them. We are, in fact, still more

pleased with the hero in his evening uni

form—“a sky-blue coat lined with pink

silk, canary waistcoat and shorts, pink

gauze-silk stockings, and French-polished

pumps,”—than when arrayed in the scarlet

of the morning. His jolly countenance,

free and easy manners, unconquerable good

humor, and delightfully open vanity, can

not but recommend him to the hospitable

attentions of the neighboring gentry whose

covers are included in “Mr. Jorrocks's

country.” We have him dining with the

young Earl of Ongar amidst a most distin

guished company, where he gets “werry

drunk”—is soused into a cold bath at night,

and finds his face painted like a zebra in

the morning—all without the least disturb

ance of his equanimity; for “sport is sport”

—“pleasure as we like it”—are of old the

maxims of Coram Street. Indeed, we might

go over a dozen different dinners, from the

lordly castle to the honest farmer's home

stead, without finding him once put out.

Jorrocks is, in fact, bore-proof. Scarcely

a sympton of flinching even when he is

planted right opposite to a celebrated ex

president of the Geological Society, who

(unlike the learned and gallant President)

has never had any familiarity with the

chances of the field. This philosopher was

spunging on some great Duke or Marquess

not far off; but Jorrocks and he are acci

dentally thrown together at the festive

board of a certain ultra-liberal squire, who,

after a fashion, patronises both the whip and

the hammer, but whose chief glory is having

been put on the commission under the late,

and we trust last, administration of the

Whigs —
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“‘Been in this part of the country before, sir?

inquired Professor Gobelow, cornering his chair

towards Mr. Jorrocks.

“In course,' replied Mr. Jorrocks; ‘I’nnts the

country, and am in all parts of it at times—ven I

goes out of a mornin' I doesn't know where I

may be afore night.”

“‘Indeed!’ exclaimed the professor. “De

lightful occupation!' continued he: “what oppor

tunities you have ofº Nature in all her

moods, and admiring her hidden charms Did

you ever observe the extraordinary formation of

the hanging rocks about a mile and a half to the

east of this? The—'

“‘I run a fox into them werry rocks, I do be

lieve,” interrupted Mr. Jorrocks, brightening up.

“We ſound at Haddington Steep, and ran throug

Nosterley Firs, Crampton Haws, and Fitchin

Park, where we had a short check, owin’ to the

stain o' deer, but I hit off the scent outside, and

we ran straight down to them rocks, when all of

a sudden th’’ounds threw up, and I was certain

he had got among 'em. Well, I got asspade and

a tarrier, and I digs, and digs, and works on, till,

near night, th’’ounds got starved, th' osses got

cold, and I got the rheumatis, but, howsomever,
we could make nothin' of him ; but I y

“Then you would see the ſormation of the

whole thing,’ interposed the professor. “The

carboniferous series is extraordinarily developed.

Indeed, I know of nothing to compare with it,

except the Bristol coal-field, on the banks of the

Avon. There the dolomitic conglomerate, a rock

of an age intermediate between the carboniferous

series and the lias, rests on the truncated edges

of the coal and mountain limestone, and contains

rolled and angular fragments of the latter, in

which are seen the characteristic mountain lime

stone fossils. The geological formation—'

Here the Professor is unfortunately in

terrupted:—

“‘Letter from the Secretary of State for the

HoMe Department,’ exclaimed the stiff-necked

boy, re-entering and presenting Mr. Muleygrubs

with a long official letter on a large silver tray.

“‘Confound the Secretary of State for the

Home Department!’ muttered Mr. Muleygrubs,

pretending to break a seal as he hurried out of

the room.

“‘That's a rouse !" (ruse) exclaimed Mr. Jor

rocks, putting his forefinger to his nose, and

winking at Mr. De Green—“gone to the cellar.”

“‘Queer ſellow, Muleygrubs, observed Mr.

De Green. “What a dinner it was '' exclaimed

Mr. Slowman. ‘’Ungry as when I sat down,'

remarked Mr. Jorrocks. “All flash!! rejoined

Professor Gobelow.

“The footboy now appeared, bringing the re

plenished decanter.”

Jorricks of course proposes the squire's

health, with three times three, and one

cheer more. He returns—a speech again

—more cheers:—

“‘And 'ow's the Secretary o' State for the

*Ome Department?” inquired Mr. Jorricks, with

a malicious grin, after Mr. Muleygrubs had sub

sided into his seat.

“‘Oh, it was merely a business letter—officiall

S. M. Phillipps, in fact—don't do business at the

Home Office as they used when Russell was

there—wrote himself—Dear Muleygrubs—Dear

Russell—good man of business, Lord John.’

“Ah,' said Mr. Jorricks, ‘Lords are all werry

well to talk about; but they don't do to live with.

Apt to make a conwenience of one—first a towel,

then a dishclout.”

“‘I don't know that,' observed Professor Go

below: “there's my friend Northington, for in

stance. Who can be more affable 7"

“‘He'll make a clout on you some day,” re

joined Mr. Jorricks.

“‘Tea and coffee in the drawing-room, ob

served the stiff-necked footmen, opening the door

and entering the apartment in great state. “Cuss

your tea and coffee º' muttered Mr. Jorricks, buz

zing the bottle. ‘Haven’t had half a drink.’”—

vol. ii. p. 256.

We hope we have now done enough to

bring Jorrocks fairly before the non-sport

ing part of the public—the others will not

need our recommendation. His historian,

it must be obvious, is a writer of no common

promise. On this occasion Mr. Surtees has

not thought proper to trouble himself with

much complication of plot; but the easy

style in which he arranges and draws out his

characters satisfies us that he might, if he

pleased, take a high place among our mo

dern novelists. He has a world of know

ledge of life and manners beyond what most

of those now in vogue can pretend to ; and

a gentleman-like tone and spirit, perhaps

even rare among them. We advise him to

try his hand—and that before he loses the

high spirits of youth;-but he must, in so

doing, by all means curb his propensity to

caricature.

AMERICAN MonumENTs.--From Copenhagen, we

have accounts of the annual meeting of the North:

ern Archaeological Society—the most interesting of
whose proceedings were the presentation and ex

planation of several monuments recently discover

ed in America, corroborative of the view of its

early intereourse with Europe, long before the days

of Columbus. These monuments were, 1, a

stone slab, bearing an inscription composed of

twenty-four Runic characters, discovered in the

valley of the Ohio; 2, a pair of pincers, of massive

silver, found in the Brazilian province of Bahia,

exactly resembling those of the same kind, in

bronze, so often met with in the tumulary mounds

of Scandinavian countries; 3, arrows, with heart

shaped heads in rock crystal, saws made with the

teeth of sharks and fragments of flints, discovered

in California, and resembling iall respects those

used by the ancient Greenlanders, and 4, three

very ancient Peruvian vases.—Athenaeum.

Opacity of Milk —Milk consists of a multitude

of transparent globules of fat (butter), floating in a

transparent liquid; or rather of two liquids both

transparent, but of different refractive powers: that

is, they break the rays of light in opposing directions,

producing irregular refraction, and to this the opa

city is due. Mr. Fownes mentioned frosted glass as

an explanatory instance of an irregularly refractive

surface, the glass itself clear.—Ltt. Gaz.
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AERIA L Steam CARRIAGE.-Accounts of the

new “Aérial Steam Carriage” are floating about

the papers; delicious food for the wonder-mon

gers. One account is furnished by a corres.

pondent of the Times. The difficulty in the con

struction of aerial carriages has been, to combine

machinery adequate to the power of sustension and

propulsion with the lightness requisite for floating in

a medium so thin as air. The idea of the carriage

invented by Mr. Henson is an ingenious plan of part

ly evading and partly subduing that difficulty. It is

observed, that birds of strong flight, as the rook, take

a great effort to rise from the ground, but that once

on wings, fly with little effort,only requiring sufficient

forward motion for progress and for keeping up the

resistance of the air beneath their wings. Hence the

principle of the new machine: a motion is imparted

to it at starting by a foreign agency, so that the rise

from the ground is performed by a power which is

leſt behind and does not add to the weight. Then

the expanded wings of the rook are imitated, so that

machinery is only needed for propulsion and for a

very small share in the act of sustension ; and final

ly, by a new economy, the weight of the motive power

is greatly reduced in comparison with its force. The

machine is thus described—

“Its car, enclosed on all sides, and containing the

passengers, managers, burden, and steam-engine, is

suspended to the middle of a framework, which is

so constructed as to combine great strength with ex

treme lightness, and is covered with any woven tex

ture which is moderately light and close. This

main frame or expanded surface, which is 150 feet

long by 30 feet wide, serves in the most important

respects as wings; yet it is perfectly jointless and

without vibratory motion. It advances through the

air with one of its long sides foremost and a little ele

vated. To the middle of the other long side is join

ed the tail, of 50 feet in length, beneath which is the

rudder. These important appendages effectually

control the flight as to elevation and direction, and

are governed by cords proceeding from the car. Sit

uated at the back edge of the main frame, are two

sets of vanes or propellers, of 20 feet in diameter,

driven by the steam-engine.

“We have already said that the velocity of the

machine is imparted at its starting. This is effected

by its being made to descend an inclined plane : du

ring the descent the covering of the wings is reeſed.

but before the machine reaches the bottom that cov

ering is rapidly spread: by this time the velocity ac

quired by the descent is so great, that the resistance

produced by the oblique impact of the sloping under

surface of the wings on the air is sufficient to sus

tain the entire weight of the machine, just as a brisk

wind upholds a kite : but while the pneumatic resist

ance thus procured by the velocity prevents the fall

ing of the carriage, it opposes also its forward flight:

to overcome this latter and smaller resistance is the

office of the steam engine.

“The chief peculiarities of this important member

of the carriage are the respective constructions of

its boiler and condenser. The former consists of

hollow inverted truncated cones, arranged above and

around the furnace; they are about fifty in number,

and large enough to afford 100 square feet of evapo.

rating surface, of which half is exposed to radiating

heat. The condenser is an assemblage of small

pipes exposed to the stream of air produced by the

flight of the machine. It is found to produce a vacu

um of from 5 to 8 pounds to the square inch. The

steam is employed in two cylinders. and is cut off at

one-fourth of the stroke. Our engineering readers

will be able to gather from these particulars, that the

steam-engine is of about 20-horse power, supposing

the evaporating power of the boiler to be equal, foot

for foot, to that of the locomotive steam-engine.

[And it weighs, with its condenser and the water,

but 600lb.]

“The area of the sustaining surface will be, we

understand, not less than 4,500 square feet; the weight

to be sustained, including the carriage and its total

burden, is estimated at 3,000 pounds. The load is

said to be considerably less per square foot than that

of many birds. It may assist the conceptions of our

non-mechanical readers to add. that the general ap

pearance of the machine is that of a gigantic bird

with stationary wings; that the mechanical princi

ples concerned in its support are strongly exemplified

in the case of a kite; and that its progress is main

tained by an application of power like that which

propels a steam-boat. In the operations of nature,

particularly in the flight of birds, will be found ma

ny striking illustrations of the principles on which

the inventor has proceeded.”—Spectator.

Explosion at DovER.—The great experiment of

exploding 18,500 lbs or 84 tons of gunpowder, under

Rounddown Cliff, took place on Thursday at

2 o'clock, and was successful. The account says,

that on the signal being given, the miners com

municated the electric spark to the gunpowder by

their connecting wires; the earth trembled to half a

mile distant, a stifled report, not loud, but deep, was

heard, and the base of the cliff, extending on either

hand to upwards of 500 feet, was shot as from a

cannon from under the , superincumbent mass of

chalk seaward, and in a few seconds, not less, it is

said, than 1,000,000 tons being dislodged by the fear

ful shock, settled itself gently down into the sea

below, frothing and boiling as it displaced the

liquid element, till it occupied the expanse of many

acres, and extended outward on its occean bed to a

distance of perhaps 2,000 or 3000 feet. Tremen

dous cheers followed the blast, and a royal salute

was fired. The sight was, indeed, truly magnifi

cent. Such was the precision of the engineers

and the calculations of Mr. Cubitt, that it would ap

pear just so much of the cliff has been removed as

was wanted to make way for the sea-wall; and it

is reckoned the blast will save the company £1 000

worth of hand labor. Not the slightest accident

occurred. On the cliffs were Major-General Pasley,

Sir J. Herschell, the Astronomer Royal, Professor

Sedgwick, and many engineers.-Ibid.

A Strangr, MEETING.—A letter from Alexandria

says:—A curious meeting took place last month in

the desert between Suez and Cairo. A Mr. Faw

cett, who arrived here by the Oriental on his way to

India, when at Cairo heard that his brother was ex

pected by that month's steamer from Bombay. The

two brothers had never see n each other, the one be

ing born in England whilst the elder brother was in

India, where he had lived 32 years. As the younger

Mr. Fawcett was proceediug across the desert on his

donkey, he called out to the groups of travellers he

met coming from Suez, whether Major Fawcett was

amongst them, and towards midnight a voice an

swered to Mr. Fawcett's call, and the two brothers

shook hands in the dark; they both expressed a wish

to see each other's face; but no light was to be had,

and the two parties they belonged to having gone

on, they were obliged to part again, not having been

together more than three or ſour minutes.

Police Stations—The London City Mission

have presented fifty volumes to each police station

for the instruction of the men attached to it. They

consist of the sacred writings, sermons, theological

and moral works, with the biographies and travels

of good, moral, and religious men. The works can

be read at the station-houses, or taken home under

restrictions.—Athenaeum.
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PERTURBAtions of the PLANETs.-Translation of

a letter from Prof. Hansen to G. B. Airy, Esq., the

astronomer royal, “On a new method of computing

the perturbations of planets, whose eccentricities

and inclinations are not small;” was communi

cated by G. B. Airy, Esq. “Sir, I hasten to com

municate to you a piece of astronomical intelligence

of some importance. You are aware that all the

methods that we possess for calculating the pertur

bations of the planets suppose that the eccentricities

and inclinations are small ; and that for those of the

celestial bodies which move in orbits very eccentric

and very much inclined, we have been hitherto ob

liged to calculate the differentials of the perturba

tions for a great number of points of the orbits, and

to integrate them by mechanical quadratures. I

have just now discovered a method by which we

can calculate the absolute perturbations, that is to

say, the perturbations for any time whatever, what

ever be the eccentricity of the ellipse and the incli.

nation of the orbit. For a first example of this

method, I have calculated the perturbations of the

comet of Encke produced by Saturn. The series to

which my method leads are of such rapid conver

gence, that the perturbations of the longitude con

tain only forty-six terms, and the perturbations of

the radius vector and of the latitude somewhat fewer

than this. I have reason to believe that it is impos

sible to reduce them to a less number of terms.”

The value for the time of perihelion passage was

the example given—exhibiting a result of the fol.

lowing differences:

+1.52

-|-0.27

—0.69

of the perturbations of longitude. “These differ

ences,” Prof. Hansen proceeds to say, “as well as

those of the perturbations of the radius vector, are

smaller than might have been expected, when we

reflect on the total diversity of the methods em

ployed, and the long calculations which the method

of mechanical quadratures requires. Besides, my

method is so simple that I am astonished at not hav

ing discovered it long ago; I have employed only

eight days for the calculation of the preceding per

turbations, the general expression of which belongs

to every point of the orbit of the comet. I have

thus succeeded in solving this problem, of which we

till the present time possessed no solution.”—Lite

rary Gazette.

Hollow Axles.—An account was then given, by

Mr. J. O. York, of the experiments upon the strength

of the ordinary solid axles as compared with the

hollow axles invented by him. The paper descri

bed the common causes of fracture, concussion and

vibration, produced by various circumstances—such

as a bad state of the line, the sudden opposition of

any obstacle on the rails, or the shocks arising from

the wheels striking upon the blocks or the chairs

when thrown off the line. The force of vibration

and its tendency to produce fracture in rigid bodies,

and to destroy the most fibrous texture of iron where

elasticity was prevented, as is the case with railway

axles, were then discussed, and compared with the

like action on the axles of ordinary road-carriages,

where the concussion was reduced by an elasilc me

dium, such as the wood-spokes of the wheels. By

calculation, it was shown that the twisting strain

arising from the curves of the railway was of too

small an amount to be considered as a cause of de

struction to the wheels or axles even on lines with

curves of short radii. And it was contended that

the hollow axle was better able to resist the effects of

vibration and all strains than a solid one, because

the comparative strength of axles is as the cubes of

their diameters, and their comparative weights only

as their squares: consequently with less weight in

the hollow axle there must be an increase of strength;

and also that the vibration had a free circulation

through the whole length of the hollow axle, no

art being subject to an unequal shock from the yi
É. and that the axle would therefore receive

less injury from this cause than a solid one. A long

series of experiments, which had been made in the

presence of Major-Gen. Pasley, and numerous en

ineers, were then read, and showed results con

rmatory of the position assumed by the author of

the paper.

In the discussion which ensued, it was allowed

that theoretically the hollow axles must be stronger

than the solid ones, inasmuch as the same weight of

metal was better distributed, and the practical ex

eriments fully bore out the theory.—10.

The Iris-On the Structure and mode of action of

the Iris, by C. R. Hall, Esq. After reciting the va

rious discordant opinions entertained at different

periods by anatomists and physiologists relative to

the structure and actions of the Iris, the author pro

ceeds to give an account of his microscopical exa

mination ofthe texture of this part of the eye, in dif

ferent animals. He considers the radiated plicae,

which are seen on the uvea, in Mammalia, as not

being muscular; but he agrees with Dr. Jacob in

regarding them as being analogous in structure to

the ciliary processes. The white lines and elevations

apparent on the anterior surface of the human iris,

he supposes to be formed by the ciliary nerves which

interlace with one another in the form of a plexus.

The iris, he states, is composed ºf two portions; the

first consisting of a highly vascular tissue, connect

ed by vessels with the choroid, ciliary processes,

sclerotica and coneat and abundantly supplied with

nerves, which, in the human iris, appear, in a front

view, as thread-like striae, and which are invested,

on both surfaces, by the membrane of the aqueous

humor. They are more or less thickly covered

with pigment, which, by its varying colour, imparts

to the iris on the anterior surface its characteristic

hue, and, by its darkness on the posterior surface

renders an otherwise semi-transparent structure per

fectly opaque. The second component portion of

the iris consists of a layer of concentric muscular

fibres; which fibres, in man and mammalia gener

ally, are situated on the posterior surface of the

pupillary portion of the iris; but which, in birds,

extend much nearer to the ciliary margin, and con

sequently form a much broader layer. In fishes

and some reptiles they do not exist at all. The au

thor then proceeds to inquire into the bearings which

these concluions may have on the physiology of the

iris. He thinks that the phenomena of its motions

can receive no satisfactory explanation on the hypo

thesis of erectility alone, or on that ofthe antagonism

of two se s of muscular fibres, the one for dilating,

the other ſor contracting the pupil. He is convin

ced that the contraction of the pupil is the effect of

muscular action; but does not consider the know

ledge we at present possess as sufficient to enable us

to determine the nature of the agent by which its

dilation is effected. He, however, throws it out as

a conjecture. that this latter action may be the result

of an unusual degree of vital contractility residing

either in the cellular tissues, or in the minute blood

vessels of the iris. It is from elasticity, he believes,

that the iris derives its power of accommodation to

chauges of size, and its tendency to return to its na

tural state from extremes either of dilatation or of

contraction; but beyond this, elasticity is not con

cerned in its movements.-Ib.
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The DEATH of Southev.–Robert Southey has

been released from sufferings which for more than

two years had been matter of the deepest sympathy,

anxiety, and sorrow. He died at Greta House on

Tuesday last, in his 69th year.

This is not the time for discussion of his cha

racter or his literary claims, but who can doubt

that the respect and admiration of all who honor

virtue and genius, will follow Southey to the grave

Few men have written so much and written so

well. No man has passed through a long life, al

most continually in the public eye, with so much

high and blameless purpose, and with such unstain

ed honesty. We may grieve that he changed the

opinions with which he started in an ardent youth,

but those were times when opinions of the most

resolute men were shaken. And Southey never

forfeited his station or his character. He did not

become a hack, or a party tool. The dignity of

literature never suffered in his person.

Southey's prose is of the best in the language.

It is clear, vigorous, and manly; with no small

prettinesses in it, but full and muscular as that of

our older and stronger race of writers; and often

sparkling with a current of quaint grave humor

which is singularly fascinating. His greater poems,

however judgments may differ concerning them,

are at least written on solid principles, and with a

sustained power of loſty art. As to his shorter

poems, no difference, we apprehend, is likely to ex

ist, now or in any time to come. They are as fine

as any thing in the language. His range of pur

suit was extraordinary, and his unwearied diligence

recalled the severer and nobler days of English

study.

As we write we have received what follows from

one of the most devoted of his personal friends, to

whom is left (not among his least rich possessions)

the sad but honorable memory of the long affection

which Southey bore him, and by which both will

continue to be associated in far distant times:

on THE DEATH or souTHEY.

Not the last struggles of the Sun

Precipitated from his golden throne

Hold darkling mortals in sublime suspense,

But the calm exod of a man

Nearer, tho' high above, who ran

The race we run, when Heaven recalls him hence.

Thus, O thou pure of earthly taint :

Thus, O my SouTHEY! poet, sage, and saint,

Thou, after saddest silence, art removed.

What voice in anguish can we raise ?

Thee would we, need we, dare we, praise ?

God now does that . . the GoD thy whole heart

loved.

WALTER SAvAGE LANDoR.

March 23rd.

Rev. G. A. Montgomery.—Dec. 1. Aged 49, the

Rev. George Augustus Montgomery, M. A. Rector

of Bishopstone, in South Wilts, and Prebendary of

Ruscombe, in the Cathedral Church of Sarum.

Mr. Montgomery was the son of a gentleman

supposed to be a sion of the noble house of Her

bert. He was of Oriel college, Oxford, and was

presented to the rectory of Bishopstone by George

Earl of Pembroke and Montgomery, in 1821.

Amogst the parochial clergy of the diocese, there

was not one who more conscientiously, faithfully,

or zealously “served at the altar,” and fulfilled all

the functions of his sacred office, than did the late

Rector of Bishopstone. His days were passed in

the unceasing exercise of every Christian duty; his

attention to the spiritual condition of his parishion

ers was unremitting, as his anxious solicitude for

the poor was unbounded. With a liberality worthy

of being emulated by many incumbents of much

more richly endowed benefices, he, at his sole ex

pence, refitted, and with scrupulous taste embel

lished, the interior of his parish church, and ren

dered it one of the most simply beautiful edifices

dedicated to the service of God, in the country. In

every relation of social life he endeared himself to

those who knew him, however casually, by the

warmth of his feeling, the courteous benignity of

his manner, the gentleness of his disposition, and

his sympathy for all who were “afflicted or dis

tressed.” The loss of so good, so truly pious, so ex

emplary a man, even under the circumstances

incidental to our common nature, must have been

deeply and severely felt by all around him ; but

there is something inscrutable to mortal compre

hension in that awſul—nay, appalling—dispensa

tion of Providence, by which a life so thoroughly

devoted to the service of God, and to the good of his

ſellow-creature, was in an instant terminated. Mr.

Montgomery left Wilton House, with the Earl

Bruce, for the purpose of looking over the new

church building at East Grafton, in the parish of

Great Bedwyn. During the preceding fortnight

the eastern portion of the nave had been covered

in with a stone vault, and the construction had

been carefully examined by the architect, and by

persons connected with the works, and they unani

mously considered it to be perfectly secure—and

this, too, but a very short time before the fatal oc

currence which we have the painful duty of record

ing. At half-past one o'clock, Mr. Montgomery,

accompanied by the Earl Bruce, the Rev. John

Ward, Vicar of Great Bedwyn, his nephew Mr.

Gabriel, Mr. Ferrey, and the clerk of the works,

entered to inspect the new church, from which the

centres of the arches had been removed that morn

ing. The whole party had gone through the

church in the first instance, and were assembled in

the chancel. Mr. Montgomery and Mr. Ward

separated from the rest after a few minutes, and

were returning into the nave to get a better view of

the vaulting. Mr. Gabriel followed them. Mr.

Ward was in advance, and hearing a crack, sprang

forward. . Mr. Gabriel also saved himself by jump.

ing into the north aisle; but Mr. Montgomery, un

happily being more in the centre, was completely

covered by the falling mass, and instantaneously

killed. Independent of fractures of the skull, both

in the forehead and at the base, there was a com

pound fracture of the left thigh, and the right arm

was broken close to the elbow. An inquest was

holden on the body before a most respectable jury,

and a verdict of “Accidental Death” returned.

Mr. Montgomery married Cecilia, daughter of

the Very Rev. George Markham. D.D. late Dean

of York, but has left no issue. —Gentlemen's Maga

2-7-c.

THE LATE Michael J. QUIN, Esq.-We regret to

announce the death of this gentleman, which took

place on Sunday last at Boulogna-sur-mer. Mr.

Quin, who was, we believe, in his 50th year, had

been for some time in a declining state of health,

and has left a wife and three daughters, we fear,

quite unprovided for. Mr. Quin was well known

to general readers as the author of “Travels in

Spain,” and of “A Steamboat Voyage down the

Danube ;” and to a more limited circle he was

known as an extensive contributor to periodical

publications. Mr. Quin's politics were uniformly

liberal and consistent, and some years ago he wrote

many able articles upon our foreign policy in this

journal. He was also, for some time, editor of

“The Dublin Review.”—Britannia.
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Sutton SHARPE, Esq.—Died on the 22nd inst, at

his chambers in Lincoln's inn, Sutton Sharpe, Esq.,

Queen's counsel, aged forty-five. Mr. Sharpe some

time ago had a paralytic attack, but it was believed

by his friends that he was in a fair way of recovery,

so much so that to several friends, who passed

some hours with him on the night of Sunday last,

he appeared in excellent spirits, taking a lively in

terest in the various subjects of conversation which

were started.

Mr. Sharpe, to great professional knowledge,

added extensive information, on most subjects, and

his conversation was peculiarly agreeable.

His death will create a great sensation in Paris,

as well as in London; for there were few men in

the French Capital who during the last twenty

years have been distinguished in science, literature,

or politics, with whom he was not on relations of in

timacy. At the bar he was held in the very high

est estimation for his many excellent qualities, both

of the head and heart, and no man was a more ge

neral favorite in society, into the best circles of

which he had access from a very early age. He

was a nephew of Mr. Rogers, the banker and poet.

In politics Mr. Sutton Sharpe was a decided Li

beral; but such was the amenity of his manners,

that even in the times when politics ran highest in

this country, as during the Reform Bill, we do not

believe his stout assertion of his principles ever lost

him a friend.

We trust that some of the accomplished friends

of Mr. Sharpe will do that justice to his memory

which his many virtues so eminently merit.—Morn

ing Chronicle.

[Mr. Sutton Sharpe was one of the most valuable

men of our time. There was no judgment so much

to be relied upon. His mind, too, was not less re

markable for its solidity than its activity, and it was

most prolific in useful suggestions. It was hardly

possible to converse with him without carrying off

some new knowledge or subject to be worked upon.

His mind was full of stores, which he made availa

ble for the good labors of others. We never knew

any one so quick in seeing what should be done,

and in chalking out the plan for doing it, and

pointing out whence the materials are to be de

rived.

Mr. Sutton Sharpe was a learned lawyer in lead

ing practice, but he had also much more than the

learning of a lawyer. His knowledge of men and

things and books was extensive. Hardly a subject

could be started on which he could not bring an

acute thought or some new information to bear.

In conduct he was justly looked upon as a pattern

man, and the esteem and attachment of all the best

men of his time were his. There were few hap

pier men—fewer still who better deserved happi

ness. His career was one of uninterrupted success,

and the most brilliant professional prospects were

before him, but prosperity never in the slightest

degree spoiled him, and he never forgot an old

friend, nor failed to return a hundred-fold an old

kindness. The attachments of his youth have

strengthened up to the hour of his death. A wiser

and a better man the writer of this sad tribute ne

ver knew, nor a more true and constant friend.]-

Examiner.

FREDER1c D'ADELUNg.—Letters from St. Peters

burgh announce the death in that city, at the age

of seventy-four, of Frederic d’Adelung. Adelung

was born at Stettin, in Prussia, and was son of the

still more illustrious linguist of the same name.

The son is the author of numerous works on the

languages and literature of the East, and on Asia

tic, Russian, Scandinavian, and German antiqui

ties.—Athenaeum.

CoMMoDoRE DAvid PortER.—We have to record

the death of Commodore Porter, Chargé d'Affaires

at Constantinople, on the 3d of March. The com

modore has discharged the duties of his station with

distinguished ability for many years: and his me

mory will be gratefully cherished by numerous

strangers who have felt the kindness of his atten

tion to them in a foreign land.

BIBLIOGRAPHICAL NOTICES.

The History of Junius and his Works; and a Review

of the Controversy respecting the Identity of Junius.

With an Appendiz, containing Portraits and

Sketches by Junius. By John Jaques.

This is a very able book; well arranged in its plan,

and complete in its matter, whether positive with

regard to such absolute facts as dates, or inferential

as—whether Junius was or was not a lawyer. Be

sides a full history of the letters and the concurring

circumstances of their publication, Mr. Jaques has

collected from a variety of sources a vast number of

scattered facts and illustrations, tending to throw a

light upon the authorship of these celebrated letters,

and discussed seriatim the claims that have been put

forward for various parties. After briefly dismiss

ing the improbables, he enters at considerable length

into the respective cases of Lord George Sackville

and Sir Philip Francis. " he conclusion Mr. Jaques

comes to is founded on Butler's with some addition.

It is that Lord George Sackville was the writer,

Francis the amanuensis, and Mr. D'Oyly, a fellow

clerk with Francis in the War-Office, and after

wards private secretary to Lord George, a medium

of connexion. The circumstantial evidence points

more strongly to Lord George than to anybody else:

he had sufficient motives to instigate him to write

the letters, and cogent reasons afterwards to desire

the suppression of the authorship: the question in

our minds has always been—was he capable of wri

ting them? The hypothesis respecting the single

or double amanuensis may be true, but is unsupport

ed by reason or evidence. However convenient an

amanuensis might have been, he was not necessary.

The letters, especially the Letters of Junius, are not

long, looking at the period over which they extend;

the labor was in their composition, not in their

transcription. The expressions in the private com

munications to Woodſall respecting the copying,

&c., may refer to copies to be made by Junius him

self as well as by an amanuensis; whilst the only

direct evidence we have upon the subject is positive

in its terms, “I am the sole depository of my own

secret, and it shall perish with me.”—Spectator.

Criticisms on Art; and Sketches of the Picture Gal

leries of England. . By William Hazlitt, with

Catalogues of the principal Galleries now first col

lected. Edited by his Son. Templeman.

We observe with great pleasure the steady and

worthy spirit of pride in his father's memory, which

animates Mr. Hazlitt in his collection of these admi

rable writings. Hazlitt was in no department of

criticism so fascinating, in none so free from the

dogmatising and wilful spirit which would some

times cloud his exquisite judgment, as in that of the

Fine Arts. The opening sketches of this volume,

on the picture galleries of Angerstein, Dulwich,

Stafford, Windsor, Hampton, Grosvenor, Wilton,

Burleigh, Oxford, and Blenheim, are compositions

as charming as those of the best paintings they can

celebrate, and throw a light upon them warm and

rich as their own. The elaborate and eloquent trea

tise from the Encyclopædia Britannica is included in

this re-publication, with an article on flaxman from
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the Edinburgh Review, and some Essays (excellent)

from the London Magazine on the Elgin Marbles

and Fonthill Abbey. The editor has further en

riched the volume by an Appendix of Catalogues,

some of them original, and till now quite inaccessi

ble, than which he could hardly have made a more

welcome present to the lover of art.—Ezaminer.

The Christian contemplated ; in a Course of Lectures

delivered in Argyll Chapel, Bath. By William

Jay. (Works of William Jay, revised.) Bartlett.

The works of this intelligent and pious minister

must always command a wide and attentive

class of readers. Their qualities are a very earnest

practical faith, doctrine thoroughly unselfish, a style

which admits as much as possible of an easy incor

j." of the exact language and phrase of the

ible, and, within the bounds of the author's princi

ple of belief, a warm spirit of toleration and aflection.

The preface to the work before us marks the superi

or tone of mind which may be generally noted in

this celebrated dissenting preacher. He enters up

on the question of pulpil-style, and pronounces in

favour of what we may call the romantic as distin

guished from the classic school. He says that it

matters little if nothing should offend, supposing no

thing strikes, and he puts the case of a sermon which

shall observe inviolably all the unities and challenge

severity as a finished piece, but yet, no more than a

French drama that has fulfilled the same nice con

ditions, excite no sentiment and produce no effect

“Give us”—exclaims Mr. Jay, and we quote the

language to his honour—“rather the Shakspeare,

who, with blemishes which a less shrewd observer

than Voltaire may detect, actually succeeds, arrests,

inspires, enchants " . In subsequent remarks of the

same excellent spirit, Mr. Jay guards himself against

recommending anything but an easy, natural, simple

style of language : in support of the advantages of

which he shows his educated familiarity not alone

with Milton, Addison, and Lord Kaimes, but with

Rousseau and with Hume.—Ibid.

The Man-o'-War's Man. By Bill Truck, Senior

Boatswain of the Royal College of Greenwich.

Blackwood and Sons.

This is a reprint of one of the many admirable

serial papers in Blackwood's Magazine, which, hav.

ing undergone revision, are now in the course of

reproduction in this more enduring form. Tom

Cringle,s Log and other works have been similarly

ublished, and proved very welcome additions to the

ibrary of fiction. In the instance before us we have

to observe, besides a complete revision, some addi

tions to the original text. Mr. William Truck,

seeing that he began his lucubrations three-and

twenty years ago, was, we suppose, about the first

who plunged into nautical matters in the great wake

of Smollett, and seems to have found himself ex

posed to a deal of squeamishness in consequence.

The magazine indeed—assailed by “officers and com

manders” for Mr. William’s “trivial distinctions

between the language of Jack and the gentleman"—

was forced to run him aground prematurely. We

have since gotrid of these needless delicacies, thanks

to Captain Marryat's brilliant success, which has

done still greater good in directing attention to pro

fessional “abuse” of a different and more serious

kind. As a series of sketches, the forerunners of

the naval novels, the Man-o'-War's Man is interest

ing, to say nothing of what candid seaman report of

the author having really done what he proposed b

it, and delineated with tolerable truth, “the princi.

pal features and more prominent characteristics

easily recognizable in the three different grades

which usually compose the practical strength and

ship's company of a man-o'war.”—Ezaminer

SELECT LIST OF RECENT PUBLICATIONS.

GREAT BRITAIN.

Theophania; or, Divine manifestation of

our Lord and Saviour Jesus Christ. By

Eusebius, Bishop of Caesarea, Edited from

a manuscript recently discovered, by Prof.

Samuel Lee, M. D.

The Plea of Insanity in Criminal Cases.

By Forbes Winslow, Esq. M. R. C. S. 12mo.

Reeds shaken with the Wind. By the

Rev. R. S. Hawker, M. A. Vicar of Mor

wenstow, Cornwall.

Enter into thy Closet; or, Secret Prayer.

By Rev. James McGill.

The Duties of the Married State. By

James Foster, M. D.

Murray's Handbook for Travellers in

Central ity. including the Papal States,

Rome and the cities of Etruria.

Letters of Mary Queen of Scots, illus

trative of her Personal History, now first

published from the Originals. Edited by

Agnes Strickland. Vol. 3, 8vo.

Germany.

Corpus Reformatorum. Edidit C. G.

Bretschneider. Vol. x. Philippi Melanthonis

Opera. Vol. x. Halis Sar.

Commentar über d. Psalmen, von Dr. E.

W. Hengstenberg 1 Bd. 8vo. Berlin.

Versuch einer wissenschaftlichen Dar

stellung der Geschichte der neuern Philos

ophie. 2r Bd. 2te Abtheil. Leibnitz und

die Entwicklung des Idealismus vor Kant.

Leipzig.

Verhandlungen der vierten Versammlung

deutscher Philologen und Schulmänner in

Bonn 1841. Bonn.

De Roma veteris muris, atque portis;

von G. A. Becker. Lips. ,

Mythologische Forschungen und Samm

lungen, von Wolfgang Menzel. Stuttgart.

FRANCE.

Napoléon et l’Angleterre. Campagne de

Pologne. Par le Wicomte de Marquessac.

Paris.

Poésies complètes de Robert Burns, tra

duites de l'Ecossais, par M. Leon de Wail

ly; avec une Introduction du mème. Paris.

Rimes Heroiques, par Auguste Barbier.

Paris.

Discours de M. Lamartine, prononcé à

la Chambre de Députés, revue par lui

même. Paris.

Monographie de la Presse Parisienne,

par M. de Balzac. Paris.



B. R. HAYD ON .

The borough of Plymouth, England, which is remarkable as the birth-place of Reynºlds,

Northcote, and many other names eminent in art, is also honored as the native place of Haydon.

At the age of nineteen, he proceeded to London, as a place better suited for the cultivation and

exercise of his powers, and almost immediately arrested public attention. His second picture,

the “Death of Dentatus,” was painted in his twenty-second year, and not only found an imme

diate purchaser in the Earl of Mulgrave, but obtained a premium of one hundred guineas from

the British Institution. His great picture, the “Judgment of Solomon,” was exhibited in 1814,

when he was twenty-eight; and it is indisputably the best picture of the subject ever painted,

and Raffaelle is one of the number who have treated it. His next great picture, “Christ riding

into Jerusalem,” and which was five years on the easel, is now in Philadelphia. It is defective

in the principal figure; and although filled with parts beautifully conceived and executed, it is,

as a whole, rather spotty in its effect.

Haydon possessed talents of the very highest order, and these were cultivated by the most

indefatigable study of the best models. From the Phidian sculptures of the dismantled Parthenon

and the most excellent of the works of Raffaelle, he derived those principles which have clothed

the creations of his own fervent imagination, and will not fail to obtain from posterity a more

unanimous applause than he can now hope to receive from his contemporaries. His style of

composition is bold and picturesque, but at the same time simple and grand; his drawing and

expression accurate and refined, and his coloring almost Venitian in richness.

He began his career as an Historical painter with his whole soul ardently devoted to the

highest and noblest in art. The prospect was sufficiently discouraging; for hitherto the wealthy

men of England had shown no disposition to follow the example of George the Third in his

employment of the talents of West. But nothing could subdue the indomitable perseverance

and enthusiasm of the man. When not occupied in vindicating the honor of modern British art

y the labors of his pencil, he was wielding his pen, either to awaken a feeling in favor of its

ighest department, or to denounce and expose the ignorance of some impudent dictator in the

'orld of taste.

The “Napoleon” is one of his later works, is of small dimensions, and remarkable for its

mplicity.
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-INQ islet calls Inee lord. after all, but a wreck and a cast-off from the social

We leave thee no confederate band, system, wanderer forlorn, worldless, fragmentary

No symbol of thy lost command, being, like the wild animal of the desert, gaunt

To be a dagger in the hand solitary tenant of space and night-British Critic.

From which we wrench'd the sword.

Vol. II. No. II. 10
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J U N E ,

“THE DESOLATER DESOLATE *—ByRoN.

Engraved by Mr. Sartain, from Haydon's Picture.

To B. R. HAYDoN,

On seeing his picture of Napoleon Buonaparte on the Island

of St. Helena.

Haydon! let worthier judges praise the skill

Here by thy pencil shown in truth of lines

And charm of colors; I applaud those signs

Of thought, that give the true poetic thrill;

That unencumbered whole of blank and still,

Sky without cloud—ocean without a wave;

And the one Man that labored to enslave

The world, sole-standing high on the bare hill—

Back turned, arms folded, the unapparent face

Tºnged, we may fancy, in this dreary place

With light reflected from the invisible sun

Set, like his fortunes; but not set for aye

Like them. The unguilty Power pursues his way,

And before him doth dawn perpetual run.

WoRDSworth.

Farewell to the land where the gloom of my glory

Arose and o'ershadow'd the earth with her name—

She abandons me now: but the page of her story,

The brightest or blackest, is fill'd with my fame.

I have lººd with a world which vanquish'd me

on

When He meteor of conquest allured me too far;

I have coped with the nations which dread me thus

lonely,

The last single captive of millions in war.

BYRoN.

Do not hide

Close in thy heart that germ of pride,

Erewhile by gifted bard espied,

That “yet imperial hope;”

Think not that for a fresh rebound,

To raise ambition from the ground,

We yield thee means or scope.

- Ne'er again

Hold §. of independent reign;

No islet calls thee lord.

We leave thee no confederate band,

No symbol of thy lost command,

To be a dagger in the hand

From which we wrench'd the sword.

Wol. II. No. II.

1 S 4 3 .

Yet, e'en in yon sequestered spot,

May worthier conquest be thy lot

Than yet thy life has known;

Conquest unbought by blood or harm,

That needs not foreign aid nor arm,

A triumph all thine own.

Such waits thee when thou shalt control

Those passions wild, that stubborn soul,

That marred thy prosperous scene:

Hear this from no unmoved heart,

Which sighs, comparing what thou art

With what thou might'st have been 1

Scott.

Stern tide of human Time! that know'st not rest,

But, sweeping from the cradle to the tomb,

Bear'st ever downward onº dusky breast

Successive generations to their doom;

While thy ..". stream has equal room

For the gay bark where pleasure's streamers sport,

And for the prison-ship of guilt and gloom,

The ...}. and barge that bears a court,

Still wafting onward all to one dark silent port.

Stern tide of Time ! thro' what mysterious change

Oſ hope and fear have our frail barks been driven!

For ne'er, beſore, vicissitude so strange

Was to one race of Adam's offspring given.

And sure such varied change of sea and heaven,

Such unexpected bursts of joy and wo,

Such ſearful strife, as that where we have striven,

Succeeding ages ne'er again shall know,

Until the awful term when thou shalt cease to flow.

Scott.

Isolation is, beyond question, a humbling thing:

let those think serenely of themselves whom a world

embraces, who lie pillowed and cushioned upon soft

affections and tender regards, and the breath of ad

miring circles—greatness in isolation feels itself,

after all, but a wreck and a cast-off from the social

system, wanderer forlorn, worldless, fragmentary

being, like the wild animal of the desert, gaunt

solitary tenant of space and night-British Critic.
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CHANGES OF SOCIAL LIFE IN GER

MANY. -

From the Edinburgh Review.

1. Jugendleben und Wanderbilder.

Johanna Schopenhauer. (Recollections

of my Youth and Wanderings. By Jo

hanna Schopenhauer.) 2 vols. Bruns

wick: 1839.

2. Zeitbilder–Wien in der Letzten Halſte

des Achtzehuten Jahrhunderts. Von Caro

line Pichler. (Sketches of Bygone

Times—Vienna in the Latter Half of the

Eighteenth Century. By Caroline Pich

ler.) Vienna : 1839.

The authors of these works were, in

their day, among the most popular female

novel-writers of Germany; and some of

their productions rank with the standard

novels of that country. The first of the

two also published travels in France, Bel

gium, and England, and a little work of

some merit on old German art, entitled

“Wan Eyk and his Contemporaries.” This

lady's life was a varied and eventful one.

It was her lot to live through, and partly

to witness, some of the greatest events

of modern times. Her earliest recollection

was the dismemberment of Poland, and the

consequent ruin of her paternal city, Dan

zig. Then came the American war, which

excited such intense and universal interest.

Her first visit to Paris was during the mut

terings of the storm which soon burst over

France. She was present at Versailles the

last time Louis XVI. and his unfortunate

Queen were permitted to celebrate the

Fête de St. Louis. She saw the last gleam

of their setting sun. She lived for some

years in Hamburg, and had thus an oppor

tunity of comparing that city with its Han

seatic sister and rival, Danzig, her native

place. After the death of her husband she

went to reside at Weimar. She had not

been there a fortnight when the battle of

Jena fell like a thunderbolt upon Germany.

She has left a circumstantial and lively ac

count of the scenes of which she was an

eye-witness at that terrible moment. At

Weimar she lived in the closest intimacy

with Goethe ; and her house was the resort

of the eminent persons who were attracted

to that remarkable court.

Unfortunately, the whole of this eventful

history, from the year 1789, exists only in

mere notes and fragments. At the age of

seventy-two she sat down to put her “Re

collections” into a regular form and order;

but she had got little beyond the period of

her early marriage, when her hand was

stopped by a sudden but placid death. The

Won

last incident recorded in them is the arrival,

at Danzig, of the news of the destruction

of the Bastile. Her daughter, upon whom

devolved the duty of publishing these Me

moirs, chose rather to give them in their

fragmentary form than to fill up the chasms

from her own knowledge of her mother's

history; and though such a work could

never fall into more competent hands, we

admire the good taste which influenced her

decision. She has added nothing but the

few words absolutely necessary to explain

the circumstances under which the book

was given to the world.

Madame Pichler’s work consists of Re

miniscences. True to her vocation as a

novel-writer, she has strung her amusing

“Sketches” of the society of Vienna at

the end of the last century on a thread of

story. This detracts from the air of truth

which they would otherwise have, and, as

the story itself is of the feeblest texture,

adds nothing to the interest. They lose

the character of descriptions by an eye

witness, which is the greatest merit such a

work can possess. Madame Pichler is in

ſerior to her northern contemporary in the

candor which ought to preside over all com

parisons of different ages or countries. She

is more prejudiced in favor of the “good

old times,” and more apt to lament over

the degeneracy of modern manners.

These two works, with one or two others

to which we shall occasionally refer, will

enable us, we hope, to lay before our readers

some agreeable details; and at the sametime

to furnish some glimpses of the life and

condition of the middle classes in Germany

at the end of the last century.

The progress made by England in what

the French call material civilization—in all

that conduces to the splendor, comfort, and

convenience of physical life—has been so

much more rapid than that of the nations

of the Continent, that fewer remains of the

domestic life of the last century are to be

found among us than among any other peo

ple. Less than half a century has totally

changed the habits of the middle classes. In

Germany, where the change is much more

recent and partial, an Englishman is still con

tinually reminded of the customs and the

traditions of his childhood; especially if that

childhood was passed in a provincial town.

In the more remote parts, we find a state of

civilization which we have regarded as

passed forever. The observant and reflect

ing traveller meets, with a kind of delighted

recognition, some custom, some saying,

some implement, dress, or viand—perhaps

some sentiment or opinion, for these, too,



1843.] 147CHANGES OF SOCIAL LIFE in Germany.

have their day—of which he has heard his

parents talk with the fond recollection of

childhood. He finds the garment for which

his mother's hoards were ransacked; and

which, once the dress of the higher classes,

is now become the distinctive costume of

a retired peasantry not yet infected with

the rage for imitation. He will hear with

surprise the traditions of his paternal house,

and the styings of his ancient nurse. In

one district, he will find the undoubting

simple faith of his forefathers; in another,

the feudal attachment to the immediate

lord, or the blind and affectionate loyalty

to the sovereign, for which he must look

through a long vista of centuries at home.

In this or that free city, he will see the

coarse substantial comfort, and the strict

adherence to the manners and pleasures of

his class, which once characterized our

citizens. He will see in operation what to

him is extinct, and will be able, in some

degree, to measure the extent of his gain

and his loss.

From Madame Schopenhauer we get an

idea of one of the Hanse towns, while it

still retained its commercial prosperity,

and its municipal franchises. In many re

spects, it may doubtless be taken as a sam

ple of the class to which it belonged;

though each of those interesting cities was

strongly marked with a character of its

own. We greatly regret that death has

robbed us of the comparison she intended

to draw between Danzig and Hamburg;

though these, from their northern and ma

ritime position, would have afforded the

least striking differences and contrasts.

It would not be easy to point out a field

in which so rich a harvest of curious and

amusing traditions might still be gleaned,

as in the free Imperial cities of Germany.

Their political importance is gone, or at

least changed; but there are vestiges enough

remaining to show what they once were.

We have often wondered that, in learned

and industrious Germany, no one has un

dertaken a history of these remarkable

communities—exhibiting their quaint cus

toms, as well as their political and muni

cipal institutions. We shall advert to only

two of these cities—Cologne, whose Roman

origin and ecclesiastical government form,

so to speak, two curious substrata to its

strongly-marked burgher character, and its

sturdy democratic spirit—and Nürnberg,

the younger sister of Venice, whose insti

tutions she copied, as far as national diffe

rences would permit ; and whose Gesch

lechter (gentes, or patrician families) af

fected to tread in the footsteps of the

merchant princes of the south. In the for

mer, are to be found the descendants of the

sturdy bourgeoisie which once drove out

the nobles, and (good Catholics as they

were) would not allow their sovereign

Archbishop to sleep within their walls, now

carrying on a quiet but dogged contest with

the Rhineland aristocracy—resisting all

their attempts to be recognised as a distinct

body in the state, and uniting cordial loy

alty to their present King with a deter

mined spirit of equality. This spirit, partly

transmitted to them by their ancestors,

partly, no doubt, the result of their contact

with France, has probably led the more

ignorant writers of that country into their

confident mistakes. A very little inquiry

might suffice to show them that it often

places them among the most inveterate

enemies of French domination.

Many curious proofs of the force and

tenacity of the municipal character might

be found here. And in social life, while

the wealthier citizens enjoy their well

stored tables and joyous amusements, with

out the smallest desire to intrude them

selves into the ranks of the nobles—while

they retain much of the coarse joviality

and sturdy independence of their forefa

thers—the people have not lost their south

ern taste for out-of-door shows and amuse

ments—their singular talent for decoration,

their hearty familiar manners, or their jocu

lar temper. Cologne was one example,

among many, of the old saying, “Unter

den Krummstab ist gut wohnen”—“It is

good living under the Crozier.” The gov

ernment of the Ecclesiastical Electors was

liberty itself compared to that of the civic

oligarchy of Nürnberg. This was so op

pressive and arrogant that the tempest

which swept it away, together with crowns

and diadems, was hailed as a deliverer.

The traveller, who stands amazed before

the matchless treasures of art with which

the patrician families encircled their city;

who looks at the gorgeous windows placed

by the piety of the Hallers, the Beheims,

the Tuchers, the Löffelholzers, and the

Holzschuhers, in her beautiful churches;

who sees himself surrounded on every side

by traces of their antiquity, their munifi

cence, and their taste—must feel the mel

ancholy with which fallen glory inspires

every generous mind. There is an exqui

site portrait of one of the Holzschuher

family, painted by Albert Dürer in 1526,

which, by the courtesy of the present head

of that most ancient house, is shown to

strangers. When we stood before it, and

thought that then—three centuries ago—
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the Holzschuhers were already a time

honored race; that, in the year 1291, Her

degen Holzschuher was elected to the

seat in the Senate or Supreme Council,

which his descendants, in unbroken line,

filled down to the dissolution of the Ger

manic Empire; when we turned over the

vellum pages containing the effigies and

armorial illustrations of these potent and

reverend Councillors, we fell unwittingly

into a fit of veneration for purity and anti

quity of descent, unworthy of Englishmen,

proud of the mixed blood and confused

heraldry of their aristocracy.

But the smallest inquiry into the condi

tion of the people under this oligarchy,

soon dissipates all sentimental regrets. No

sympathy with the fallen fortunes of indi

viduals can prevent our rejoicing in the

overthrow of a tyranny the more intolera

ble from its proximity. We have heard an

aged Nürnberger contrast the haughtiness

and morgue of his former masters, who

never suffered their servants to address

them without the magnificent title of

“Hochſreiherrlicher Herr,” with the plain

habits and easy manners of their present

Sovereign. It reminded us of the naïf

wonder expressed by Madame Schopen

hauer, then fresh from her free city, and

full of republican pride, at seeing the young

reigning Duke of Mechlenberg-Schwerin

(grandfather, we presume, of the present)

take out a flower-girl to dance in the pub

lic walks at Pyrmont. “What would the

Danzigers say if their reigning Bürger

meister were to demean himself so in pub.

lic l’”

In later times, arbitrary and rapacious

exactions were added to the insolent domi

nation of the hereditary senate of Nürn

berg. It had no hold, as already mentioned,

on the popular sympathies, and its fall is

spoken of without regret. In Nürnberg,

therefore, we must seek not so much the

peculiar stamp impressed on the popular

character, as the recollections connected

with picturesque streets, and the domestic

habits of its inhabitants. How strongly

does every house bear the stamp of an opu

lent merchant city, as distinguished from

the feudal aspect of Prague or Ratisbon

How distinctly do we trace the impression

which Italy, then the Queen of commerce,

the nurse of municipal independence, had

left on the minds of these travelled burgh

ers! Nor are all the ancient customs ex

tinct. At intervals around the magnificent

church of St. Lawrence, are fixed massive

carved oaken chairs, bearing the symbols

of the trades or guilds of the city. In

each of these sits, on a Sunday, a sworn

master (meister) of the trade; before him

stands a plate, on which are deposited the

alms of the congregation. After service,

each master carries his contribution into

the vestry. This is a curious relic of the

kunstwesen (guild-system) which we have

never seen noticed. If such are the things

which strike a passing stranger, what

might not be told by old inhabitants of the

city what might not be discovered by an

inquirer who united knowledge and pa

tience with a love for antiquity;-imagi

nation enough to seize the local color,

and fidelity enough to render it exactly 1

There is no time to lose. The French Re

volution, which levelled to the dust all the

tottering edifices of the Middle Ages,

already dates half a century back, and the

living chronicles of what remained of anti

quity are fast dropping into the grave.

“Any one,” says Madame Pichler, speaking

of Vienna, “who had gone to sleep in 1790,

and waked again in 1838, might have

thought himself transported into another

planet; so thoroughly is every thing alter

ed—from the greatest to the least, from

the most intimate to the most superficial.”

Madame Schopenhauer's descriptions of .

her native city have all the charm and vi

vacity of truth. The institutions, customs,

and manners of the great and ancient types

of trading cities are peculiarly interesting

to an Englishman, who can compare them

with those which not long since existed in

his own country. The civic life of Eng

land, as such, is extinct. Municipal insti

tutions remain, but the pomp, pride, and

circumstance that surrounded them are

gone. What is more, the spirit that in

spired them is extinct. Civic honors are

become nearly ridiculous, and civic cus

toms have lost their significance. In Lon

don, indeed, the Lord Mayor's show is

kept up—as a show; but in other corporate

towns the antique and traditional pageants,

and the peculiar customs, have been abol

ished.

Who that has seen a Norwich guild

twenty years ago, does not remember Snap

Snap, as necessary to the mayor as his

gold chain?—the delight and terror of

children, the true representative of the

dragon slain by St. George, patron of the

city, who used to be borne, like a barbarian

monarch in a Roman triumph, at the heels

of the civil power, opening his wide and

menacing jaws with no more felonious in

tent than the reception of the half-pence

which it was the touchstone of courage to

put into that blood-red and fearful gulf.
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These were the perquisites of the inner

man, the spiritus rector who walked under

the scaly hide, flourished the long forked

tail, and pulled the string which moved the

dreadful head and jaws. The religious

significancy of Snap had been lost for ages.

The Protestant and prosaic people saw in

him nothing but a child's toy; the enlight

ened thought such toys absurd and dis

gusting—and he is no more. With him are

gone the whifflers, the last depositories of

an art so long forgotten beyond the walls

of the venerable city, that the commen

tators on Shakspeare were at a loss for the

meaning of the word. Their gay dress of

blue and red silk, the wondering evolutions

of the glittering swords with which they

kept off the crowd from his worship—all

are gone. The office and art of whiffler

was hereditary. The last whiffler is dead

and left no heir, the office is abolished, the

art extinct.

These things had become shadows, and

like shadows they have departed. But an

equal and more important change has

taken place in the social and domestic

character of our provincial towns. They

are all now imitations of the capital—there

is no originality, no escape from the eternal

repetition of men and things—the “ewige

einerlei.” Fifty years ago, manners in

London differed essentially from those in

country towns, and those again from each

other. The relations of the different classes

of society to each other were still more

different. In the old manufacturing cities

there was a regular burgher aristocracy,

connected for generations with the staple

and permanent manufacture of the place—

men of substance and credit, to whom the

lower classes looked up with deference.

They filled the civic offices, and never re

linquished the honored title of “Mr. Jus

tice,” which the highest of these offices

conſerred. The young men of such families

were sent to some correspondent in Ger

many, Holland, or Italy, to “learn the lan

guages,” and to see other forms of com

mercial life. Their return to their paternal

city was an event. They were the travelled

beaux who imported foreign airs and foreign

fashions. They dressed and danced and

wore their swords with the newest grace.

But they soon settled down into the habits

of their fathers, and might be seen (in one

city, at least, in our remembrance) every

day at noon sitting in a row on a low

church wall opposite to a noted tavern,

taking a glass of sherry “as a whet,” and

discussing the politics of the greater or

smaller state. The more we go back to the

recollections of what we heard in our

childhood of a preceding generation, the

nearer do we approach to the manners of

Germany ; in many respects, to those at the

present day—in more, to those existing at

the end of the last and the beginning of the

present century. The Germans are gen

erally unaware of the existence of such re

semblances. They take their idea of Eng

land solely from what they have read of

London, or from the falsest of all guides,

Novels. It has often happened to us, when

describing the early hours, the simple me

thodical habits, and the primitive domestic

festivities of English country towns early

in this century, to be interrupted with a

general exclamation—“But it is not Eng

land that you are describing!” Fortunately,

or unfortunately, for her, Germany is em

barked on the same stream with ourselves,

and will be hurried along by the same cur

rent; but there are many causes which will

render her progress less rapid than ours,

and we may for years continue to find, es

pecially in her remoter districts, traces of

former times which have long been effaced

at home. The similarity we speak of is,

of course, subject to large deductions for

national character and peculiarities. We

shall leave those of our readers who can

go back to a period verging on that de

scribed in the books before us, to decide to

what extent the manners they depict re

semble the contemporary manners of Eng

land.

But before quitting these desultory

sketches of former times, we shall give

our readers a Danzig scene, described to

us by an eye-witness. Not more than a

quarter of a century ago, there existed in

every principal family of that city a family

tribunal, Familiengericht, to which every

member was amenable, and over which the

head of the family presided. When a young

girl, our informant accompanied her mo

ther on a visit to the city of her fathers, and

was taken to be introduced to this awful

assembly:—“We went,” said she, “in full

dress, and found the old man of eighty

seated in the grossvaterstuhl” at the top of

the room, and the other members arranged

in a semicircle on either side, according to

age and precedence. I was presented by

my mother, and welcomed as a stranger.

I made my obeisance, and we took our

* Grandfather's-chair—Easy chairs were un

known. The only sort of arm-chair was called

grosswaterstuhl, and was exclusively reserved for

the dignity and the feebleness of age. Even now,

this name is commonly applied to easy-chairs,

which are lamentably rare in Germany.
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seats. Shortly aſter, two very young men

of the family were called up by the patri

arch, and, in presence of the whole com

pany, severely reprimanded for some mis

demeanor—I think it was getting into

debt. They stood perfectly abashed, and

pale as death. Their parents sat by,

scarcely less so, but not daring to inter

pose a word in their behalf. The rebuke

ended, they were dismissed.” Does not

this appear more like a scene in the tent

of an Arab Sheik, than in the house of an

inhabitant of a great trading city in our

own days 1 But if such was the influence

of the idea of kindred over the minds of

citizens, what might it be expected to be

over those of noble descent This subject

is foreign to our present purpose. The

dire restraints and obligations imposed by

noble blood ; the degree to which indi

vidual character, tastes, and affections, are

sacrificed to the preserving of its current

pure and unmingled ; the advantages and

disadvantages of an aristocracy of mere

birth, with whom the people can never mix

and never sympathize—having no root in

the inferior classes, and no independent

political power—as compared with those

of our own mixed-blooded, wealthy, and

puissant aristocracy, growing out of the

people, and sending down its younger

branches again, like the banyan-tree, into

the parent earth to seek strength and sus

tenance ;-these are matters which lie be

yond our present bounds, and upon which,

therefore, we shall not make any obser

vations.

Madame Schopenhauer introduces her

“Recollections” in the following passage:

“A somewhat weary traveller, but still with

fresh feelings and a vigorous enjoyment of life,

I stand on the height overlooking the last stage

of my journey. Once more I look back on the

long road I have travelled ; on the lovely val

leys in which I havc wandered; on the rugged

and thorny paths through which I have strug

gled ; and though the retrospect awakens a

mingled feeling of joy and sorrow, I am well

content, on the whole, to have arrived so far on

my way.

“Sixty or seventy years ago, before there

was even a talk of chaussées or railroads, life

glided or crept on as slowly and quietly as the

traveller's carriage through the deep sands of

north Germany: with the exception of a few in

evitable jolts, one arrived, half asleep, at the

goal prescribed to all. In the real, as well as

the figurative sense, how utterly is every thing

changed, during the period in which the larger

half of my existence i. ſallen Liſe, as well

as travelling, goes on with threefold rapidity.

Whether the travellers will have as

much to tell on their return home, as their more

slow-moving predecessors, is doubtful; it is at

- - -

least to be hoped that they cannot bring back

less information than most of the English tour

ists who now crowd the highways. .."

“To narrate the favorite amusement of

age ' And why not ? ‘That every fool now-a-

days has his own history to tell, is not one of the

smallest plagues of these evil times,” sighed

Goethe once, when he was condemned to listen

to the long stories of a worthy person; and this

has made me deliberate; but it is easier to lay

down a dull book than to turn a tiresome talker

out of your house.”

The venerable reciter probably thought,

as we do, that Goethe's lament did not ap

ply to a lively and faithful record of events

and objects, but to the effusions of restless

vanity—the confessions of what nobody is

interested in hearing, or ought to hear—

with which the public is now so often re

galed.

“After the sullen peace which succeeded the

Seven Years' War,” she continues, “my life has

fallen in most eventſul times. From the revolt

of the Americans in 1775, to this present 22d of

January 1837, on which the acquittal of Prince

Louis Bonaparte is the latest piece of news, I

have had ample time and opportunity to observe

what is worthy not only to be remembered, but

recorded. I will try then to sketch, with slight

but accurate touches, a portrait of the times in

and with which I have lived—those venerable

times, whose manners and usages now appear

to lie as far behind us as if they were divided

ſrom us by centuries. I will give the truth, the

ure truth, without any admixture of fiction;

ut I shall not trouble the reader with the de

tails of my own life, which can interest only the

few who are attached to me. I shall spare the

world the history of my affections,—(Herzens

angelegen heiten—affairs of the heart.) To

affirm that I have had none, were as useless as

it were silly—for who would believe me?”

Johanna Troziener, such was her maiden

name, was born in the year 1766, on the

shores of the Baltic, in the then free city

of Danzig, of which her father was an emi

nent merchant. The portraits of her father

and mother, and their two faithful servants,

Adam and Kasche, are drawn with great

vivacity, though in few words. We quote

the following passage for the sake of one

remark in it:—“My father,” says she,

“was a man of violent temper, but a cer

tain oldfashioned gallantry to the sex pre

vented his ever forgetting himself in his

behavior towards my mother. This feel

ing is now so completely out of fashion,

that my readers will hardly understand

what I mean by it. It extended even to

his daughters.” If ever that sort of defer

ential courtesy to women, as women, which

went under the name of gallantry, and was

formerly a distinguishing mark of the

breeding of a gentleman, was common in
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Germany, the change is certainly as great

as Madame Schopenhauer represents it.

• It has, we believe, greatly declined even

in its birthplace, France. In England, iſ

there is but little of this shadow of chivalry

remaining, it is, in our opinion, amply com

pensated by an easy, cordial, equal tone of

intercourse;—implying a far profounder

and more flattering sort of respect than

the generous consideration for weakness

which lies at the bottom of the old gal

lantry. Men of sense and learning in Eng

land may constantly be seen talking to

women, without altering the matter or

manner of their conversation—(supposing

always, of course, that their hearers have

sense and taste enough to relish such con

versation)—without any of the ménagemens,

or the trivial compliments which imply

such profound and almost unconscious con

tempt for their understandings. From what

we have seen, and from the tone of Ger

man literature, it does not appear to us that

women are treated either with the refined

politeness of a former age in France, or the

tone of frank, respectful equality—the

civility neither of condescension nor adora

tion—which characterizes the best society

in England.

On this subject, we find the following

passage in the Personalia of Frederic Ja

cobs, published in 1840. He had been ap

pointed teacher, we may mention, in the

Gymnasium at Gotha, in 1785.

“At that time,” says he, “social life had a to

tally different aspect. The fashion of clubs was

in its infancy; and women were not driven to

seek amusement and conversation by themselves.

Besides a weekly assemblage of the principal

families in the town, there were frequent little

parties in the houses of the middle classes, to

which the youth of both sexes were invited.

Every age and each sex found its account in

them. The old played cards; the young
amused themselves!. music or dancing; new

dramatic works were often read aloud; proverbs

or little plays were acted. The tone in these little

parties was at once polite and lively. The young

men gave themselves the trouble to converse

agreeably with the women, who, on their side,

were willing listeners. That there was a good

deal of falling in love, follows of course; but the

eye ofthe mother watched overher daughter; and

the salutary constraint thus imposed on both par

ties, heightened the charm oftheir intercourse, and

gave rise to connexions less rapidly formed, but

more enduring, than thosewhich wenow witness.”

Where such a separation of the sexes,

as is here figured, takes place, it is evident

either that the men are impatient or inca

pable of the decorum and courtesy imposed

by female society; or that the women are

impatient or incapable of such conversa

tion as alone can or ought to interest men

—or perhaps both are true. In either case,

good manners and good conversation—at

least, the best manners and the best con

versation—cannot exist. The reciprocal

endeavor of either sex to recommend

itself to the higher tastes and qualities of

the other, is, we believe, the fine but safe

and powerful spring of really good—i. e.

refined and enlightened—society.

Madame Schopenhauer describes her

mother's education as that of her time. A

few Polonaises on the harpsichord, a song

or two accompanied by herself, and reading

and writing sufficient for domestic use,

formed the sum of her learning. Till the

appearance of “Sophia's Journey from

Memel to Saxony,” she had read very little

but Gellert's writings. Indeed his “Swed

ish Countess,” of most tiresome memory,

was the only novel she had read.”

Warnhagen Von Ense gives an amusing

anecdote regarding this novel. The oc

currence mentioned took place at Berlin in

1841.

A lady was ill, and must be amused by

being read to, but not over-excited or

fatigued. M. de Varnhagen was to be

reader, and was embarrassed as to the

choice of a book. The patient's uncle pro

tested that he would not allow his niece to

be agitated by the horrors of the literature

of the day, in which atrocity and immor

ality were employed to set forth the “new

opinions.” An elderly cousin attacked the

French Romantic School, as having brought

a torrent of indecency, bad taste, and bad

morals, into Germany. At last, after a

great contest of opinions, it was deter

mined that M. de Varnhagen should be left

to his own discretion—on condition that

he should not tell the name of the book, or

the author, till all had pronounced judg

ment. The sage and safe uncle looked

black at the well-printed, uncut volume;

sternly muttering, that the newer the book,

so much the worse. The reader made no

reply, and began. For a time, things went

on tolerably; but, as the story advanced,

the uncle declared he could no longer en

dure its gross immorality, and literally

took his hat and stick and left the room;-

protesting that such a book could not have

been produced in any other age than the

present, when the young think they are

called upon to begin by emancipating

themselves from all that their fathers held

sacred. He added, that he wished that all

the novels which had been published since

the year 1830 were prohibited in a mass.

M. de Warnhagen read on to the end. The
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old cousin said it was a pity—the young

author had talents, and perhaps might

mend. “No,” said M. de Varnhagen, “he

will not mend. He will remain what he

is.” The book, instead of being an ema

nation of the evil spirit of the day, was the

long before published “Swedish Countess”

of the pious and popular Gellert.

Richardson's novels produced a vast ef

fect in Germany. It is impossible to take

up a book referring to this period, in which

they are not mentioned. Henry Steffens,

in his Autobiography, says “they flooded

not only Germany but Denmark;” and

ascribes to them a marked increase in the

refinement of the women. They were

soon succeeded by the odious race of sen

timental novels, which, till very lately,

were believed in England to form the stand

ard literature of Germany. It is worth

while to undergo the tedium and disgust of

reading one or two of the most celebrated

of them, as indications of a certain state of

popular taste and feeling, which, though no

longer existing, has left perceptible traces

in the national character and literature.

There is an admirable critique of Jacobs'

Woldemar, by Frederick Schlegel, which

we recommend to any reader who is in

clined to know more of this form of mental

disease. English novels still form a great

part of the reading of German young la

dies. The reason alleged is, that they are

the only ones fit for girls to read. We are

very sensible to the compliment paid to the

purer taste and morality of our country;

but we must be permitted to question

whether the knowledge of English, so

enerally diffused in Germany, might not

e turned to better account. Nor are some

of the best of our novels current. Miss

Austen's, for example, are, so far as we

have found, nearly unknown.

When we spoke of the slow pace at

which change proceeds in Germany, we

ought certainly to have excepted all that

regards literature. Who that takes up a

half-yearly Leipsic Catalogue, would be

lieve that the men are yet living who re

member the state of things which Madame

Schopenhauer alludes to Who that goes

into a German reading-room and sees the

innumerable Journals—the Blatter—leaves,

“countless as those that strew the brooks

of Valombrosa,” would believe, that in the

year 1788, “the meagre blotting-paper

Journals of the capitals appeared, at the

utmost, three times a week 1 The Reichs

postreiter (Courier of the Empire) was a

sort of luxury for the higher classes; as

the Journal de Leyde, published in French,

was for statesmen and politicians. The

reading public were obliged to wait with

eager impatience for a number (heft) of.

Schlötzer's Staats Anzeigen and Brief wech

sel, (Public Advertiser and Correspon

dence,) or for a new volume of ‘Nicolai's

Travels,’ in order to enjoy the delight of

a little gossip, home or foreign.”

But to return to Madame Schopenhauer.

Her description of Kasche, the Polish nurse

maid, her songs, her simple lessons of piety,

and her devoted attachment to the family

of which she felt herself an integral mem

ber, is touching. Scarcely less so is that

of Adam, the “Maitre Jacques” of the

household, to whom every thing was con

fided, and who provided every thing, “even

to the ſat ox, which, according to universal

custom, was bought and slaughtered in au

tumn for a winter store.” Adam under

stood and humored the infirmities of his

master's temper. He dealt with them as

we do with the faults of those we love,

when parting is out of the question. They

never occurred to him as a reason for leav

ing the house to which he entirely be

longed. The group is completed by the no

less faithful, but somewhat ludicrous Mo

ser, the clerk—with his love for politics

and his talent for story-telling ; thrice

happy when he could exhibit himself on

holidays “in his grass-green coat embroi

dered with gold, his bag wig, huge rings,

and paste buckles, covering the whole front

of the shoe.” Such was the household in

which our authoress was born and grew

up; for we need scarcely say that, with

these excellent people there was no thought

of change. They took root in the soil

where they had been planted, and shared,

in the fullest sense, the life and fortunes of

their masters.

There is, perhaps, no department of so

cial life where manners have undergone a

more complete revolution than in the rela

tion between master and servant. At the

time which Madame Schopenhauer treats

of, the old feudal feeling, which formed a

tie wholly independent of personal quali

ties, was not extinct. Indeed, it survived

to a much later period in the very city she

is describing, and is still in full force in

Westphalia.

Every city may perhaps be viewed as, in

some sort, an expression of the character,

wants, and tastes, of its builders; and of

the state of society amidst which it arose.

The following passage, relating to Danzig,

is graphic:—

* C. J. Weber.
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“The main streets,” says Madame Schopen

hauer, “are much wider than those in any other

old town. Two or even three carriages might pass

abreast between the houses, and yet leave room

for a commodious footpath; yet the actual room

for passage is so small, that the most experienced

coachman can hardly avoid collision, and the

foot passengers have enough to do to escape

with whole limbs. The ſlights of steps before

all the houses, of which those in Hamburg or

Lubeck are but the shadow of a shade, are the

cause of this strange appearance. I know not

how to convey an idea of these singular propy

lata, which give to the northern city something

of a southern character, and in which, during my

childhood, a great part of the household busi

ness was carried on, with an openness incredible

now, almost as publicly as in the street. They

are not balconies; I might almost call them

spacious terraces, paved with large stones, and

extending along the front of the house; with

broad easy steps to the street, from which they

are separated by a stone parapet. These ter.

races are divided from each other by a wall four

or five feet high. The most capricious of all ru

lers, fashion, has taken so many despised things

under her protection, under the name of rococo

—may it please her to watch over the Danzig

steps. She will hardly find a more grandiose

piece of rococo. And what an incomparable

play place . So safe, so convenient! Close

under the eye of the sewing or knitting mother,

yet secure from scoldings for making a noise.”

This was the proper and peculiar scene

of our author's childhood; we pity those

who cannot feel its interest. Before we

proceed with her series of sketches, we

must say a word of her education. It was

her singular good fortune to be educated

chiefly by men, under the eye of her mo

ther—a conjunction of influences the most

likely to produce pure, sound affections,

and a cultivated reason. To this was added

another privilege, now become extremely

rare—access to books “above her years.”

Children who are confined to the society of

children, and to the reading of children's

books, can hardly be other than intellectu

ally and morally stunted—if not deformed.

The great interests of humanity are never

mentioned in their presence. History,

wholly disconnected from the present, is

them a mere “lesson.” Their world lies

within the walls of the nursery and the

school-room, and is entirely factitious. The

real life of man never reaches them in any

form. Our little heroine, on the contrary,

lived with her parents and their friends,

and saw from her infancy the real and

earnest side of human things. At seven

years old she received one of those strong

impressions which determine the character

and opinions for life. Its effects may be

traced through her whole history.

One morning she was surprised by an

unwonted bustle in her father's house, and

in the streets, and alarmed at the conster

nation which marked every face. “Sit

still, dress your doll prettily, and give her

her breakfast, but make no noise,’ said

Kasche, leading my sister and me to our

play corner. ‘Kasche, dear Kasche, we

will be as still as mice; but do tell us what

is the matter, I am so afraid.’ ‘Matter

enough—but you children don’t understand

it. The Prussians are come in the night—

so be good children,” added Kasche, and

left us. Had she said a lion is come, a

tiger, a bear, I should have connected some

idea with it—but the Prussians ! I under

stood not what she meant; but this only

increased my fear.”

Such were our author's recollections of

the day which commenced the ruin of her

paternal city—the destruction at once of its

municipal freedom and its commercial pros

perity; the day of the investment of the

immediate neighborhood of Danzig by the

troops of the great Frederic. We mention

this incident here, as it gives us a key to

her choice of books and objects of inter

est—we might almost say to her choice of .

a husband—and to the inflexible republican

ism which she professed.

In her ninth year, we find her listening

with intense interest to all the details of the

American war, which had just broken out.

“Washington and his associates,” says she,

“were my heroes, and rivalled Mucius

Scaevola and Cincinnatus in my affections.”

With the latter she had become acquainted

in a translation of Rollin, which she read

by stealth in corners, “often in the wood

loft under the roof. Four thick octavo

volumes . With what ardor, with what

indescribable interest, did I read them, and

read them again, and, as a particular treat,

turn to my favorite passages'" The suc

cessor and rival of Rollin was what she

truly calls, “the incomparable Contes de

ma Mère l'Oie ;-a shabby little book,

printed on coarse gray paper, the clumsy

German translation by the side of the ori

ginal, and, prefixed to every story, a little

print.” “What a treasure was this Blue

beard, as he was there depicted, seizing his

wife by her hair, with a sword in his hand

twice as long as himself; the discreet Fi.

netta, the charming Cinderella—how did

they all enchant me ! Above all, Puss in

Boots, in honor of whom the whole vol

ume was christened the Cat-book, shared

my heart with the heroes of Rome.”

Compare the vivacity of these impres

sions, the awakening of the curiosity, the

judgment, the imagination, and the affec
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tions, with the effects produced by the life

less skeletons called abridgements ; or by

the mawkish stories of the unnatural pup

pets called good boys and girls. We once

heard Tieck say that he never would suffer

a child's book to come into his house while

his children were young. Without join

ing in this absolute proscription, we must

confess that, as the sole food of growing

minds, they appear to us poor and enfee

bling.

As this is one of the important points on

which the present age is at issue with the

past, our readers will forgive us for quoting

one or two examples of the kind of read

ing which formed the best minds of Ger.

many in the last generation. “At that

time,” says Goethe, speaking of his child

hood, “there were no so-called children's

books. The old writers had child-like

ways of thinking, and found it easy and

agreeable to communicate what they knew

to their posterity. With the exception of

the Orbis Pictus of Amos Comenius, no

book of the kind came in our way; but the

great folio Bible, with prints by Merian,

was frequently turned over. Gothfried's

Chronicle, with engravings by the same

master, taught us the most remarkable in

cidents of history; and the Acerra Philo

logica contained all sorts of fables, mytholo

gies, and wonders.” "

To these succeeded Ovid's Metamorpho

ses, Fenelon's Télémaque, Robinson Crusoe,

and Anson's Voyages; and lastly, that ex

haustless mine of entertainment contained

in the Volksbucher, (people's books)—the

great manufactory of which was at Frank

fort; where countless editions, printed on

the coarsest blotting-paper, supplied the

never-ceasing demand. “We children,”

continues Goethe, “had thus the happiness

of daily finding these precious remains of

the Middle Ages on an old book-stall, and

of becoming possessors of them for a few

kreutzers. The Eulen-spiegel, the four

sons of Aymon—the fair Melusina—Em

}. Octavian—the beautiful Magelone—

ortunatus, &c.—the whole tribe, down to

the Wandering Jew, were at our command,

whenever we preferred them to cakes and

sweetmeats. The great advantage was,

that when one was fairly worn out, it could

be bought again, and again devoured.”

Jacobs gives the following account of his

childish reading. He was born fifteen years

after Goethe ; but habits and ways of think

ing had undergone no perceptible change

in that quiet period:—“The absence of ex

+ .Aus Emeinem Leben. Erster Theil.

ternal excitement,” says he in his Persona

lia, “rendered the instruction we received,

however scanty, more fruitful than more

ample and varied intellectual food set be

fore a palate palled with excitement. Our

course of instruction was extremely mea

gre; but as we had little or nothing else to

do, as no amusements presented themselves,

and the vivacity of youth required occupa

tion, ennui itself drove us to labor. We

found our stimulus in my father's little

library, which contained the best poets of

that time. We read what came in our

way, and imitated it. We described nature

like Kleist and Zacharia, wrote idylls like

Gessner, and travels and adventures, the

great difficulty in which was to find names.

As Busching's ponderous geography filled

us with awe, we undertook a description of

the globe ourselves, and began it, I know

not why, with Turkey; perhaps because, to

the childish imagination, the strange is

always the most attractive.” -

But let us turn from the effect of books,

to the still more powerful and important

influence of living men. The most inte

resting portrait in Madame Schopenhauer's

book is that of her neighbor and friend,

Dr. Jameson; the minister of the English

colony or factory which had long been set

tled at Danzig. He was a native of Scot

land, and, we conclude, a member of the

Scottish church. This is not explained;

probably, in those less polemical days, this

did not occur to the English who invited

him over as an objection. We scarcely

remember to have read a more touching

picture of evangelical simplicity and be

nevolence, than that which our author

draws of her early friend. We contem

plate it with a just, at least a pardonable

pride in our countryman—a pride which

we never conceal when such characters

come in the way of our notice. His hum

ble, blameless life—his simplicity and truth

—his warm, active pity for every pain and

every distress—his love for children, occa

sionally dashed by a tinge of no less gen

tle melancholy, the trace, as it seemed, of

some early and secret wound—his enthu

siasm for all that could enlighten and en

noble the human race—his truly Christian

piety and charity, were well fitted to draw

all hearts to the service of Him whose min

ister he was. In this lovely and venerable

form did religion first appear to the open

ing eyes of the little girl. He was the

next-door neighbor of her parents.

“Kasche carried me out on our terrace one

bright morning for the first time, to show the new

comer to our reverend neighbor; he took me,
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with a pleased smile, in his arms, and this mo

ment seemed to bind him more closely to my

family.

“As I grew up, Dr. Jameson was my teacher,

my guide, my counsellor; he watched over my

young soul, and never left me till the day when

another received, together with my hand, the

charge of my guidance and well-being.”

Her regular tutor, Kuschel, was a sort of

youthful Parson Adams; uniting perfect

simplicity and probity, a warm heart, kind

ly temper, and unpretending merit, to

singular awkwardness and ignorance of

the world. Like the greater part of the

clergy of the Lutheran Church at the pre

sent day, he was the son of parents in hum

ble life. He was the sole support of a wi

dowed mother. The sequel of his history

is one of those noiseless tragedies which

are but too frequent among men of his char

acter and class. At an early age he sank

under toil and privation, deferred hopes,

and exhausted powers—the afflicting end of

many a blameless, joyless life like his.

The evils incident to studious poverty in

all ages, were much aggravated by the aus

tere discipline which then prevailed in the

Lutheran Church—

“The dress of the candidates for holy orders

was entirely black, with the exception of the

bands which mark their calling. A calotte of

black velvet, about the size of a dollar, on the

crown of a curled and powdered periwig, also a

badge of sanctity, and a narrow cloak, half cov

ering the back and reaching to the ground,

which the wearer was bound to gather up in

graceful folds when he walked along the streets;

such was the dress enjoined by the dreaded

head of our church—the very reverend Dr. Hil

ler. These young divines must have trusted to

the inward glow of faith for a defence against

the cold, which often reached twenty degrees of

Reaumur; for great-coat or fur-mantle were

not to be thought of Wo to the unlucky can

didate who was caught beyond the bounds of

his own four walls in any other habit than the

one prescribed : All hope of a living was lost

to him for ever; for Dr. Hiller regarded such an

offence as equal to the most abominable heresy.

Not only the candidates but the officiating

preachers, and even their wives and daughters,

were forbidden to go to plays, concerts, or any

other public amusements. The utmost they

dared venture on, was a modest game of ombre,

and that only among friends, and under the

strictest seal of secrecy.”

This rigid discipline is, we believe, no

more to be found. The reverence for “the

cloth,” as Parson Adams called it, has also

declined, and individuals are now every

where tried pretty much according to their

individual merits. A great deal of the al

tered feeling towards the Protestant clergy

may, perhaps, be ascribed to the polemical

character of our times. The clergy are

now regarded too much as a sort of spirit

ual athletes, whose business it is to interest

and excite an audience, and to contend for

victory. Their triumphs may secure them

admirers and partisans; but they will not,

in the long run, succeed in exciting those

sentiments of love and veneration which

involuntarily follow the steps of the man

in whose every-day acts the Gospel has a

living illustration.

We have already spoken of the intolera

ble yoke of a burgher aristocracy—of the

hauteur, far exceeding that of Kings and

Princes, which rendered the downfall of the

patricians of Nürnberg a triumph to their

subject fellow-citizens. There, indeed, the

constitution of the city was oligarchical;

but it is curious to see how the same temper

manifested itself in a city where perfect

equality was assumed as the basis of socie

ty; and how pride, servility and worldli

ness, went hand in hand with pharisaical

rigor.

“This aristocratical spirit,” says Madame

Schopenhauer, “bordered on the ludicrous.

At every public, and especially at every religious,

ceremony; at marriages and christenings; and

even at the Holy Supper, before God's altar, it

broke forth in a flagrant manner; and gave oc

casion to the most disgraceſul scenes, especially

among women.

“On no account could I have been confirmed

in public with the other children of the town—

this was esteemed proper only for the lower

bourgeoisie ; nor could |. minister be invited to

perform the ceremony in my father's house, in

the presence of my family and intimate friends.

This was the practice in the Reformed (i. e.

Calvinistic) Church, and, in our Lutheran city,

we strove to keep our Lutheran usages unalter

ed. So willed the still dark spirit of that time;

there was not the least conception of the light

which has since broken in upon us, and cleansed

and tranquillized all minds.

“Among other remains of former days which

were obstinately adhered to, I may mention the

custom of private confession, which was very

like that of the Catholic Church.” Nobody who

had not confessed, could be admitted to the

Lord's Supper. The fees derived from this

source formed a considerable part of the income

of favorite preachers; for every one was at lib

erty to choose his confessor, without reference

to the parish he inhabited. This was not much

calculated to promote brotherly love among the

clergy.

{< With§§ emotions of piety I followed my

parents on Whitsunday into the Graumünchen

Church, which was decorated, according to cus

tom, with flowers and fresh may. I was led b

my mother, who was equally moved, through

the church to the confession room, commonl

called the comfort-room (Trostkammer).

* This is still the practice in Saxony.



156 LIFE. In GERMANY., [JUNE,CHANGES OF SOCIAL

crowd ofpeople of the lower classes were waiting

before the door. Many, it was evident, had

waited longer than they could well afford, till as

many as could find room could be admitted ;

when they were confessed, admonished, and

absolved in a mass, and paid the indis

pensable confession fee (Beicht groschen).

On our arrival, however, they were doomed to

a new disappointment. They were sent back.

and only we three admitted. Our spiritual

guide sat enthroned in a comfortable easy-chair

in full canonicals. Kneeling before him, we

made our confession. My father had condensed

his into a few brief expressive words; my moth

er had chosen a verse of a spiritual song; and I,

a very short one out of Gellert’s odes. The whole

was despatched in a few minutes; we then seated

ourselves opposite to his reverence, heard an

admonition, and were absolved. Aſter a little

conversation about wind and weather, the last

news, and above all, polite inquiries about our

health, respectively, which my father, out of pity

for the poor people waiting, cut short, we re

turned.”

Revolted by the indecent precedence

given to wealth and station—wearied by

the admonition, and somewhat scandalized

by the sight of a bottle of wine and glass

in the room devoted to ghostly comfort—a

lasting shock was given to her piety, “by

the appearance of the ducats which her fa

ther secretly, but not unseen, slipped on the

table near the reverend divine; and the

sidelong glance with which the latter ascer

tained whether the usual number had re

ceived an addition of one, in consequence of

her presence, together with the unctuous

smile with which he nodded his thanks to

her parents.”

In spite of the rigid Lutheranism of

Danzig, liberty of conscience was com

plete. The Roman Catholic religion was

not only tolerated, but the monastic orders

lived as unmolested in their convents as in

a Catholic country. There was also an ec

clesiastic of that church, whose presence

and functions in a Protestant city present

ed a singular and unexplained anomaly.

He bore the title of the Pope's Official, and

was in fact a sort of Nuncio. Not only

were Protestants who married within the

forbidden degrees obliged to get a dispen

sation from Rome, but the Official had the

power of performing the ceremony of mar

riage, for Catholics or Protestants, without

the consent of parents—without license or

witnesses—in a little chapel attached to his

house; and a marriage so contracted was

as valid as any other. This strange privi

lege remained unimpaired down to the time

of the occupation of Danzig. The Offi

cial lived in the greatest retirement, and

was hardly ever seen. Madame Schopen

hauer says, she never knew any body who

was acquainted with him, and that a sort of

mystery hung over his whole existence.

The following Christmas scene is pic

turesque and touching:—

“Every Christmas-day, three of the Brothers

of the order of Mercy, in the black garb of their

order, bowing humbly, entered the dining-room,

just as we were assembled for dinner. They

brought a quaintly-formed silver plate, on which

were a few colored wafers stamped with a cru

cifix; and a box filled with snuff which they

prepared from herbs in their convent, and sold

for the benefit of the poor.

“My father rose from table and advanced a

few steps to meet them. We children each re

ceived a wafer; he took a pinch of snuff out of

the box, and laid some money on the plate; the

Monks bowed again and retired, as they had en

tered, in silence.

“The whole transaction, during which not a

word was spoken, made, probably for that rea

son, a solemn and at the same time melancholy

impression upon me. I was almost ready to

cry. I knew that these venerable men lived

lives of the greatest privation, received into their

convent the sick of whatever faith, even Jews,

and carefully nursed them. Adam, who was

himself a Catholic, and had been cured by the

good fathers in a severe illness, always told us

about them after their visit.”

It will be a misfortune for the world, if

narrowed views of religion on the one hand,

and an extravagant abuse of philosophical

speculation on the other, should conspire

to rob Germany of her fairest and noblest

characteristic—one which she will ill ex

change for any that she can borrow from

her neighbors—a profound and pervading

religious sentiment, united to complete tole

ration and Christian charity. We have

more than once heard even the common

people speak with an honest pride of the

harmony in which they lived with their

neighbors of a different confession. They

were evidently conscious that it was a dis

tinction, and justly valued themselves upon

possessing it. In a considerable part of

North Germany this complete tolerance is

combined with a strict adherence to the

forms instituted by Luther; and with the

more cheerful spirit which distinguishes

his Church from that of Calvin. Saxony

(royal and ducal) naturally retains the Lu

theran character and traditions untouched.

There is a great difference, for example,

in the manner of observing the festivals of

the Church, at Dresden and at Berlin.

Nothing can be at once more solemn and

more festive than the observance of Christ

mas-day at Dresden. Soon after midnight

you are awakened by the salvos of cannon

which announce the great festival. A few

hours later, choral music comes floating

º
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through the silence and darkness, as if from

heaven. These are the choristers of the

Kreuzschule, singing their beautiful hymns

on the outer gallery which surrounds the

lofty tower of the Kreuzkirche. At day

break the fine military band parades the

principal streets playing, as a réveille, the

venerable and noble carol which the church

of Luther has sung from its infancy—the

greeting of the angels to the shepherds.

“Von Himmel hoch nun komm ich her

Und bringe ihnen neue Māhr.”

Soon the huge deep-toned bell of the

Kreuzkirche swings through the air with its

long and harmonious vibrations; and the

streets are filled with well-dressed people

thronging to the churches. A little later

you may see the beloved and revered Ca.

tholic Monarch of the Lutheran People,

with all the members of his house, devoutly

joining in the offices of a Church, which

they have no other means of upholding, than

through the warm charity of their hearts,

and the spotless purity of their lives. The

whole scene is at once religious, antique,

and joyous, and realizes all our conceptions

of a festival of the Christian church.

But the reverence for Luther, and the

adherence to the forms which he instituted,

are still more unshaken in the country lying

on the confines of the Saxon duchies and

electoral Hesse. Here he still lives and

reigns, in spite of Rationalists and Hege

lianers, Papists or Pictists. A year or two

ago some travellers stopped to dine at

Eisenach, under the very shadow of the

Wartburg. While they were at dinner, a

choir of scholars, in their long black cloaks,

came under the windows and sang several

hymns. The travellers inquired whether it

was any particular festival. “No,” replied

the waiter, “it is an ancient tradition, (eine

alte herkömmliche Anstalt,) established by

Dr. Martinus Luther. We give two dollars

and a half a-year, and for that the poor

scholars must sing twice a-week before our

house; and so they receive their learning,

(und dafur bekommensie ihre Studia.”) We

are sorry we cannot do justice in English

to the agreeable pedantry of the whole

speech. This was one of the substitutes

contrived by Dr. Martinus, for the monastic

institutions to which he owed the learning

which he afterwards devoted to their destruc

tion. How many of the illustrious scholars

of Germany have earned their education in

this manner Döring, whose edition of

Horace was republished in London in 1820,

and who was rector of a school at Guben

in 1781, complains of having to sing before

the doors of the citizens of that town on

holidays; but adds, that the ſees made up

too considerable a part of his salary for him

to discontinue the practice. In a small and

thriving town called Ahlfeld, in the country

of the Whitehaired Catti, whose blood is as

unadulterated as their faith, the same travel

lers stopped in the inn at which the stout

hearted Reformer slept, on his way to the

diet of Worms. They were told that,

shortly before, a schoolmaster and all his

scholars had walked from Eisenach to see

the house, which is preserved as it was in its

pristine state, and that such pilgrimages

were not unfrequent. This is a very Ger

man, as well as a very Lutheran part of

Germany. In the bordering county of

Hesse the manners of the peasantry are

little changed. They are still clad from

head to foot in the stout linen woven in

their own houses, decorated with large

metal buttons.

Like all commercial cities, and especially

seaports, in that age, Danzig presented a va

riety of costumes, and of striking national

characteristics, of which we can now form

no idea. Its situation was peculiarly ſavor

able to this motley grouping. The march

stone of civilization, as Madame Schopen

hauer calls it—the point at which the Sla

vonic and Teutonic races blended—at which

the more polished nations of the south and

west met the semi-barbarians of the north

and east, it was necessarily rich in varied

and picturesque figures. Poles, from the

splendid and haughty Starost—who looked

as if the earth were not worthy to touch

his yellow boot, with his running postmen,

habited to their very shoes in white, with

long ostrich feathers in their caps, streaming

as they ran panting by the side of his car

riage—to the half-naked Schimkys, who

navigated the rude barges, laden with corn,

down the Vistula, and the wretched Maruts

chas, flocking in troops to weed the fields

around the city for the barest pittance; the

rich Jews of Warsaw and Cracow in their

stately oriental garb, and their wives in

rich brocade, covered with gold chains, and

pearls, and antique jewelry; Russian mer

chants, with their singular dress, rude Ist

wostschichs, and the ponderous bags of

roubles carried behind them, attesting their

ignorance of the commercial transactions

common to civilized Europe; M. de Pons,

the French resident, distinguished by his

red-heeled shoes, and the English consul,

Sir Trevor Correy, by “his splendid equip

age, and his negro-boy Pharaoh ;”—these,

and many more, were the foreign elements

in this gay picture; while the adherence to
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the established dress of the various profes

sions and classes among the natives, com

pleted the motley variety. Among the

most remarkable of these were the physi

cians. Madame Schopenhauer's father was

the first to brave the prejudice against in

oculation, which seems to have been as

strong in Danzig, as, according to Goethe,

it was among the free citizens of Frankfort.

After reading her description of the doc

tors, we can easily imagine what a deter

mined opposition they would give to “theo

ry,” “experiment,” and the like.

“The character of our Danzig physicians of

that day left my father not the faintest hope of

effecting his purpose by their means. In the

first place, they were all and several extremely

old, and petrified in obstinate prejudices. Whe

ther they had ever been young, where they had

lived, and what they had done in their youth,

I know not; but I can affirm, that up to the

twelfth or fourteenth year of my life, I had never

seen nor heard of a young physician. These

reverend gentlemen enjoyed the title of excel

lency, and not only in their own houses and

from their servants, but in society generally;

only very intimate friends could sometimes ven

ture on a respectful ‘Herr Doctor.” Their head

was covered by a snow-white powdered full

bottomed periwig with three tails, one of which

hung down the back, while the others floated

on the shoulders. A scarlet coat embroidered

with gold, very broad lace ruffles and frill, white

or black silk stockings, knee and shoe buckles of

sparkling stones or silver gilt, and a little flat

three-cocked-hat under the arm, completed the

toilette of these excellencies. Add to this a

pretty large cane with a gold head. or mermaid

carved in ivory, upon which, in difficult cases,

to rest the chin—and certainly every one will

admit the impossibility of so much as thinking

of an innovation in their presence.”

England, the leader in all such enterpri

ses, seems to have mainly contributed to

the spread of this great discovery in Ger

many. Goethe speaks of “travelling Eng

lishmen” as the only inoculators in Frank

fort; and the Dr. Wolf who introduced the

practice into Danzig, “came from England

recommended to Dr. Jameson.” Madame

Schopenhauer remarks, that “he was one

of a race of physicians who just then came

into ſashion, but are now extinct; they set

at defiance all the established rules of deco

rum and civility, and affected a simplicity

of manners bordering on rudeness. Pro

bably from contrast, they were the especial

favorites of fine ladies and princes.”

The description of our heroine's inocu

lation, the preparation for it, the anxiety

and terror it occasioned, and its final suc

cess, is amusing enough. But we have not

room for it.

It is impossible to praise too highly the

good-natured impartiality with which Ma

dame Schopenhauer describes the absurd

and troublesome fashions, the follies and

the abuses of her early days; she sees

them with as clear and unprejudiced an eye

as if they were not surrounded with the

bright morning mist of youth.

“My emancipation from the school-room,”

says she, “fell in the spring ; balls, concerts,

plays, &c., had ceased. A few late evening

parties alone remained; the brilliant part of

these was the two hours' long hot supper, under

which the tables groaned. In Danzig, as every

where, supper was the social meal; dinners

were not thought of. To such a party, for the

first time in my life, was I invited, as a confirm.

ed, i. e. grown-up young lady, of scarcely four

teen years of age. With a frisure in the most

fortunate state of preservation, I had alighted

from my father’s carriage; not a grain of pow

der had ſallen from the lofty tower, the broad

summit of which was crowned with a labyrinth

of feathers, flowers, and beads; my new silk

gown rustled proudly over the large and stately

hoop. Holding the hand of the eldest daughter

of the house, who had advanced to meet me, I

tripped lightly on my gold-embroidered shoes,

with heels at least two inches high, up two steps

leading into the room. Never had I been so

handsomely dressed—never had my heart beat

SO violently—the ſolding-doors were thrown

open—ah!'

“Ball-dresses,” she continues, “properly so

called, we had not, for the simple reason that

the varieties of spider net, tulle, organdie, gauze,

or whatever be their names, which now float

like a mist around the graceſul forms of young

ladies, as yet reposed in the wide and distant

domain of the possible. And yet we danced in

our heavy silk • company' gowns—danced with

passionate glee ; were sought, admired, and now

and then a little adored; just exactly as our

grand-daughters are at the present day. How

this was possible, in the disguise we were, is

still a mystery to myself.”—“Our mammas

were more richly dressed, in other words more

heavily-laden, than their daughters. Paris sent

them its fashions, somewhat obsolete, indeed,

and deformed by exaggeration; but still they

were eagerly received. One alone formed an

exception—rouge. The few ladies who dared

to act in defiance of the opinion that it was sin

ful to wear rouge, were forced to do it with the

utmost secrecy, if they did not wish to expose

themselves to a public rebuke from the pulpit.”

It seems from Madame Pichler's Sketch

es, that the consciences of the Vienna ladies

were less scrupulous, or their spiritual

guides more indulgent. There, the same

rule obtained as in Paris. Married women

alone were permitted to wear rouge. Was

this a sort of symbol or affiche of the fran

chises conferred by marriage 1 We have

always wondered why the whole virtuous

horror of artificial aids to beauty was di

rected against red and white paint. Ladies
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are delicate casuists, and we should like to

see a treatise from some fair hand, on the

in: ocence of a “front,” the venality of a

“tournure,” and so on, through all the gra

dations of criminality, to rouge. In what

part of the scale patching would come, we

know not. Madame Schopenhauer says

nothing of the attempts of the clergy of

Danzig to repress this practice, though

nothing could be more felonious than the

animus it displayed.

“Another fashion found great acceptance with

our fine ladies, so absurd that I should have

doubted the possibility of its existence, did I not

remember the long flat little mother-of-pearl

box, with a looking-glass in the lid, which often

served me as a plaything. This all ladies car

ried about them, that whenever a patch fell

from its place, the void might instantly be filled.

These little bits of so-called English plaster

were cut in the forms of very small ſull and half

moons, stars, hearts, &c., and were stuck on the

ſace with a peculiar art, so as to heighten its

charms and increase its expression. A row of

moons from the very smallest gradually cres

cendo to larger, at the outer corner of the eye

lid, was intended to add to the length and bril

liancy of the eye. A few little stars at the corner

of the mouth, gave a bewitching archness to the

smile ; one in the right place on the cheek, set

off a dimple. There were larger patches in the

form of suns, doves, cupids, &c., which were

called assassins.”

“Every thing,” continues Madame Schopen

hauer, “in domestic, as well as in social life,

wore a different air from what it now wears,

even the greatest joy of youth—dancing. One

of the elegant dancers of the present day would

hardly bear the tedious Vandalismofa ball of that

age for an hour; and no doubt they will pity their

grandmothers in their graves when they hear

that no dancing soul among us dreamt of such

a thing as waltz, gallopade, or cotillon. These

dances are all of south German origin, and had

not yet found their way to the shores of the

Baltic and the Vistula. Our northern popular

dances were the Polonaise and the Mazurka,

and are so to this day. Then, as now, the hall

opened with a Połonaise. But what a differ

ence between that stately and graceful dance,

and the lazy, slouching walk which has usurped

its name ! To understand what I mean, it is

necessary to see it danced by Poles. Our trains

having been carefully fastened up by our moth

ers, an Anglaise followed, then Mazurka, qua

drilles, and lastly, minuets, till an abundant hot

supper, which neither old nor young disdained,

was served. After this, dancing was resumed

with fresh vigor, and continued till morning

broke.”

Madame Pichler, in her description of a

Vienna Carnival ball in the last century, la

ments over the disappearance of the grace

ful and decorous Allemande, (as the slow

waltz of that time was called all over Eu

rope,) which has degenerated into the whirl

we now turn from with dizzy eyes. The

only merit of a dancer of the present day,

seems to be the power of spinning round

like a frantic Fakeer. We rather wonder

that some of the venerable chroniclers of

German manners have not moralized upon

it, as a symptom of the change which seems

to strike them more than any other—the

incessant demand for novelty and excite

ment; and the no less constant weariness

and disappointment consequent upon it.

Things which were formerly events, are

now every-day occurrences, and pleasures

which were formerly looked forward to for

months with beating hearts, are now regard

ed as childish, insipid, and tedious. And

if Germans find cause to complain of this

rapid and wearing action of all the wheels

of life, what shall we say of our vast and

tumultuous metropolis, compared to which

the capitals of Germany are quiet, homely,

and stationary 1 But as the distance be

tween given points may be equal, though

the point of departure is different, we have

no doubt the change is quite as great in

Germany as in England. We remember to

have heard or read of nothing at home like

the absolute monotony in which, according

to Jacobs, childhood was passed in Gotha ;

then, no doubt, a fair specimen of the small

er cities of Germany. Such a state of ex

istence would now be thought fit only for a

penal colony, or a bettering house. If we

had not good evidence for it, we should be

unable to believe that children grew, pros

pered, and were happy in a life so entirely

gray upon gray, (to use an excellent Ger

manism.) We forget what a glow and

brightness are diffused over all things by

the sunlight of youth ; how the imagination

of childhood (if not blunted by excitement)

can give shape, color, life, meaning, to the

most ordinary objects, and find, not “ser

mons,” but romances and dramas, in stocks

and stones.

“The life of the middle classes,” says Jacobs

in his Personalia, “was then very simple. My

father's income was precarious, and we grew

up under restraints which would appear mel

ancholy and oppressive to children of our class,

But the amusements to which the children of

the present day are accustomed, were unknown

to those of a former; and they missed not

what they did not know. Spacious buildings,

which keep asunder the members of a family,

were rare, and those who had them, used them

only on rare occasions. Parents and children

were generally together in one room ; the chil

dren worked and played under the eyes of their

parents, and a great part of education consisted

in this companionship. Filial obedience, the

beginning and foundation of all domestic and

civil virtues, was a matter of course, and parents :
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were the better for the constraint which the

presence of their children imposed on their

words and actions. The respect which they

(with few exceptions) inspired, spared parents

much admonition, teaching and preaching—the

cheap but feeble substitute for practical educa

tion. So at least was it in our house. Com

any wasº thought of; at the utmost,

amilies assembled aſter aſternoon service on

Sundays; the women to discuss the sermon, the

men to talk of business or news, or, if they had

nothing to say, to play backgammon. Family

festivals were rare. On New-Year's day and

birthdays, relations wished each other joy; the

boys generally in a Latin or German speech,

#. by heart. Presents were not thought of.

hose for children were reserved for Christ

mas eve, when the tree, with its sweat

meats and angels and wax-lights, gave an

appearance of festal splendor to things which

were, in fact, mere necessaries. Bethlehem,

with its manger and crib, was indispensable; and

this sacred spot was surrounded with a blooming

landscape, gardens, and ponds, which my father

had for weeks employed }. evening hours in de

corating with his own hands. He thought his

labor richly rewarded on the long expected eve

ning, by our delight and admiration. The nar

rative of St. Luke, which it had not at that time

occurred to any body to regard as a myth, was

always read. The joyous recollection of this

pious festival, caused me and my brothers to re

tain the same custom with our children.”

Goethe's description, in the work before

quoted, of his grandfather, is a charming

icture of contented monotony in advanced

ife. Every day the same business was fol

lowed by the same simple pleasures, in ex

actly the same order. In such a life, dis

appointment was scarcely possible. His ex

pectations were extremely moderate, and

he knew exactly what he expected. “In

his room,” says Goethe, “I never saw a

novelty. I recollect no form of existence

that ever gave me to such a degree the

feeling of unbroken calm and perpetuity.”

Yet this was in the busy and wealthy city

of Frankfort, on the high-road of Europe.

Even the tumult and luxury of the capital

of the empire did not materially disturb the

tranquil and regular habits of its citizens.

Madame Pichler gives the following de

scription and summary of the life of a Wi

enna employé in her youth:—

“Between sixty and seventy years ago, the

income of a K. K. Hofrath, (an imperial Con

seiller de Cour.) who generally had, besides his

salary, official rooms, enabled him, with good

management, to live in a respectable manner,

keep an equipage, and still lay by something

yearly. He and his wife thus lived in tranquil

comfort, and in the enjoyment of competence;

they settled themselves in the dwelling which

cost them nothing, as handsomely as was con

sistent with an accurate calculation of their

means, and in twenty or thirty years died in the

midst of the same furniture, pictures, etc., with

which they had first adorned it. The effect of

this unchangeable plan of life on the character

and happiness, was incalculably different from

that produced by the mobile, striving, all

attempting, all-overturning existence of the

present generation, both ſor good and for evil.

And if we hear those times spoken of as per

ruque, and reproached, not unjustly, with rou

tine, Phillisterei, etc., I must still think that the

absence of the continual exciting movement

which now prevails, favored the possibility of

deep thought and steady feeling; the charac

ter, though more one-sided and narrow, had a

depth and consistency which is now rare.”

In all Madame Pichler's personages of

the middle class, we find the contentment,

with the uniform and inflexible recurrence

of the same amusements, which character

izes children. Children in a natural state

prefer an old book, a story which they have

heard a hundred times, to any thing unac

customed. The narrator who thinks to

please them by various readings and new

fioriture, finds himself completely mistaken.

At the smallest departure from the authen

tic version, he is called to order, and

brought back to the established form of the

history, every deviation from which is dis

appointment. So it was with the amuse

ments of our ancestors. Each holiday had its

appropriate and obligé diversion, its peculiar

dish or confection, its fixed form of saluta

tion. To alter these was to invert the or

der of nature. Surprises were unwelcome.

People liked to know exactly what wascom

ing—what they had to see, to feel, to say,

and even to eat. -

We have already noticed the broad line

of demarcation which formerly existed be

tween the several classes of society. It

was the object of the legislature of every

country to perpetuate this; and one of the

expedients most commonly resorted to,

was the enactment of sumptuary laws. By

no class of rulers were these more rigidly

maintained than by the municipal aristoc

racies of free cities. Even in Madame

Schopenhauer's youth they were still in full

force.

“At the weddings of the wealthiest and most

respectable artizans, an officer, whose especial

business it was, invariably presented himself in

full dress, with a sword by his side, to count the

guests, and see that they did not exceed the

#. number, and to ascertain that the

ride wore no forbidden ornaments, such as real

pearls. But the fear of being ridiculous in the

eyes of their neighbors and equals had still

more effect than the law. No woman of that

class thought of wearing the hoops, the richly

trimmed trains, or the high head-dresses of the

ladies.”

We find the same remark in Madame
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Pichler's description of the Vienna citizen

of the same date.

“The wealthy saddler, who was supposed to

be able to leave each of his three sons thirty

thousand florins, lived in a few simply-furnished

rooms, surrounded by his family and journey

men, ate well, but without elegance, dressed the

same, and placed his pride in never affecting

any thing above his station. For this reason

he never allowed his wife to wear any dress

worn by women of the higher ranks, no hoop,

no open gown—that is, a gown with .
hanging from the shoulders and ending in a

sort of train. These were peculiar to ladies.

The citizens' wives wore those folds confined

at the waist by a black silk apron, and ending

at the feet. The worthy citizen’s rigor was

so great, that he once hacked to pieces a beau

tiful lace cap which his wife had made in secret,

that she might see it was not the cost, but the

pretension, of such luxury which he objected
to

- “So thought, so lived, the Vienna tradesmen

sixty or seventy years ago. Their journeymen

ate with them at the same table; the discipline,

though paternal, was strict, and often enforced

on both children and workmen with the stick

or the strap. Rough words and coarse jokes

formed the scanty conversation at table.

“On Sunday, after the huge and indispensa

ble roast was dispatched, the party separated

to their several amusements. }. master and

mistress went to church to hear the benediction,

which they received with great devotion, and

then returned home. The Sunday clothes

were now laid aside. The master went with a

few neighbors to a grocer's shop, and there

indulged rather freely in an Italian salad and

foreign wine; while the wife regaled herself and

her gossips with excellent, coffee served in a

massive silver pot. At eight or half past eight

the master came home, somewhat more excited

than usual, joked a little with one of his pretty

neighbors, gave his wife a hearty smack to

appease her rising jealousy, and ended the

Sunday with the same homely simplicity as he

began it.”

In justice to the present age, upon which

it may be thought we, as well as these gos

sips, are rather hard, we must express our

surprise that none of them have said any

thing about the astonishing decline of

drunkenness in Germany. “Not a century

ago,” says Carl Julius Weber, “German

sotting (saufen) was proverbial. Different

towns and cities claimed precedence in it.

To drink more palatino, was to get dead

drunk. The collections of antiquarians

are full of drinking cups, and horns not

made to stand. Trink alle aus, was the

motto of the Oldenburger Wunderhorn.

The last Count of Gorz used to make his

children drink at night, and, if they want

ed to go to sleep, he grumbled at their de

generacy, and doubted if they were his

own children. The Hohenlohe deed of in

Wol. II. No. II. 11

vestiture (lehensbrief) required the claim.

ant to drink out (vel quasi) the great feuda

tory goblet, (lehensbescher), as a proof that

he was a German nobleman and an able

bodied warrior. In that principality, even

about fifty years ago, there were no glass

es holding less than half a schappen, (a

half bottle.) The Homburger chronicle

records the feats of two sisters, who drank

thirty-two schappens at a sitting, and then

walked quietly to their home, half a league
distant.” -

The Ecclesiastical Courts were distin

guished for this jovialty. It was a canon

of Mainz to whom the world was indebted

for the admirable excuse, that “there was

too much wine for the mass, and too little

for the mills.”

There is still a good deal of drunkenness

among the lower classes in some parts of

Germany, although not nearly so much as

in England. Among the higher classes it

is very rare in both countries. The bêer

drinking of the students is not to be class

ed with ordinary intemperance. It is part

of a system, (the studenten wesen,) and

whatever their admirers at home or abroad

may tell them, not the best part. It is dif

ficult to understand the enjoyment of pour

ing down the throat gallons of beer, nei

ther pleasant to the taste nor exhilarating

to the spirits. But “sic Dii voluerunt.”—

so the Burschen have decreed. It begins

by being a fashion, and ends by being a

want; like its kindred abomination—smok

inar.

Šadame Pichler, who, as we have re

marked, is apt to insist on the degeneracy

of the age, laments over the galloping

speed at which Austria has joined in the

mad race after novelty and change. This

will surprise our readers, who are accus

tomed to regard Austria as the drag on the

wheel of European life. We should have

thought the easy contented character of

the people, and the insurmountable barriers

which surround the higher ranks, would

have kept down all ambitious imitations

and restless change.

In some respects we venture to think the

revolution is not alarming. Madame Scho

penhauer's description of the precautions

of the police on the Austrian frontier, for

ty years ago, is wonderfully exact to this

day. You are still detained half an hour,

at the least, while the accomplished func

tionary is spelling out your passport; you

are still asked your religious confession,

the maiden name of your grandmother,

and other particulars not less important to

the interests and safety of the Austrian
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empire; but all this is done with extreme

quietness and civility, and if two zwanzi.

gers are accidentally found to have insinu.

ated themselves within the folds of the

passport, you hear nothing of searching.

We have always admired the simplicity

and directness with which Mr. Murray's

“hand-book” fixes the price of the virtue

of a K. K. custom house officer. The wri

ter evidently knew his men. The good

Austrians are the last people to take this

amiss. Hypocrisy is not one of their

faults; for that you must seek further

north.

Should we enter on the chapter of chang

es in all that relates to travelling, we

should never have done. England, in this

respect, took the lead of all other countries,

and for many years was immeasurably

ahead. Her superiority is still very great;

but the demand and the money of her own

wandering sons have forced the countries

through which they pass in swarms, into

some approach to her own condition. The

Zollverein has put an end to half the vexa

tions of travellers. Fifteen years ago, the

custom-house officers of M. de Nassau and

M. de Bade (as M. Victor Hugo, in his work

on the Rhine, thinks fit to call them) were

troublesome and inquisitive—exactly in an

inverse ratio of the magnitude of their

sovereign's territory. Now, having shown

your passport on the frontiers of Prussia,

where you rarely find either incivility or

exaction, you may go from Aix-la-Chapelle

to Bohemia without a question.

We have seen that among Madame Scho

penhauer's earliest recollections, was the

sudden blow given to the franchises and the

commerce of her native city. Her whole

youth was passed in witnessing its convul

sive struggles and long agony; and when

we read her description of the barbarous

and destructive form under which monar.

chical power first presented itself to her,

we cease to wonder, or even to smile, at

her stiff-necked republicanism. It is im

possible to see without indignation, a free,

peaceful, industrious population, whose

prosperity was their own work, and whose

institutions were sanctified by time, hand

ed over without appeal to the brutality of a

foreign soldiery, and the blunders of igno

rant and arbitrary legislation, without al

lowing for all the prejudices of the suffer

ers.

Danzig stood conditionally under the

protection of Poland, and its ruin was one

of the many evils attendant on the parti

tion of that kingdom. By a sort of irony,

the city itself was not occupied, but it was

surrounded with a cordon of Prussian cus

tom-houses, so near as to render it impos

sible for the citizens to go backward and

forward to their country-houses, without

being exposed to the brutal insolence of

functionaries whose whole office and exist

ence was new and hateful to them. Ladies

and children were forced to stand, in rain

and storm, while every corner of their car

riages were searched. Even their persons

were not respected, and the women of the

lower classes were exposed to the grossest

insults. The rage of the citizens, which a

consciousness of their own impotence had

heightened into almost frantic desperation,

gradually subsided into profound and sup

pressed hate of Prussia, and every thing

Prussian.

Such were the scenes in the midst of

which Madame Schopenhauer grew up.

We need not wonder that the spirited re

ply of a young Danziger to a Prussian

general, which won the hearts of all his

fellow-citizens, made a deep impression

upon hers.

“A Prussian general was quartered in the

country-house of one of the most eminent mer

chants of Danzig. He offered to the son of his

host to permit the forage for his horses to enter

the city duty free. “I thank the General for his

obliging offer, but my stables are for the present

well provided, and when my stock of forage is

exhausted I shall order my horse to be shot,’

was the brief and decisive answer. It was soon

known through the town, and the more admired,

because the young man's passion for his beauti

ful horses was notorious. Nobody delighted in

it more than I, though I knew my republican

countryman only by sight.”

This was Heinreich Floris Schopenhauer,

to whom soon after, at the age of nineteen,

she was united. Not long aſter, this patri

otic citizen went to Berlin and requested

an interview with the great Frederic. It

was immediately granted, and Frederic,

struck by his rank, upright character, and

his knowledge of commercial affairs, press

ed him to settle in his dominions, and of

fered him every possible privilege and pro

tection, M. Schopenhauer was beginning

to feel the resistless influence which Fred

eric exercised on all around him, when the

King, pointing to a heap of papers in a

corner, said, Voilà, les calamités de la ville

de Danzig. These few words broke the

spell for ever; and though Frederic after.

wards repeated his offers, the sturdy patriot

never would accept the smallest obligation

from him. At length, seeing that all hope

of the deliverance of his native city from a

foreign yoke was at an end, he determined

to quit it for ever, and to seek a freer
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home. ... In this determination his young

wife fully concurred, and they set out on a

tour of observation through the Nether

lands, France, and England. Here we must

leave them—not without expressing our

regret that she did not live to fill up the

outline she had marked out.

JEFFREYS' STATICS OF THE HU

MAN CHEST.

From the Spectator.

Views of the Statics of the Human Chest,

.Animal Heat, and Determinations of Blood

to the Head. By Julius Jeffreys, F. R. S.,

formerly of the Medical Staff in India,

&c. London : Highley.

This volume consists of three parts: the

first treating of the quantity and condition

of the air in the lungs, and the probable

mode of its purifying the blood; the se.

cond investigates the generation of animal

heat, with a view to show that the vital

powers exercise an influence over this pro

cess, according to the character of the

climate, or at least that in a hot climate the

production of heat is much less than under

intense cold, even should the consumption

of food be similar ; the third part incul

cates rather a new rule to English notions

—“keep the head warm and the feet cool.”

The principle of the recommendation is

this: if a part of a heated body be exposed

to the air, the heat will pass off more ra

pidly in the uncovered than the covered

parts; in the human body, generating a

supply of heat, these parts will, by long

habit, cause an increased circulation of

blood to themselves to keep up the requi

site degree of animal warmth; full exam

ples of which may be seen in the red arms

of milk-maids, and the red faces of guards,

coachmen, &c. The practical conclusion

which Mr. Jeffreys deduces from this prin

ciple is, that apoplexy in England is stimu

lated rather than diminished by generally

keeping the head cool, and by the baldness

of elderly gentlemen. The hint which set

him to work upon the subject was derived

from the care with which the hot-climed

Hindoos swaddle up the head, leaving the

legs and feel uncovered; and among them

determinations of blood to the brain are

very rare. And the practice he recom

mends, with requisite care and under pro

per conditions, is for persons of a certain

age, whose hair is getting thin, and whose

MR.

tendency is apoplectic, to wear wigs, shoes,

and silk stockings.

The facts which Mr. Jeffreys urges in

support of his theories are not new ; and

perhaps something like his views may part

ly be found in other writers. They are,

however, presented by him in so complete

and systematic a form, that they seem en

titled to the praise of originality; especial

ly the first and last sections—for the second

part, on the generation of heat, is neither

very intelligibly nor convincingly treated,

though the conclusion may be sound

enough. Of his three prelections, howev.

er, the first, on the Statics of the Chest,

is the most curious and important; and if

the practical conclusions to which the theo

ry tends are not so readily put in practice

as the directions to elderly gentlemen,

they affect a much greater number of per

sons, inasmuch as consumption is more

common than apoplexy.

Every one knows that without breath we

cannot live; and now-a-days most readers

know that by the act of respiration the

venous blood is changed into arterial, the

dark blood giving out carbon, and receiv

ing oxygen. The popular and even the

professional notion as to this process, if

the bulk of persons have any definite idea

upon such subjects, is, that the atmospher

ic air drawn into the lungs immediately

comes into direct contact with the vessels

and air-cells. This is the conclusion

which Mr. Jeffreys denies; and he substi

tutes a view which we will endeavor to

explain, as succinctly as we can.

There are, or may be, in the chest of

every one in tolerable health, four distinct

portions of air, which our author classes

as follows, with the average contents of

each part as deduced by himself from a

comparison of his own observations with

the elaborate experiments of other writers.

Average Contents

in cubic inches.

1. Residual air; which, owing to mus

cular formation, cannot be expelled

from the chest by any act of expira

tion, and which remains in the body

after death. . . . . . . . .

. Supplementary air; which is gener

ally resident, but can be expelled by

a strong effort, and whose departure

with lite is the act of earpiring . .

. The breath; or air continually in

spired and expired. . . . . . . .

. Complementary air; ordinarily ab

sent, but which can be inspired by a

strong effort. . . . . . . . .

120

130

26

100

From these facts it follows, that instead

of fresh air being constantly drawn into
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the lungs, and stale or carbonized air ex

haled, there is always permanently in the

chest nearly five times as much air as we

breathe in, and generally nearly ten times

as much. However opposed to the popu

lar notion of the modus operandi of respi

ration this may be, says Mr. Jeffreys, it is

so, and there is an end of the matter.—

But he also puts forward a series of argu

ments to show the probability that it should

be so, without regard to the fact of its be

ing so, and the objects which Nature has

had in view in making it so, as well as an

exposition of the manner in which the

fresh atmospheric air, after gradual dilu

tion, eventually reaches the air-cells of the

lungs. The arguments on this last point,

however, are rather conjectural than expe

rimental, and have no very general interest.

The reasoning on the two first points rests

more upon facts and observations, and is

also of a more attractive kind, as showing

the careful provision of Nature. Here are

some anatomical facts, whence Mr. Jeffreys

deduces a strong a priori probability that

the pure atmospheric air was never intend

ed to come into immediate contact with

the more delicate parts of the lungs.

“But some will say, by such an arrangement

the air-cells would never be visited by air of

the freshness requisite for duly oxydating the

blood. The reply to this is, that, whatever may

be our preconceived notions respecting the pre

sence of fresh air in the cells, the statics of the

case render it impossible it should ever be there

under ordinal y circumstances. They assure us,

beyond the possibility of a doubt, that it is resi

dent air only which moves into and out of the

cells in the action of the chest. It is this resident

air which performs all the duty of oxydating the

blood, and which receives from the blood its eli

minated carbonic acid and watery vapor. The

air of respiration performs no direct duty in

connexion with the blood. In its ſresh state it

does not come even near to the cells; its duty

is altogether indirect; its action is to ventilate

the chest gradually, from above downwards,

and to receive the impurities gradually brought

up from below, exchanged for an equal bulk

Pmore recent air, conveyed, in the manner
described, from above. * * * -k

“Such being the fact, we may discern in it a

beautiful provision, offering an answer to the

other portion of the question, why should such

impure air be always resident in the lungs?

*Is the following not avery satisfactory reply?

As we proceed from the larger air-tubes onwards

through their numerous ramifications, till we are

lost in searching out the delicate cells, do we not

find the pulmonary membrane lining the way,

commencing comparatively thick and tough, and

getting finer and finer, until at last it becomes

too delicate to be clearly discovered, a mere film

overspread by equally delicate blood vessels?

Again, though the greater part of the business

of oxydating the blood appears to be carried on

in the cells, we are not to suppose that the exten

sive surface of membrane expanded over the

lengthened and infinitely numeroustubes leading

to the cells is unemployed. Such a view does not

accord with the economy of means everywhere

discernible in the body; and it is opposed to the

observed development of the blood-vessels,

which travel along with the tubes, and spread

their minute branches over them, in the same

way as, at the extremity of their course, they do

over the cells.

“There can be no doubt, that in tubes where

the pulmonary membrane grows thin enough,

there the air begins to penetrate through it, and

to act on the blood circulating over such tubes.

Let us suppose the action proceeds with due

activity at some given distance in the lungs,

where the pulmonary membrane has a certain

thickness, and the air in the tubes a certain per

centage, say eighteen. If such a proportion of

oxygen acts with due activity through a mem

brane of such a given thickness, could we refuse

assent to the probability, (were it not a fact ab

solute,) that, as the membrane grew more and

more delicate, less and less oxygen should be

found in the air, until in the cells the proportion

of oxygen should be reduced so far as to guard

againstº activity in the process, where

an infinitely delicate membrane only was inter

posed between the air and the minute blood

vessels 7 Assuredly, if, where the membrane

was much thicker, the process went on with due

activity, its activity would become far above

what was due, when the membrane became of

extreme tenuity, unless the quantity of oxygen

in the air fell in proportion, unless the air became

as it were diluted in proportion.”

The reader who is interested enough in

this question to wish to pursue it, may re

fer to the volume; but there is a further

view advanced by Mr. Jeffreys, which has

a practical purpose, though the individuals

most requiring its benefit may find some

difficulty in reducing it to practice. By a

glance at the little table already given, the

reader will perceive, that whilst the capa

city of the chest is fourteen times as much

as the mere “breath” requires, upwards of

one-fourth of this capacity is seldom occu

pied, and that this vacant space is nearly

four times the capacity of that demanded

by the air necessary to the act of breath

ing. Mr. Jeffreys also states that he has

found the quantity of supplementary air to

differ considerably in different people; and

he infers that it differs in the same indi

vidual at different times. From these facts

he proceeds to deduce some important

conclusions; all, however, resting upon the

principle that high breathing is good breath

ing—that the more supplementary air a per

son can retain in his chest, and the more

he can employ the space devoted to the

complementary air, the more vigorous his

breathing and his lungs become. Individu
-
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als with a full chest and of active occupa

tions have this naturally; and persons

whose pursuits are favorable to its devel

opment acquire it; but Mr. Jeffreys con

siders its attainment, to some extent, to be

in the power of any one who has, we may

say, the time and the will to strive for it.

We take some passages bearing upon this

important point, rather with a view to call

attention to the principle, than to recom

mend its injudicious pursuit; which might

do more harm than good.

rationale or running.

During exercise, and especially during con

siderable exertion, we know that the hurried cir

culation of blood through the lungs calls for a

more copious supply ofair. To command a range

for a deeper respiration, we must either breathe

out some of the resident air, and add the room

thus gained to the previous range of the respira

tion,--or, retaining in our chests the same quan

tity of resident air, we must increase the res

piratory range by intruding upon the comple

mental space.

This is no trifling distinction. What is vul

garly termed “being in breath,” and its oppo

site “not breath,” appears mainly to depend

upon these different modes of increasing our

respiration. An unpractised runner, for instance,

tries to relieve himself by the former method;

but he soon feels the consequence of letting out

too much of his resident air, and drawing in too

deeply atmospheric air, fully oxygenous, and

perhaps also cold. He gets out of breath; that

is, when he wants more air than usual, he cannot

take in so much ; a kind of asthmatic spasm

prevents him from getting air enough down,

although the chest is not really much more than

half full. On the other hand, by practice he

instinctively learns to keep adding air to that

already present, and to breathe nearer to the top

of his chest. He can then respire deeply with

out drawing in the fresh air too suddenly and

too far into the lungs. Also, by increasing the

quantity of resident air, his cells are more fully

expanded, there is more surface of action, and

the blood-vessels are rendered less tortuous still,

by which they admit, with less distress, of the

quickened circulation through them.

MEANS OF BECOMiNG BROAD-CHESTED.

Muscular exertion tends greatly to establish a

permanently ſuller state of the chest. The ex

tent to which the chief muscles of the trunk of

the body are inserted into, or have their origin

from the walls of the chest, is one cause of this.

In order that such muscles should act with power

we have to draw in a larger quantity of air than

usual ; and when we want to make a considera

ble effort, as in lifting a heavy weight, we have

to close the windpipe and detain all this air in the

chest. The walls of the chest, the ribs, &c.,

then are stiffly supported by this bed of air, like

a distended bladder, or air-cushion. In this way,

the chest can support a great pressure, and forms

a firm basis for the vigorous action of the

muscles attached to it. When longer continued

but not so strenuous efforts are made, as in carry

ing a more moderate weight for some distance,

and even in active walking without any load, a

man still keeps his chest more than usually dis

tended ; holding the air in for a time exceeding

the period of an ordinary breath, and then let

ting it out to take in a fresh stock of comple

mentary air, (to use the term adopted,) to give

stiffness to his chest.

Now this action being frequently repeated,

must and does have the effect of establishing a

permanently ſuller state of the chest. . It is, in

fact, the rendering a person “broad-chested;”

the connexion of which with vigor is too strik

ing to be overlooked even by the uninformed,

who do not ſail to see the fuller condition of the

chest, though without an acquaintance with the

manner in which it is brought about, or in which

it is advantageous.

In such vigorous persons, then, the supplemen

tary air becomes larger, a portion of the comple

mentary space being added to it, and then ordi

nary respiration takes place on the top of this in

creased supplementary quantity. , That this is

true, we may satisfy ourselves by measuring

the quantity of air such a person can breathe

out, and comparing it with that breathed out by

a person of sedentary habits. We shall find

that the volume of the air durably resident in

the chest is much larger in the former, the

comparison being made between two persons of
the same bulk.

ERRORS or SEDENTARY BREATHING.

On the other hand, they whose misfortune it

is to lead a sedentary life, and to lean over their

work, habituate themselves, by the constant

doubling together of the trunk, to do with a

smaller quantity of resident air in their chests

than is natural or proper. In them, then, the

air of respiration is at once introduced to a

deeper region of the lungs than it ought.

Though it is impossible, in any case, to exist
with so little resident air in the chest as that the

air of the breath should flow unmixed into the

air-cells themselves, for the residual air which

cannot be expelled is bulky enough to dilute it

considerably,–yet, when the quantity of resi

dent air is materially reduced, it is plain the air

of the breath goes in too far, and proves excit

ing to tubes too delicate to receive it, on ac

count of its full quantity of oxygen, and also,

no doubt, of its temperament and other quali

ties.

The distress which the presence of pure air

produces in tubes intended to receive only mix

ed air, leads such persons to accustom them

selves to do with less breath than is natural. It

is quite an error to think that their chests, at

the time, will not contain more breath on ac

count of the position; for if they were to breathe

out still more of the resident air, they might

leave more room for breath than the volume of

the breath ever requires, and yet keep their

chests within the confined limits they had been

reduced to. The truth of this may be noticed

whenever a medical man or friend remonstrates

with a girl on account of her tight lacing. One

whose folly has nearly reduced her figure to

that of an insect, and whose countenance be
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trays the state of her lungs, will yet be able to

show that her stays are “quite loose,” by

thrusting her hand between them and her body.

Many a friend is deceived, as well as the self

destroyer, by this demonstration. All it proves

is, that there is yet some supplementary air in

the lungs, which, breathed out at the moment of

the demonstration, leaves quite enough room

for a respiration of full amount to be carried on

for the time, and even for the stays all the while

to be made to appear loose about the chest.

HINTs to onAtoRs.

The collateral but very important duty of the

chest in speaking, especially in oratory, requires

the command º both the supplementary and

complementary spaces. . The duration of an

act of expiration is greatly increased in giving

º to a long sentence. The chest has

o be nearly filled with, air: the air, occupying

almost the whole of the complementary space,

is first spoken forth, then that of the region of

the breath; a nd in a long sentence, forcibly ut

tered, a large demand is also made upon the

supplementary air. But for this long range,

there could be no pººl eloquence. At the

same time, a loud voice and long sentences

make so frequent and large demands on the sup

plementary stock, as to subject delicate portions

of the pulmonary membrane to the frequent

presence of undiluted air, against which the sup

plementary air wasº provided as their

natural protection. ence these efforts either

by degrees inure such delicate parts as are vis:

ited by the inhaled air to its action,--or, as too

frequently happens, the air gains the better of

them; irritation is excited ; and, if the efforts are

persevered in, disease is established. . By em

ploying very short sentences, and by habituat

ing the chest to receive a full complementary

quantity of air, that quantity, together with the

ordinary region of breath, will be found to suſ

fice; so that the resident air need not ever be

intruded upon. It is of great importance in

such cases, that this resident stock should be also

of full quantity; occupying steadily its protect

ive position; there receiving all the impulses of

quickly-inhaled breath; duly modifying the por
tion of it retained; and gradually incorporating

it into itself as resident air before conveying it

down into the cells. It is probable, that many a

Fº might continue in his vocation by care

ully attending to this simple rule. , Indeed

many, no doubt, practise it instinctively as a

matter of experience, without inquiring into the

physiological reason.

There are other curious passages on this

subject, especially one relating to the use

or injury of wind-instruments ; but we

have already trespassed somewhat upon our

space, and must again refer the curious to

the volume. To any one inclined to prac

tise for a broad chest, we should, however,

recommend the simple exercises of walk

ing, gentle running, and careful reading

aloud, with a very cautious attempt at lift

ing weights fully within the muscular pow

er, than any more artificial experiments;

which, till persons have got the knack of

breathing high, would be likely to do them

more harm than good.

SENsations in A TRANCE:-The sensations of a

seemingly dead person, while confined in the coffin,

are mentioned in the following case of trance:

“A young lady, an attendant on the Princess r

aſter having been confined to her bed for a great

length of time with a violent nervous disorder, was

at last, to all appearance, deprived of life. Her lips

were quite pale, her face resembled the countenance

of a dead person, and the body grew cold. She was

removed from the room in which she died, was laid

in a coffin, and the day of her funeral fixed on. The

day arrived, and, according to the custom of the

country, funeral songs and hymns were sung before

the door. Just as the people were about to nail down

the lid of the coffin, a kind of perspiration was ob

served to appear on the surface of her body. It grew

greater every moment, and at last a kind of convul

sive motion was observed in the hands and feet of

the corpse. A few minutes after, during which time

fresh signs of returning life appeared, she at once

opened her eyes, and uttered a most pitiable shriek.

Physicians were quickly procured, and in the course

of a few days she was considerably restored, and is

probably alive at this day. The description which

she gave of her situation is extremely remarkable,

and forms a curious and authentic addition to psy

chology. She said it seemed to her that she was

really dead; yet she was perfectly conscious of all

that happened around her in this dreadful state.

She distinctly heard her friends speaking and la

menting her death at the side of her coffin. She felt

them pull on the dead-clothes, and lay her in them.

This feeling produced a mental anxiety which is

indescribable. She tried to cry, but her soul was

without power, and could not act in her body. She

had the contradictory feeling as if she were in the

body, and yet not in it, at one and the same time.

It was equally impossible for her to stretch out her

arm, or to open her eyes, or to cry, although she

continually endeavored to do so. The internal an

guish of her mind was, however, at its utmost

height when the funeral hymns were begun to be

sung, and when the lid of the coffin was about to

be nailed down. The thought that she was to be

buried alive was the one that gave activity to her

mind, and caused it to operate on her corporeal

frame.”—Binns on Sleep.

Miles Covernal.E.—Within the last few days, a

tablet has been erected in the church of St. Magnus

the Martyr, London-bridge, executed by Samuel

Nixon, sculptor, with the following inscription:—

Near this Tablet, in a vault made

for that purpose, are deposited the bones of

Miles coverdale,

formerly Bishop of Exeter,and Rector of the Parish of

St. Magnus the Martyr,

in the year of our Lord 1567.

His remains were interred, in the first instance,

in the Chancel of the -

Church of St. Bartholomew, Exchange;

but, on the occasion of that church being taken down,

they were brought here on the

4th of October, 1840,

in compliance with the wishes, and at the request of,

the Rector, the Rev. T. Leigh, A. M.,

and Parishioners of St. Magnus the Martyr.

Britannia.
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LIFE OF SIR ASTLEY P. cooper, BART.

From the Dublin University Magazine.

Life of Sir Astley Paston Cooper, Bart., &c.

By Barnsby Blake Cooper, Esq., F. R. S.

In two volumes 8vo. Parker: London,

1843.

THE work before us—although, as its

author observes in his preface, “it must

be always to the relatives, the friends, and

even the acquaintances of the person whose

life is delineated, a source of melancholy

satisfaction”—will not prove so generally

interesting as though it were the history

of one who, without any aid from station

or fortune, had risen from an humble posi

tion, and attained the highest honors of

his profession solely by the perseverance

of his industry and the exercise of his

abilities.

The young aspirant for fame and dis

tinction in any profession—particularly if

his means be humble, and his success there

fore in a greater degree dependent on him

self—loves to contemplate the career of

those who have toiled on through all the

cares and troubles that beset the first steps

in the path of life—who, perhaps, with the

cold sneers of the world, have felt all the

bitterness of poverty amid the many sore

and trying difficulties of their “early strug

gles;” but who have at length overcome

them, and by the exercise of their talents,

and the ceaseless efforts of untiring, inde

fatigable industry reached the goal of their

ambition, and won for themselves a name

which the world could withhold no longer.

In the life of one who has thus attained

to eminence, the young tyro in the outset of

his own career can feel his interest aroused,

and all his warmest sympathies awakened.

He can trace in every circumstance of the

life that is pictured before him—in its

every struggle—its every disappointment

at first—some resemblance to his own, and

he can thus be led to believe that for him

too the course is open, and to hope that he

also may reach the goal—a winner in the

race of fame. There is something in every

sentence to rivet his attention, and he is

carried on through all its details— un

wearied, because they come home to his

own feelings, and he can say, “such diffi.

culties I too have surmounted, and such

will I yet overcome.” He can then read

with breathless interest the visions of hap

piness which are opened to the eye of the

poor beginner by the receipt of his “first

guinea,” and can follow him from that mo

ment eagerly and anxiously, as step by step

he steadily advances until he reaches in tri

umph the proud position which he so long

and so patiently has sought.

But the biography before us is of one

who entered on his professional career

with all the adventitious aids of birth, po

sition, and fortune. His road to eminence,

although requiring the energies of his talent

to enable him successfully to journey over

it, was yet without the many hills and hol

lows—the obstructions which comparative

poverty and the want of a connexion have

thrown so often in the way of some of the

brightest ornaments of the medical pro

fession.

There is always a certain degree of in

terest attached to the life of any one dis

tinguished above his fellows, whether his

position be attained by the power of his

own talents, or by those fortuitous circum

stances which so frequently place a man of

little more than ordinary intellect in a situ

ation which without them he never would

have reached.

So far as an interest of this description

goes, we think the work before us may

well excite it; but we repeat, there is but

little claim on the sympathies of that class

of readers who should be expected to reap

the greatest benefits from it and from the

example of its subject, viz., the young

members of the medical profession.

The author appears to take the greatest

pains to prove how totally independent Sir

Astley Cooper was both by birth and for

tune, of the difficulties which others have

been obliged to encounter in the com

mencement of their career; and we really

think there is nothing so peculiarly worthy

of admiration in the successful life of, as he

is pleased to designate him, “one of the

most illustrious surgeons that ever adorned

the science he professed.”

. There are certainly many things to in

terest us in these volumes, but not by any

means, to that absorbing degree which the

author seems to think must be felt as a

matter of course. That Sir Astley Cooper

was a clever man there is no doubt ; but

that his talents were so exceedingly pre

eminent as to warrant his biographer in as

suming a tone of such ultra-laudation, we

deny.

He tells us that Sir Astley Cooper was

his uncle, and that if, in his undertaking,

(as his biographer,) his expressions may be

thought to savor somewhat of extrava

gance, the respect he entertained for him

from the period of his boyhood, the grati

tude he owes him for the instruction he

derived at his hands, and the affection he

always bore towards him as a relative, may
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surely be admitted, if not injustification of

the fault, at least in extenuation of its de

gree, and that “partiality can scarcely be

considered culpable when its absence would

be almost criminal.”

We can fully appreciate and respect the

feelings which have prompted Mr. Cooper

to display so strong a partiality for the

character, private and public, of his uncle.

There can be none more willing—none

more anxious to make every allowance for

such feelings, and to give them the full

meed of credit which is their due; but still

we must say, that as a biographer Mr.

Cooper should not have suffered them to

betray him into the error of letting them

appear so visibly upon the surface of his

work.

Considering the very high position to

which Sir Astley Cooper attained—a po

sition which we might naturally expect

would afford so rich a field for the bio

grapher—the book is very little remark

able either for anecdote or entertaining

correspondence ; and we cannot deny our

selves the pleasure of believing how much

more of interest would be attached to the

life of one of our own professional men (we

speak of Dublin) of the same standing, or of

a grade or two below it.

Sir Astley Cooper's success in life was,

we think, in a great measure owing to his

easy kindness of manner, steadiness of

nerve, and pleasing personal appearance,

qualifications which he possessed in an

eminent degree, and the more likely to win

success, as they were rarely to be met with

among his cotemporaries.

We have no hesitation in saying that

there are many members of the medical

profession amongst us, who, if they moved

in the same sphere and with the same op

portunities as Sir Astley Cooper, would

prove themselves in the knowledge and

science of their profession, at least fully his

equals,and in general information and litera

ry attainments immeasurably his superiors.

Sir Astley Cooper's biographer states—

somewhat unnecessarily—that in literature

and science unconnected with his profes

sion he was by no means proficient, and

that at no period of his life was the amount

of his classical knowledge such as to induce

him to peruse the works generally read by

the more advanced in such pursuits; the

gratification which they are capable of af.

fording to the polished scholar, being to

him more than counterbalanced by the

drudgery he had to encounter in arriving

at the interpretation.

This is, indeed, a very low standard of

acquirements for a distinguished member

of a most accomplished profession, and we

are happy to think, is rather the exception

than the rule. We know of no class, who

in all times and all countries have laid gen

eral science and literature under heavier

obligations than the members of the heal

ing art; nor are there any who have been

more conspicuous for purity and elegance

of style, classical neatness, and graceful

learning, than such, when they have ap

peared before the world as authors.

Astley Paston Cooper was the fourth son

of the Rev. Dr. Samuel Cooper—the de

scendant of an old and highly respectable

Norfolk family—and was born at Brook

Hall, near Spottesham in Norfolk on the

23d of August, 1768. His mother appears

to have been a lady distinguished for her

literary pursuits no less than for her private

virtues, and from her and his father Astley

received the rudiments of his early edu

cation, his only other preceptor being a Mr.

Larke, the master of the village school. It

is stated that at this time he was remark

able for any thing but assiduity and atten

tion to study of any sort, although he oc

casionally exhibited traces of an unusually

quick perception and active intellectual

powers.

It appears he was at this period, and even

for years after, extremely wild, and de

lighting in all kinds of mischief—escaping

whenever he ſound it possible from his teach

ers to join in whatever sports were going

forward in the neighborhood, and continu

ally engaged in a variety of pranks which

created alarm in the minds of his family,

and occasionally were of such a nature as

to bring upon him his parents' displeasure.

There are several anecdotes of his ad

ventures at this time to be found in the

first volume ; but we can see nothing more

in them than the life of any school-boy

would afford. We will, however, give our

readers one or two specimens, and let them

judge for themselves.

“Having climbed one day to the roof of one

of the aisles of Brook church, he lost his hold, and

was precipitated to the ground, but providen

tially escaped with only a few bruises. He was

always fond of playing with donkies, or dickies,

as they are called in Norfolk, and provoking

them till they kicked him, and he bore many

marks for some time of their violence. One day

when he was riding a horse which he had

caught on Welbeck Common, near the house,

he directed the animal with his whip to leap over

a cow which was lying on the ground; but the

cow rose at the instant, and overthrew both the

horse and its rider, who had his collar-bone

broken in the fall.

“On one occasion the bell to summon the
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scholars had rung, and they were all hastening

to the school-room, when some one snatched a

hat from one of the boys' heads and threw it

into one of the ‘meres,” or ponds of water, which

are situated in the village, and by which they

were passing. The boy, lamenting the loss of
his hat, and fearing he should be punished for

his absence from the school, was crying very

bitterly, when there came to the spot a young

gentleman dressed, as was then the ſashion of

the day, in a scarlet coat, a three-cocked hat, a

glazed black collar or stock, nankeen small

clothes, and white silk stockings—his hair hang

ing in ringlets down his back. He seeing the

boy crying, and being informed of the cause of

his sorrow, deliberately marched into the water,

obtained the hat, and returned it to the unlucky

owner. This young gentleman was no other

than Master Astley Cooper, &c.”

Mr. Cooper, in relating these adventures

and pranks of his uncle, says:

“Although by some they may be looked upon

as merely the acts of a... headstrong child,

and unworthy of notice in a life so signalized as

that of Sir Astley Cooper, they nevertheless, to

those who delight to trace the man in the boy,

possess an abundant share of interest.”

Now, with every possible deference to

Mr. Cooper, we cannot exactly understand

by what course of reasoning he can prove

any analogy between a love for provok

ing donkies and a fondness for anatomical

| ". or between directing a horse to

eap over a cow and the performance of

a successful surgical operation ; and we

can only say, that if a predilection for

such pursuits be an omen of future great

ness in the medical profession, there are

sundry young gentlemen of the present

day for whom we may augur a most bril

liant and successful career. There is one

anecdote, however, which we think well

worthy of notice, as it is strikingly illus

trative of that readiness and self-posses

sion which so eminently distinguished him

in after life;—the circumstance to which

it relates occurred when he was about

thirteen, and happened as follows. After

alluding to his foster mother—

“A son of this person's, somewhat older than

Astley Cooper, had been ordered by his father

to convey some coals to the house of Mr. Cas

tell, the vicar, and while on the road, by some

accident the poor lad ſell down in front of the

cart, the wheel of which, before he could recov

er himself, passed over his thigh, and, among

other injuries, caused the laceration of its princi.

pal artery. The unfortunate boy, paralyzed by

the shock of the accident and sinking under the

loss of blood—the flow of which was attempted

to be stopped by the pressure of handkerchieſs

applied to the part only—was carried almost

exhausted to his home, where, Astley Cooper

having heard of the accident which had befallen

his foster-brother, almost immediately afterwards

arrived. The bleeding was continuing, or prob

ably having for a time ceased, had broken out

afresh. All was alarm and confusion, when the

young Astley in the midst of the distressing scene,

alone capable of deliberating, and perceiving the

necessity of instantly preventing further loss of

blood, had the presence of mind to encircle the

limb with his pocket-handkerchief above the

wound, and afterwards to bind it round so tightly

that it acted as aligature upon thewounded vessel

and stopped the bleeding. To these means his

foster-brother owed a prolongation of life until

the arrival of the surgeon who had been sent

for from London.”

The gratitude of the friends of this

poor boy, and the flattering applauses of

his own for his conduct on this occasion,

appears to have given his thoughts their

first bent towards the profession of sur

gery. The success of his uncle, Mr.

William Cooper of London, together with

his own previous inattention to study and

perhaps positive dislike to a college life

and literary pursuits, had also considera

ble weight with him ; but it was not un

til a later period that he determined to

devote his life to it.

The anecdote above related is the only

one of his “boyhood years” in which we

can trace the slightest approach to “the

character of the man in the boy;” and we

hope Mr. Cooper will not he angry with

us for our inability to perceive any great

precocity of intellect displayed by his un

cle in such feats as climbing on the roof

of a church—ripping open old pillows, and

letting the feathers fly from the belfry to

fall as if they had been a shower from

the clouds, and thus frighten away the

little wits the poor rustic possessed, with

sundry other similar performances which in

our days—doubtless owing to our lack of

prophetic vision—instead of being looked

upon as forebodings of future distinction,

would very probably entail upon the un

fortunate perpetrator no other reward than

a sound flogging.

In such wild freaks as these, Astley

Cooper seems to have spent the greater

portion of his time until his thoughts were

again brought back to surgery by the rep

resentations of his uncle, #. William

Cooper, who was himself a surgeon of

considerable eminence.

“The animated descriptions of London and

its scenes, and the numerous anecdotes which his

uncle, who mixed much in society, would narrate

in the presence ofhis young nephew, led him ear

nestly to bend his thoughts towards the metrop

olis, and determined his selection of that profes

sion which, from his uncle's position and influ

ence, offered him above all others, an advanta

geous-opening.
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“Still, however, there can be but little doubt

that much of this anxiety to visit London was

attributable rather to his taste for pleasure and

excitement than to any wish for industrious em

ployment. For when he had finally determined

on becoming his uncle's pupil (which was not,

Sir Astley used to say, until after witnessing an

operation for the extraction of stone by Dr. Dou

nee of Norwich,) there was no evidence of his

making any special resolution of devotion to his

adopted science, or exhibiting any unusual de

sire for achieving greatness of name in its pur
suit.”

Accordingly in August 1784, being then

about sixteen, he went to London and

took up his residence at the house of Mr.

Clive, a man of some note in the profes.

sion, and one of the surgeons of St.

Thomas's hospital, who was in the habit

of taking a few pupils to board with him.

Here he appears to have imbibed those

democratic feelings which shed their bane

ful influence on the circle which now sur

rounded him, and which were at the time

fast spreading themselves over Europe.

Mr. Cooper, speaking of this period, re

marks :-

“Nothing could have been more probable

than that a young man of ardent and sanguine

temper like Astley Cooper should be captivated

by a set of opinions at variance with those of the

stricter aristocratic school in which he had been

educated ; possessing to him all the charms of

novelty, ſreedom from restraint, and ostensibly

having for their object a state of social perfec

tion which he had not then experience enough

to determine to be altogether Utopian.”

Even the religious principles of Astley

Cooper seem to have been infected for a

time by his association with Horne Took,

Thelwall, &c., among whom subjects of re

ligion were either ridiculed, or wholly

disregarded. However his intercourse

with such men affected for a time his opin

ions, he appears to have afterwards exchang

ed them for others of a somewhat more

loyal nature, which change was partly

brought about by the inhuman scenes he

witnessed during the progress of the

French Revolution, partly by other rea

sons.

It is a curious fact, and one which may

well afford considerable scope to the inqui

ring mind of some political philosopher,

that a decided tendency to whig-radicalism

has always been a characteristic of the

medical profession.

There seems, however, to be one infalli

ble means of exorcising this half rebellious

spirit. Let the most ultra whig-radical of

them all come once within the influence

of a royal smile, and, as if by magic, the

cloud which enveloped his political opin

ions is dispelled—let him but feel the

touch of that sacred finger which is pro

verbially gifted with the power of curing

the “king's evil,” and, like that disease,

all his preconceived ideas of radicalism and

democracy are dissipated as by a spell, and

he comes forth a highly respectable To

ry ! Democracy is an exceedingly con

venient creed for those who have nothing

to lose—the professed object of its follow

ers being to reduce all above them to their

own level; but we never knew any to car

ry the feeling so far as to consider themselves

on a level with those below them.

Astley Cooper does not appear at first

to have devoted himself to the acquisition

of professional knowledge with any great

er degree of zeal than he had previously

bestowed on his literary studies; his social

qualities opened the way to an intimacy

with young men of his own standing in

London, and in their company he suffered

himself to be led into all the dissipations

the metropolis afforded. However, in the

year following he became as remarkable for

his industry as he had formerly been for

his idleness, and had attained a degree of

anatomical knowledge far beyond that pos

sessed by any other of the pupils of his own

standing in the hospital to which he was

attached.

From this period his rise in his profes

sion was steady and rapid. He had made

such progress in his knowledge of anato

my, in his second session, that he was fre

quently called upon by the pupils to assist

and direct them in their dissections, and

proving by his ready concession to their

wishes that he had both the knowledge

and industry requisite to facilitate their la

bors, he at once established a reputation

which made him sought after by his fellow

pupils as their demonstrator, and afterwards

procured him, immediately on the office

becoming vacant, the offer of this desirable

position.

Thus early did Astley Cooper arrive at

distinction; doubtless his talents and the

considerable portion of knowledge which

they had enabled him to acquire in so short

a time, were, in a great degree, the cause

of his success; but it cannot be supposed

that they were the sole means which led to

it. If he had been, like many others of

his profession, thrown entirely upon his

own resources, without friends and without

any influence, save what his talent could

procure him, it is more than probable that

he would have been left to struggle on

through all the difficulties which so many

others have been obliged to overcome,
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until time, or perhaps chance, should have

brought him into notice.

However the partiality of his biographer

may lead him to suppose that to his own

powers alone he was indebted for this early

advancement, we must believe that at least

an equal share of thanks is due to his con

nexion with Mr. William Cooper, and the

influence of eminent medical men, the per

sonal friends and professional associates of

that gentleman. There are too many in

stances of men of first-rate abilities, pos.

sessing a thorough knowledge of all requi

sites for success, wasting away whole years

of life without obtaining it, to allow us to

believe that so very young a man as Astley

Cooper then was, both in years and in pro

fessional knowledge—no matter how com

manding his talents might be—could have

attained to such a position without other

assistance than his own.

We, therefore, by no means advise any

young student to be led by this portion of

Sir Astley Cooper's life into the ignis fa.

tuus belief, that he may commence the first

session of his professional studies in idle

ness and dissipation, and in the second be

chosen as a demonstrator. If he does, he

will be apt to find the bright dream of his

ambition fade away into “airy nothings,”

unless indeed he happens to have an uncle

surgeon of a chief, of a metropolitan hos

ital.

By whatever means Astley Cooper was

thus early distinguished, it seems to have

given a spur to his assiduity and to have

caused him daily to become more and more

attached to anatomical pursuits: for, from

this period, no labor was too great, scarce

ly any obstacle sufficient, to prevent his

becoming acquainted with every feature

the most minute, of any case attended with

circumstances of peculiar interest which

happened to come within his notice. Every

study unconnected with the immediate mat

ters of his profession was wholly neglected;

indeed he never displayed any fondness for

literature, so far as we can learn from his

biography, and he seems to have given up

his entire mind to the practice of anatomy

and its various details.

It appears strange that a man should

have occupied the exalted position of Sir

Astley Cooper for such a time, and in a

country so pre-eminent for literary acquire

ment as England, with so small a share of

learning and general information as he pos

sessed. But these are qualifications by no

means indispensable or essential to his

branch of the medical profession, when

compared with what the physician finds

necessary not only for occupying, but main

taining his station in society.

The world can, in a great measure, con

stitute itself the judge of a surgeon's suc

cess, and to a certain degree appreciate in

him those powers which, in a physician—

because he possesses not the same means

of showing them—it does not understand.

The cases in which the former is called

upon to act are, comparatively speaking,

open to every eye; and if he possess a

manner of cool and perfect self-possession,

unflinching nerve, a quick eye, confidence,

and a steady hand, the odds are at least

twenty to one in his favor, that the world

will pronounce him a clever fellow, and

never give itself the trouble to inquire, how

far his skill be the mere exertion of manual

dexterity, quickness of eye, and steady

coolness, or the result of profound anato

mical knowledge, and thorough intimacy

with his subject.

But to return to Sir Astley Cooper. In

1787 he visited Edinburgh, where he stu

died for some months. In this portion of

the book there are some brief but amusing

sketches of the leading characters of the

medical profession of Scotland at the time,

and there is one short anecdote related by

Sir Astley, which we think worthy of lay

ing before our readers, although uncon

nected with the subject of the work before

uS :-

“At one of the meetings of the Royal Medi

cal Society a discussion took place between two

young surgeons, one an Irishman, the other a

Scotchman. The former maintained that can

cer never occurred in women who had borne

children. The young Scotchman vehemently

opposed this doctrine, and mentioned the case

of a lady who twice had twins, and yet had

cancer afterwards. To this apparently conclu

sive evidence the Irishman immediately replied,

“Ah, but don't you know that's an exception to

the general rule; where's the wonder in cancer

following gemini ? it always does.’”

“In 1791, Mr. Clive seeing the advantages

that were likely to arise no less to the school

than to his pupil, by associating him with him

self, made him an offer to this extent, although

the time of his pupilage had not yet expired.

Accordingly an arrangement was entered into

that Astley Cooper should give a part of the

lectures and demonstrations, Mr. Clive promis

ing him a sum of one hundred and twenty

pounds per annum, to be increased twenty

pounds annually until he gave one half the lec

tures, when the proceeds should be equally di

vided.”

Here, then, we find Astley Cooper, while

the period of his pupilage was still unex

pired, a lecturer and a demonstrator, with

a salary the amount of which for one year
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considerably exceeded the sum which the

first three years of his practice brought

him.

If young medical students could look for

ward to place themselves, by their own ex

ertions, in such a position as this, we think,

that much as the profession is at present

overstocked, its ranks would soon become

doubly increased. But unfortunately it is

of all others the profession least likely to

attain to early distinction in, unless with

great interest, or better still by one of

those “lucky chances” for which many

men, who have filled an eminent station,

have every reason to “thank their stars.”

We feel fully convinced that there are at

this moment many young members of the

profession with as much talent and as many

requisites (as far as depends upon them

selves) for success as ever Sir Astley

Cooper could boast of, held back and kept

completely in the shade for want of the in

terest, which he possessed, to bring them

into notice. Whoever will read “The Di

ary of a late Physician,” will find in the

beautifully written tale of his “early strug

gles,” a true picture of the difficulties

which they may expect who enter the pro

fession with no other means of forwarding

themselves in it than the talents they may

possess, and which, in their dreamy pros

pects for the future, they think are all-suffi

cient. We are far from wishing to damp

the ardor of any young student in the

pursuit of his profession; our desire is sim

ply to expose the many difficulties which

are thrown across the road to eminence,

and not to lead him into the belief that he

has nothing to do but become a pupil, at

tend a hospital, display some talent, become

a lecturer, then a professor, and so on step

by step until he has obtained the highest

station to which he can arrive.

In 1792, Astley Cooper visited Paris, and

it would seem that the peculiar bias of his

political opinions actuated him to this as

much as any desire to acquire information

respecting the state of medical science in

France, or any of the causes which usually

induced persons to visit the Continent. He

did not, however, suffer his interest in the

revolution to lead him from his pursuit of

professional knowledge, but studied while

there under Desault and Chopart. Indeed,

wherever he went, this seems to have been

the first object of his consideration. He

never suffered an opportunity to escape him

by which he could learn any thing of in

terest in anatomy, or in any branch of

surgical science, but on the contrary, was

most indefatigable in seeking it. Every

species of disease was watched by him with

an anxious eye, and every new feature it

might present examined with the minutest

scrutiny, and the most untiring industry.

Even the lower animals were not exempt

from his examinations, and many a poor

dog fell a victim to his zeal in the cause of

anatomical science. Mr. Cooper states,

that there have frequently been thirty or

forty of these animals in his stable at a

time, which had been stolen by his servants,

all of which were destined to become

martyrs to the advancement of surgical

knowledge. Nor were dogs the only ani

mals upon whom he experimented; an

elephant, which died at the tower menage

rie, was removed to his house, but after

several unsuccessful attempts to get the

huge carcase into his dissecting rooms,

he was obliged to get several surgeons to

assist him, and to work at it for three days

in the open air of the court-yard, in front

of his residence. His servants also used to

attend the markets to procure specimens of

fowls, fish, etc., in short there were scarce

ly any of the animal race which did not

become subjects for his investigation. He

worked almost incessantly from six o'clock

in the morning frequently till. midnight,

and seemed never to know weariness in his

ardor for professional knowledge.

Considering Sir Astley Cooper's char

acter for kindness of heart and disposition,

it seems somewhat strange that all the

horrors he witnessed during the progress

of the French revolution, having been in

Paris when the first cannon was fired, on

the 10th of August, and an eye-witness of

many of the frightful scenes of carnage

which followed, do not appear to have ef

fected any immediate change in his political

opinions, although they were the same en

tertained by the very men who had caused

these scenes of bloodshed which met his

eye at every step. It is probable, however,

that the disgust he felt at those horrid

massacres which were then of every-day

occurrence, formed the groundwork of the

change in his ideas of democracy which

afterwards occurred.

In 1793, he was appointed professor of

anatomy to Surgeons' Hall. The election

for this office took place annually, and in

1794, he was again chosen to fill it. To

wards the latter end of the year 1797, he

took up his residence in St. Mary Axe, and

commenced practice. The house which

he now occupied had been for many years

Mr. Clive's, and it was by the advice of this

gentleman that he went to live in it, hoping

that any of the patients who were in the
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habit of attending there would consult the

new occupier rather than take the length

ened walk to Mr. Clive's new residence.

“One of the first patients, however, who

sought his advice under these circumstances

gave him a hint that he was not to fancy that

with Mr. Clive's house he was at once to gain

Mr. Clive's fees: “Soon after I got in my new

residence,' Sir Astley relates, ‘a patient gave

me half a guinea, saying, ‘I gave Mr. Clive a

guinea, but as you were his apprºicº. I suppose

half a guinea will do for you.” Mr. Clive made

it a rule to take whatever was offered him; so I

did not refuse the proffered fee.”

The income, which he at first derived

from private practice, was very inconsider

able even at the period when he was elected

surgeon of Guy's Hospital, by no means

such as his position at the hospital and at

Surgeon's Hall, and the numerous attend

ance at his house of the poorer classes of

patients would have led us to expect. His

receipts during these early years of prac

tice, of which he has left an account, ex

hibit a steady, and comparatively speaking,

a considerable increase in his professional

income, but at the same time form a re

markable contrast with what he afterwards

annually derived in the same pursuits.

“My receipts,’ says he, “for the first year

was five pounds five shillings; the second twenty

six pounds; the third sixty-four pounds; the

fourth nintey-six pounds; the fiſth one hundred

pounds; the sixth two hundred pounds; the

seventh four hundred pounds; the eighth six

hundred and ten pounds; the ninth, (the year

he was appointed surgeon to the hospital) eleven

hundred pounds.” He himself appends a remark

which sufficiently shows his feeling on the sub

ject: ‘although I was a lecturer all the time on

anatomy and surgery.’”

It appears that his political opinions had

nearly proved fatal to his appointment as

surgeon to Guy's Hospital. There was a

copy of a curious anonymous document

which Mr. Harrison, the treasurer to that

institution, received relative to the election

for the office, which states “that one of the

three candidates (alluding to Astley Cooper)

was a Jacobin, etc.” Mr. Harrison, how

ever, spoke to Mr. Cooper on the subject,

when the latter said, “If you think me, sir,

professionally competent to perform the

duties of surgeon to your institution, you

may rest assured that my politics, whether

in thought or action, shall never interfere

with my discharge of them ; in fact, a re

gret has spontaneously arisen in my mind,

not only that I have ever been prominent in

political excitement at all, but more es

pecially that I should have espoused the

opinions of those with whom I have been

connected.”

By this renunciation of a political creed,

which stood between him and advancement,

the bar to his appointment as surgeon was

removed, and he was elected to the office.

If the avowal of this change in his political

opinions was somewhat sudden, it is, how

ever, but justice to him to state, that he

ever afterwards avoided those political

friends, in whose society he had delighted,

and gave himself wholly and entirely to

professional considerations and pursuits,

never failing to inculcate in the younger

portion of his acquaintance this maxim—

“That as the duties of a surgeon extend

alike to men of all parties and views, it

must be most unwise for him to attach him

self to any one particular set, and thus render

adverse to him all maintaining contrary

opinions”—a piece of advice the wisdom

of which will, no. doubt, be fully appre

ciated.

We find through the entire work, short,

but most graphic and amusing sketches of

the various eminent members of the medi

cal profession with whom Sir Astley Cooper

had been at any time associated, or whom

he had any intercourse with in his travels

to Scotland, on the Continent, etc.; and

also a great number of anecdotes which our

space—even if we were so disposed—would

not permit us to extract. The latter por

tion of the first volume is entirely occupied

with a curious but horrible account of that

extraordinary class of individuals whose

success was at that time if its zenith—the

resurrectionists. It appears almost incre

dible the means by which some of those

men used to procure “subjects,” when

popular feeling became so strong against

them as to render it a matter of the utmost

danger, if not of impossibility, for them to

obtain them in the usual way. To give our

readers some idea of the modus operandi on

these occasions, we shall extract from Mr.

Cooper's account of them, one or two in

stances. We should first premise that the

principal characters among the resurrec

tionists were two men, the one named

Patrick, and the other Murphy:

“An intimate friend of Patrick's was employ

ed in the service of a gentleman, whose resi

dence was at a short distance from London. One

day this man called, in company with a fellow

servant, on Patrick, and informed him that his

master was dead, and that heº something

in the way of business might be done with the

body, as it was lying in a back parlor, the win

dows of which opened on to a large lawn. Pat

rick made several inquiries, and having ascer

tained that the funeral was to take place on the

following Sunday, said in conclusion: ‘The

coffin then will most probably be screwed down
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on Saturday; if it is, let me know ; I will have

nothing to do with it until that part of the work

is done.”

“Things fell out as Patrick anticipated, and

accordingly on the night of Saturday he entered

at the back of the premises, and being admitted

to the parlor by the servant, he commenced his

operations. Unassisted by any light, he drew

out all the screws, took off the lid, and having

formed an estimate, as accurate as the circum

stances would allow, of the weight of the body,

removed it into a box which he had .#

with him for the purpose of containing it. He

next placed in the coffin a quantity of earth,

which the servant had procured from the garden,

corresponding to the weight of the corps. The

lid was then replaced, carefully screwed down,

the pall thrown over it, and the box, containing

the body, passed out of the window to Patrick,

who hid it in a tool house at some distance ſrom

the dwelling place. In this shed he allowed it

to remain until the following Monday, when it

was removed to one of the private anatomical

schools, &c. For this subject Patrick received

fifteen guineas ſ”

This is but one of a great number of such

instances, but it is a tolerably fair specimen

of the cool and daring character which

marked the system of what was termed

“body-snatching.”

The enormous profit which attended this

pursuit may be imagined, when it is stated

that one of its followers (Murphy) received

for one night's work one hundred and forty

four pounds !

There was also a considerable profit aris

ing from the traffic in human teeth, and it is

related of this man, who was no less active

in mind than in body, and who never moved

but in his occupation—

“That in taking a walk, he observed a neat

meeting-house, attached to which was a paved

burial ground. Looking around he observed a

trap-door, leading, he had no doubt, to vaults of

hidden treasures, and these he determined at

once to explore. A short time after coming to

this conclusion, dressed in a suit of black, and

with a demure demeanor, his eyes reddened as if

from tears, he called upon the superintendent of

the meeting-house burial-ground, and described

to him in much apparent distress, the recent

bereavement which he had met with of his wife,

and his anxious wish that her bones should re

pose in this neat and quiet sanctuary. Slipping

a half-crown into his hand, Murphy readily in

duced the man to permit him to descend into the

vault, under the idea that he wished to select the

spot for the deposit of the remains of his beloved.

Murphy, who while outside had studied the bear

ings of the trap-door, after much pretended in

spection of the vault, took an opportunity while

his companion's back was turned to him, of sud

denly raising his hand to the ceiling and slipping

back two bolts which secured the door. On that

very night Murphy let himself down into the

vault, and there, by a few hours' active exertion,

secured possession to himself, of the front teeth

of all its inmates. By this night's adventure he

made a clear profit of sixty pounds !”

As it may be interesting to some of our

readers, we extract from the work the dates

of the different distinctions and honors

which Sir Astley Cooper obtained. In 1802

he was elected a Fellow of the Royal So

ciety. In 1813 he was elected in council

as Professor of Comparative Anatomy to

the Royal College of Surgeons. In 1814

he was elected Honorary Fellow of the

Royal Medical Society of Edinburgh. In

1820 he was created a Baronet. In 1822 he

was elected one of the Court of Examiners

of the Royal College of Surgeons. In 1827

he was appointed President of the Royal

College of Surgeons. In 1828 he was ap

pointed Serjeant-Surgeon to the king. In

1830 he was elected Vice-President of the

Royal Society. In 1832 he was elected by

the Institute of France a member of their

body, and received from the King the rank

of officer of the Royal Order of the Legion

of Honor. In 1834 the University of Oxford

conferred upon him the degree of Doctor of

Civil Law. In 1836 he was again elected

President of the College of Surgeons, and

received from the King the Grand Cross of

the Order of the Guelph, which he obtained

through the kindness of the Duke of Wel

lington, upon whom he had lately been at

tending professionally. Upon his grace's

recovery, some conversation took place be

tween him and Sir Astley respecting this

order, and finding that Sir Astley had it not,

although, Sir Henry Halford and Sir Mat

thew Tierney, who was Sir Astley's pupil,

had, he briefly said to him, in conclusion,

“You ought to have it; good morning to

you.” On the very next morning, Sir Astley

received a letter from his grace, informing

him that he had been made a Grand Cross!

He was also elected Fellow of the Royal

Society of Gottingen—a Member of the

First Class of the Royal Institute of the

Netherlands—of the Society of Natural

Philosophy of Heidelberg—of the Physico.

Medical Society of New Orleans—of the

Academy of Medical Science of Palermo.

From Russia he received the diploma of the

Imperial University of Vilna, and from

Mexico that Bf the Medical Society of Gua

dalaxara.

The income which Sir Astley Cooper de

rived from his private practice, after the

first few years, was immense. Mr. Cooper

mentions that his receipts for the year be

fore he left Broad-street for the West end,

amounted to upwards of twenty-one thousand

pounds !

We find in the second volume two cases
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of murder in which he had been called upon

in his professional capacity, and which ex

cited considerable sensation at the time.

As instances of his quick perception and pre

sence of mind, as well as because we think

they possess features of general, interest

for our readers, we shall quote them, but

we regret our space obliges us to abridge

them in some degree:–

“Mr. Cooper was one day suddenly sent for

by a general practitioner of the name of Jones,

to see a Mr. Isaac Blight, a ship-broker, at Dept

ford, who had received a severe injury from a

istol-ball which had been fired at him. When

r. Cooper arrived at the house, he was told b

his patient, that while sitting in his parlor his

attention had first been aroused by the door ol

the room being suddenly opened; on turning

round, he perceived an arm extended towards

him, and at the same instant, the report of a

pistol, and the sensation of a severe blow, con

vinced him that he had been intentionally shot

at. He mentioned that he had not the least idea

by whose hand the act had been committed, but

related the fact that his partner, Mr. Patch,

whilst sitting in the same apartment, a few days

before, had been alarmed by the report of a gun,
apparently discharged on the wharf, and by a

ball, which at the same time passed through the

shutter into the room, and he expressed his firm

belieſ that the same hand had been employed on

both occasions. Upon examining the wound it

was at once evident that it was fatal. Mr.

Cooper's inquiring mind led him closely to in

vestigate every circumstance connected with the

case, and even to examine minutely the spot on

which "the act was perpetrated. He placed

himself into the position in which Mr. Blight had

been when he received the wound, and with his

natural acuteness at once perceived that no one

but a left-handed man could have so stood, with

..T. to the door, as to have concealed his body,

and yet at the same time to have discharged the

pistol at his victim with effect. This made a

strong impression on his mind, and having been

already prepossessed with the idea that Patch

was the culprit, his suspicion became an absolute

certainty when he ascertained that he was a

left-handed man. So positive did he feel of this,

that on reaching home, he said to his servant in

secrecy, ‘You will see, Charles, that Mr. Patch,

the partner of Mr. Blight, has been his murder

er.' . No suspicion, however, appeared to be at

tached to him by others until Mr. Blight died,

but in the course of the coroner's inquest, a va

riety of facts tended strongly to criminate him

and he was committed for trial. He was tried,

and being convicted, by a train of circumstantial

evidence of the clearest nature, was executed at

Horsemonger-lane, on the 8th of April, 1806.”

The other case to which we allude was

the murder of Mr. and Mrs. Thompson

Bonar:—

“Mr. Bonar was a wealthy merchant and the

intimate friend of Mr. Cooper. It was, there

fore, with no less horror than astonishment, he

heard one morning that this gentleman had

been murdered in the course of the previous

night, and that Mrs. Bonar was in a most dan:

gerous state, from the wounds which she had

also received from the hands of the assassin.

The person who brought this intelligence was

a servant of Mr. Bonar’s of the name of Nichol

son. He had come on horseback from Chisel

hurst, where Mr. Bonar had a country-house,

and where the murder had been committed.

Mr. Cooper immediately desired his servant,

Charles, to go and inform a friend of Mr. Bo

nar's, who lived opposite, of the event, and to

beg of him to go at once with him to Chisel

hurst. They set off at once, but although they

arrived before life was extinct in Mrs. Bonar,

all Mr. Cooper's efforts were of no avail in

averting the fatal event. The conduct of the

servant, when he brought the news in the morn

ing, was singularly strange and confused, and

Mr. Cooper had drawn from it, and from other

circumstances of the man's appearance, that

he was the murderer. There was an appren

tice of Mr. Cooper's at this time with whose

father Nicholson had been a servant for some

years. It appears that this gentleman had been

roused between six and seven A. M., by Nichol

son, who told him that his master and mistress

had been murdered the night before. He said,

further, that he hoped his mistress might yet be

saved, and appeared most anxious, that Mr.

Cooper should proceed at once to Chiselhurst.

Mr. Tyrrel (the apprentice) relates as follows

—‘I wished to accompany Mr. Cooper, but he

said he could not take me, because I must look

aſter Nicholson, whom he declared to be the

murderer. Nicholson had disappeared, and I

immediately commenced a search after him, al

though I was perfectly satisfied, in my own mind,

that he was not the murderer; for he had only

quitted my father's service ten or twelve days

before, after having lived with him between

three and four years. He had been a most ex

cellent servant, and on some occasions when ill

ness had occurred in the family, had evinced

unusual kindness and attention. He was appre

hended in the aſternoon, and taken to the coun

ter-prison. I went there to see him, and was

accompanied by the governor to the cell in which

he was confined. Whilst speaking to him, a

little black and dun terrier dog placed its ſore

paws on his knees, and began to lick his breech

es, which were made of some dark-colored vel

veteen. Observing this, the governor directed

him to remove them. On afterwards holding

them up to the light, the front part of each

thigh was evidently stained, and a little mois

ture soon proved it to be with blood. The gov

ernor remarked that my dog was a sagacious

little fellow, but I could not own him, for I had

never before seen him; and all the inquiries

which were made subsequently, could not dis

cover a master for him. It was the more extra

ordinary, because a public notice was posted at

the gates of the prison, forbidding the entrance

of dogs. In the evening I sent to the prison to

beg to have the dog as I heard he had not been

owned; when, remarkable to say, he had dis

appeared as strangely as he had entered, and

was never afterwards found.’ When Nicholson

was examined, there was no sufficient evidence
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against him, notwithstanding the strongly sus

picious circumstance of the spots of blood found

upon his breeches—to warrant his being de

tained in prison, and he was accordingly set at

liberty, but at the same time was desired to stay

at the house at Chiselhurst. A day or two after

heº to destroy himself by cutting his

throat. r. Cooper was sent for, and on his

arrival found him still alive. He had some dif

ficulty, on account of the man's resistance, in

arresting the flow of blood and closing the

wound. The fellow declared his intention of

resisting, by every means in his power, all at

tempts at cure, and Mr. Cooper had to repeat

his visit on the next day, as he had contrived to

tear away the dressings from his throat. . He

found him quiet, and a priest was with him,

vainly endeavoring to elicit a confession from

him. However, on Mr. Cooper's informing him

that in all probability he had but a few hours to

live, he expressed his willingness to confess. A

magistrate was immediately sent for, and in his

presence, before Mr. Cooper and the priest, the
wretched man relieved his mind of the dreadful

secret, and explained all the circumstances of

the transaction. From this time he became

perfectly passive, offering no opposition to the

treatment to which he was subjected for the

cure of his wound. In a short time he was

tried, condemned, and executed near the scene

of the murder. The account in his confession

was remarkable. He said that for some time

after the family had gone to bed he sat before

the fire in the hall drinking ale until he fell

asleep. The next thing he remembered was

his ascending the stairs towards his master's

bed-room, with the hall-poker in his hand—his

afterwards stopping on the way and address

ing himself by name, saying ‘Nicholson, what

are - you going to do?’ and a reply which he

strenuously maintained he heard made to him

by a voice at his side, “To murder your master

and mistress.' From the peculiar circumstances

of this murder, Mr. Cooper was extremely anx

ious to procure a cast of Nicholson's head,

which he succeeded in doing. It proved of

considerable interest, as it tended, to a remark

able extent, to confirm the views of phrenolo

gists in reference to the peculiar conformation

which they describe as characteristic of those

persons who have naturally a disposition to

commit such an act as murder.”

This murder, with all its attendant cir

cumstances, we think the most extraordi

nary we have ever heard of, and Mr. Coop

er's connection with it, appears to have

considerably increased the publicity of his

name, and to have materially forwarded

him in his professional progress.

In 1820, Mr. Cooper was called into at

tendance upon George the Fourth. His

majesty was afflicted with a tumor on the

crown of his head which caused him some

inconvenience as well as pain. Sir Everard

Home and Mr. Brodie was called in at the

same time. Mr. Cooper has left a detailed

account of his attendance on the king, from

which we extract the following:—“When

we saw the tumor it was tender, painful,

and somewhat inflamed, and we thought it

best to delay the operation. The king was

much disappointed, but yielded to our ad

vice. In 1821, I was called down to Brigh

ton to see the king. He came into my

room at one o'clock in the morning, and

said, “I am now ready to have it done, I

wish you, to remºve this thing from my

head.” I said, “Sire, not for the world

now—your life is too important to have so

serious a thing done in a corner. No, too

much depends upon your majesty to suffer

me at one o'clock in the morning to per

form an operation which might, by possi

bility, be followed by fatal consequences.”

The king was very much annoyed, and said,

“I will have it done as soon as I come to

town, then.” The king came to town

shortly afterwards, and although Sir Astley

Cooper made every exertion to have the

operation performed by Sir E. Home, his

majesty insisted that it should be done by

him ; accordingly he removed the tumor,

and the king bore the operation with the

utmost patience.

It is curious to contemplate the hesita

tion of Sir Astley Cooper to perform this

operation, which, in an ordinary case,

would not have caused him a moment's

uneasiness. To see the man who, for a

long series of years, had been in the daily

habit of performing, with a steady eye and

an unquailing hand, operations the most

hazardous—involving life and limb–who

would amputate a man's leg with as much

sang froid as a chicken's, or tie an artery as

coolly as a cravat—to see him pause and

hesitate about cutting away a slight tumor,

because it happened to be fixed upon a roy

al head—to see the nerves that would have

remained unshaken while he severed a limb

from some tortured subject, quail and lose

their tension, while he made an incision in

a little tumor, because it had grown upon

the sacred crown of “the Lord's anointed.”

We know not how to account for feelings

so foreign to his nature, being called forth

so suddenly, unless there be a spell in the

presence of those whom the Scripture tells

us to “put not our faith in.” This brings

strongly to our mind an instance of Napo

leon's knowledge of “human dealings,”

when he exclaimed to Corvisart, during the

accouchement of Maria Louisa, “Behave,

sir, as if your patient was the wife of a

Bourgeois de Paris "

There is a very interesting account of

Sir Astley's attendance on the Duke of

York, which we regret our space will not
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allow us to give. His royal highness is re

presented in a most amiable light, and as

having borne his illness and all its suffering

with heroic fortitude. When Sir Herbert

Taylor informed him of his danger, he said,

“God’s will be done; I am not afraid of

dying; I trust I have done my duty; I have

endeavored to do so; I know that my faults

have been many, but God is merciful, his

ways are inscrutable, I bow with submission

to his will . . . I own it has come upon me

by surprise; I knew that my case had not

been free from danger; I have been always

told so, but I did not expect immediate

danger, and had I been a timid or nervous

man the effect might have been trying. I

trust I have received this communication

with becoming resolution.”

There are no anecdotes of any interest,

relating in any way to the many high and

distinguished persons whom Sir Astley

Cooper had attended; and indeed, alto

gether, the work is very deficient in this

respect. If the author's object was to paint

the character of Sir Astley Cooper in such

a strong and favorable light, we think he

should have left in the shade, instead of

bringing forward one or two instances of

what we should call downright selfishness.

We shall give one of the anecdotes to

which we allude, and if our readers can

trace in it any appearance of that great

kindness of disposition and thoughtfulness

for the distress of others, which Mr. Coop

er tells us his uncle was so distinguished

for, we will acknowledge our error at once;

but at present, we must confess, that we

can see in it no trait of kindness, or thought

fulness, save what is displayed towards the

“first numeral.” Mr. Cooper says—“I

was once myself travelling with him, when

the hind-wheel came off, but the carriage

did not turn over. The misfortune hap.

pened in the middle of the night; I im

mediately got out, and asked my uncle iſ

he would not alight; to which he replied,

“undoubtedly not; put up the window, and

you and the post-boy make all right.' We

found that the only accident was the loss of

the linch-pin, which had caused the wheel

to roll off; so that we raised the carriage,

ut the hind-wheel on, but were still at a

|. for we could not find a substitute for

the linch-pin. I sent the post-boy forward

to look for a nail in some cottage. After

he had been gone about ten minutes, my

uncle became impatient, told me to get upon

the horse and drive on until we met the

post-boy, at the same time saying, “if you

keep quite straight the wheel will not come

off again.” After going a distance of about
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a mile, we met the post-boy who had at last

succeeded in procuring a nail; and this

answering our purpose, we arrived about

four o'clock in the morning at Huntingdon.”

Now, if Mr. Cooper intends this anecdote

to exhibit his uncle in a favorable point of

view, there must be some hidden virtue in

keeping a poor devil half the night shiver

ing in the cold, which we candidly confess

our inability to discover; but if on the con

trary, he relates it as an instance of extreme

selfishness, we think it a very fair one—

at the same time, we must say, that in our

opinion, the anecdote might very judicious

ly have been omitted.

We must now bring our notice of this

work to a conclusion, and in doing so, will

offer a few brief remarks which suggest

themselves to us. It is not for us in review

ing the biography before us, to make any

criticisms on the writings of Sir Astley

Cooper. We shall only say, that we do not

consider them deserving of the high praise

which has been heaped upon them : even

his great work on Dislocations—decidedly

his best—is not without its inaccuracies. A

physician or surgeon in high practice, we

expect, more than any other professional

man, to make notes of the cases that come

before him, in order to afford a future clew

to the detection of disease, and an insight

to the best mode of treatment to be pursued

for its alleviation or cure; but notwithstand

ing Sir Astley Cooper's great experience,

he has left to the world, comparatively

speaking, very little useful information,

and has transmitted to us but a very slight

portion of the immense fund of profession

al knowledge which he must have acquired

in so vast a field. In fact, Sir Astley Cooper

has left very little but an immense fortune,

and the echo of his ſame—the one of which

may be very useful to the pockets of his

family, the other to their pride, but neither

by any means likely to confer benefit on so

ciety in general, nor any strong claim upon

its gratitude.

In love of his profession, Sir Astley Coop

er was never surpassed; he had scarcely a

thought beyond it; every hour was given

up to it, and if any thing called him for a

time from its pursuit, he would return to it

with as much eagerness as if almost his

very existence depended on it. At home

or abroad, he never lost an opportunity of

acquiring information respecting it; in

short, his fondness for it was a passion

which lasted until life itself had ceased to

last. He possessed, too, every qualification

for success—manners, appearance, great

readiness and presence of mind, knowledge
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of his profession, and though last not least,

a private character uniting kindness of dis

position, with high feelings of honor, and

unblemished integrity. Of his decision and

readiness, we will mention an instance

which, although not mentioned by his biog

rapher, we remember, if we mistake not,

to have heard from the lips of Sir Astley

himself:-He was attending a man who had

dislocated his shoulder, and was endeavor

ing to make him let the injured arm hang

by his side in such a manner, as would have

enabled him to restore the joint to its pro

per position. The poor man was sitting up

in his bed, vainly striving to obey Sir Ast

ley's directions; for in spite of his endea

vors to let the arm hang “dead” by his side,

the muscles preserved their tension and

would not relax sufficiently. Sir Astley, as

if he had given over the attempt, told

the man to move himself back in the

bed, and then watching the moment when

the patient's attention was otherwise di

rected, and the muscles consequently un

prepared for resistance, he seized the limb,

and by a sudden jerk restored it to its

socket.

Before concluding our notice, we would

beg to enter our strong and decided protest

against the appearance in print of certain

anecdotes which grew out of Sir Astley

Cooper's professional attendance on the

Earl of Liverpool. Without questioning

for a moment their authenticity and correct.

ness, we regret that such memoranda should

ever have been made by the subject of the

memoir himself, and still more that they

were deemed suitable for publication by his

nephew.

Our estimate of the physician’s mission

is a very high one: and he who is called

on to see suffering humanity in all its weak

ness, in all its imbecile prostration, should

guard himself rigidly against the possibil

ity of shaking the world's confidence in his

houorable secrecy, by disclosures such as

these we have alluded to. We would rather

forego all the pleasure of such biographies

than see them tainted with a fault like this.

On the whole, as a work of general inte

rest, as well as the life of a man who attain

ed to a distinguished position, the volumes

possess a good deal of merit, and will form

a desirable addition to the libraries not onl

of the medical profession, but also of pri

vate individuals.

The New PRussian CENsorshtp:—The censors

have begun with a professor, Marheinecke, to whose

lecture on the theological importance of Hegel's

philosophy the imprimatur has been refused. Illus

trated Polytechnic Review.

Birds. [June,

B I R D S.

By Mrs. James gray. *

From the Dublin University Magazine.

Joyous and happy creatures—

Roamers of earth and air

Free children of the woods—

Bright glancers o'er the floods,

Your homes are everywhere;

Dear are ye, and familiar to the heart,

Making of nature's loveliest things a part.

Ye are upon the mountains,

With proud and lonely flight;

Ye are upon the heath,

The dear blue heaven beneath,

Singing in wild delight;

The rock doth shelter you, and many a nest,

Amidst the ledges by the lake, doth rest.

Ye skim the restless ocean,

White plumed, like fairy things;

Ye haunt the inland river,

And the sweeping willows quiver

With the rustle of your wings;

Through the dark pines your homeward way ye

take,

Or drop to your lone nests in bush or brake.

To you morn bringeth gladness—

The first red flush of day,

Breaking your rest, appeals

Unto your hearts—unseals

The silent songs, that lay

Like dreams, within you through the quiet night,

And now burst freshly forth to hail the light.

You slumber with the sunset—

Scarce doth the day wax dim—

Scarce doth the first star glitter,

When from your nests you twitter,

Your happy vesper hymn;

Like one, who, to the woods her lone way winging,

Fills the deep night with her impassioned singing !

Solemn are woods at midnight,

When through the heavy shade,

Scarcely a moonbeam finds

An entrance where the winds

Stir through each green arcade;

But dear to you that safest solitude,

Where on your rest no mortal may intrude."

And joyful is your waking,

midst the sighing trees,

In the sweet matin hours,

When smile the opening flowers—

What want ye more than these?

Ye seek no praise—your songs as sweetly sound,

As though a crowd of worshippers stood round.

Ye are the poet's emblem,

So doth his song gush free—

So winged and glad his spirit,

Doth his high giſt inherit,

Pouring its melody

Beneath clear skies, and if they darken, keeping'

Song ever in his heart, though it be sleeping.

Sleeping, but not for ever,

Still to new life it springs,

When hope's sweet light doth waken,

And care and fear are shaken,

Like dew-drops from his wings;

And 'midst the flowers and trees with sunshine glis

tening

He hath his own reward, though none be listening.
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AMERICAN works.

AMERICAN WORKS.

From the Examiner.

1. The Iliad of Homer, from the Tert of Wolf,

with the English Notes, and Flaarman's De

signs. Edited by C. C. Felton, A. M., Eliot,

Professor of Greek in Harvard University.

Boston, U. S. : Hilliard and Co. 1S37.

2. The Clouds of Aristophanes, with Notes. By

C. C. Felton. Cambridge, U.S.: Owen. 1841.

3. A Greek Reader, for the Use of Schools. By

º º Felton, Hartford, U.S.: Huntingdon,

1842.

4. A Selection of Greek Tragedies, with Notes.

By T. D. Woolsey, Professor of Greek in Yale

College. Two vols. Boston, U. S.: Munroe

and Co. 1837.

5. The Gorgias of Plato, Chiefly according to

Stallbaum's Tert, with Notes. #, T.D. Wool

sey. Boston, U. S. : Munroe and Co. 1842.

erodotus, from the Tert of Schweighauser,

with English Notes. Edited by C. S. Wheeler,

A. M., Tutor in Greek in Harvard University.

Boston, U. S. Two vols. 1842.

6.

While the Newspaper press of America is

doing all in its power to give Europeans an un

ſavorable impression of the Republic, and to

spread the belief that had taste, vulgarity, and

vile personal slander, are the greatest recommen

dations to favor with readers of the United

States, it gives us no ordinary pleasure to wel

come from that great country unquestionable

evidences of a zeal for erudition, of an elevated

tendency of mind, of admirable knowledge and

acquirement, and of a desire to extend the famil

iarity of the truly good and beautiful. The

series of books, whose titles appear above, is an

index of a growing taste for classical attainments,

and of a laudable desire on the part of those

citizens of the United States whose profession

it is to acquaint youth with the literary treasures

of ancient Greece, to render those treasures as

accessible as possible. Professors Felton and

Woolsey, and Mr. Wheeler, deserve the warm

est thanks of their fellow-citizens.

It must be distinctly understood that the object

of these several editions is not to strike out new

lights for the learned world. not to offer new

views for the inspection of professed scholars,

but to furnish students with readable editions of

the Greek classics: editions that shall form a

happy medium between the text without com

ment, which is so often unwisely put in the hands

of the learner, and those ponderous annotations

which can only serve to perplex him. Hence

the notes are explanatory and illustrative rather

than critical,” and their conciseness cannot be

too much praised. The student, instead of

wading through masses of notes, and then com

* It should be observed, however, that in editing

Gorgias, Professor Woolsey, who had adopted Stall

baum's edition of 1828, was induced to make several

changes in the text, and that he afterwards found the

same changes had been made by Stallbaum in

his edition of 1840. This shows that there is no ab

sence of critical labor and acumen; qualities which

in all the works of Professor Felton are indeed

sufficiently apparent.

ing to a discussion rather than a straight-forward

explanation, finds in a line or two the informa

tion he requires; and it is better in the early

stages of his studies that he should adopt even an

hypothesis as certain, than that he should be at

once thrown into the midst of critical contests,

which interrupt the connexion of the text. In

after life, if he makes a study of philology, he

will find sufficient opportunities ſor following ela

borate disquisitions.

Mr. Mitchell, when he published his editions of

the comedies of Aristophanes with English notes,

was actuated by the. want of any edition

that could fairly be placed in the hands of a young

student; and however his accuracy may be call

ed in question by some critics, the merit of in

troducing a new and advantageous ſorm of

Greek classics cannot be denied him. A similar

desire to that which had ſor its result Mitchell's

Aristophanes has evidently caused the produc

tion of the several American editions enumera

ted above. The like feeling prevails through the

undertakings on both sides of the Atlantic.

There is the same endeavor to free classical

studies from that dryness which invariably re

pels volatile youth; the same purpose of render

ing the authors attractive by familiar exposition

of their allusions, and comparison with things

known; the same attempt to place the student

on a point of view from which he may best

contemplate the works of antiquity, by em

bodying in a concise, easy, and unrepulsive form

all the collateral information connected with

them. For the early student we should prefer

Professor Felton's Clouds to that by Mr. Mitchell

for while the American has (professedly) availed

himself of the labors of the Englishman, and,

though with plenty of wit and originality of his

own, has". taken him for his model in

the familiarity and occasional drollery of his ex

planations, he shows infinitely more judgment in

confining himself to what is actually wanted,

and does not encumber his book with references

to other authors—a species of information which,

unless very sparingly given, is peculiarly useless

to the beginner.

Our purpose is not to enter into a detailed de

scription of the several editions. Though edited

by different professors, their plan is pretty much

the same. Their texts are those of the highest

European scholars; they are all fully yet briefly

illustrated by English notes; and all are pre

ceded by such intröductions as render them com

plete in themselves, and furnish the student with

that amount of historical and other information

which enables him to pursue his journey in a

region not altogether strange. All are exceed

ingly well printed in a good clear type, and are

volumes as well fitted for the library of a private

gentleman as for the school-room or the univer

sity. The Clarendon press could hardly send

forth a better specimen of Greek than the He

rodotus of Mr. Wheeler. Professor Felton's

Homer is in some degree distinguished from the

others, as it is a successful attempt to familiarize

the student with the beautiful in plastic art, while

he is becoming acquainted with the charms of

antique poesy. The engravings aſter Flaxman

are executed in a superior style, and we ver

much question whether, with all our pre-emi
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nence above the Americans in the elegancies of

life, we could produce a school-book that should

by its beauty vie in any degree with the Homer

; Professor Felton.

One little volume, which finds its way into the

list at the head of this article, may perhaps be

º singled out, as it does not fall into the

same class with the rest. This is Mr. Felton's

Greek Reader, which is one of the best and com

letest school-books we have ever seen, contain

ing in one short volume a course of reading, in

rose and verse, from Esop and Anacreon to

F. and Aristophanes. Like the editions

we have just described, it is illustrated by notes

and historical explanations, and concludes with

a lexicon of all the words, so that the student

may use it with no other book but his grammar.

It resembles the collection of Professor Dalzell,

being at the same time more condensed in form.

We recommend it to the consideration of our

own school authorities, only counselling them

to take advice with Professor Felton himself.

and reprint it honestly, if they reprint it at all.

From the prefaces to these works we may

gather that classical learning is at present in its

infancy in the United States. Mr. Woolsey de

clares that his notes to Alcestis would have been

less copious “had the study of the tragic poets

been more widely diffused and perused under

better auspices” in his country; and Mr. Felton

evidently introduces Aristophanes as a novelty to

his fellow-citizens, while he congratulates them

on the extension of a taste for ancient tragedy in

consequence of Mr. Woolsey’s Selections. But

the infancy is a promising one; the Professors

have produced, in a few years, works which, in

their kind, may be weighed with any of those

published in Europe without fear ofa disadvan

tageous comparison; they are laboring with zeal

and in harmony, generally setting forth the

merits of each other; and from the signs of the

times it is not impossible that America may one

day, in despite of her atrocious newspapers, take

a place among the learned countries of the world.

New Postage TREATY Between ENGLAND AND

FRANCE:-The new postage treaty with France was

concluded last week, according to Galignani's Mes

senger on Monday. " he postage of letters not ex

ceeding half-an-ounce in weight is to be the uniform

charge of 10d., payable either in France or Eng

land. The treaty also regulates the correspondence

between France and our colonies, and affords fur

ther facilities for the transmission of letters through

France: It will no longer be necessary to prepay

letters for certain parts of Germany, for Piedmont,

Tuscany, or the Neapolitan States; and the French

postage on letters for those countries, and on letters

passing through France for British India. will be

inuch reduced. The Morning Post expresses a

belief that important treaties on the subject are in

progress with other European Governments.

Wood Paviss —The Railway Magazine says—

“Regent-street is the finest º: street in the world,

now that it is cleansed by the machine. Keep wood

paving clean, and there can be no slipperiness; and

the more streets are paved with wood, the less slip

pery they will be, as no mud can rise to the surface,

if a good concrete foundation be laid under it.”

THE PYRENEES.—A PIC-NIC AT COAR

RAZE.

BY Louis.A stuART costello.

From the Dublin University Magazine.

It would hardly seem that January was

a time for pic-nics, nor is it often so in the

south of France more than in England, that

sweetest of all countries, most neglected

and most unjustly censured for its climate,

which is jº, better than the seekers

after novelty will allow.

how a pic-nic in January would answer in

ºf in England, but arranged under

the circumstances of our expedition to

Coarraze on the 25th, it could scarcely

have failed.

Pau is one of the gayest places imagi

nable; scarcely one evening passes with

out a fête. English, Spaniards, and Ame.

ricans have nearly pushed the French

inhabitants from their stools, and those

who remain are rather looked upon as

visitors amongst the intruders, who, like

cuckoos, have turned the original birds out

of their nests. The French give very few

parties, but the English are never quiet;

one soirée creates another, and one new

expedition suggests a newer. One bright

sunny day in the afternoon, when the i.

sky and soft air asserted that it was sum

mer, and was only contradicted by the

leafless trees and desolate aspect of the

hills, which insisted on the season being

that of winter, a gay party of “every body

in Pau,” met together in the high terrace

of the Park of Castel Beziat, and were seen

standing in groups, laughing and talking,

and devising for the future. The moun

tains were at this moment so clear and so

close, that it seemed almost possible to see

the bears coursing each other through the

ravines and across the plains of snow, ex

tending from peak to peak, glittering in the

golden sun, which reflected their sides of

talc and ice like fabled heights of looking.

glass or crystal. The near coteaur, though

no longer covered with vines, by their som

bre hue and cold brown color, brought

out the back-ground of the transparent pur

ple Pyrenees in fine relief. Every peak

was sharply traced upon the blue sky, from

the enormous pyramid of Bagneres, above

the valley of the Adour, along the line,

where a space opens towards St. Sauveur,

and Vignemole's shadow gleams far off,

where the jagged sides of Costerillou lead

the eye on to Gabisos and the Pics of the

Eaux Bonnes, and the great monarch of

the Wal D'Ossau raises his triple crown,

diademed with snow, and the high chain

I do not know
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of Aspe sinks gradually away from view.

All this, though seen so often by the pro

menaders in the park of Pau, has every

day new attractions, so magnificent is the

prospect of these gorgeous mountains and

their murmuring attendant, the ever-cla

moring Gave, which rushes impetuously

along its interrupted bed, and leaps, and

winds, and chafes, and glitters, without

pause or delay, spurning all control, and

making itself what course it pleases for its

bright green waters through the sands and

shingles which strive to choke its passage.

Meantime the gay party increased every

moment in size till the whole walk was

filled with smiling faces, and the whole air

rung with lively voices. A pic-nic, it was

contended, would be very possible; and to

lose the qpportunity of the fine day was a

positive misdemeanor. What so easy and

what so pleasant as to order all the car

riages, and let the gentlemen all mount

their horses, and to-morrow morning set

out for Coarraze 1 The castle where Henri

Quatre studied, under the eye of his gov

erness Susanne de Bourbon, Baronne de

Missons, or under that of the pretty jar

diniére, who taught the ready prince the

lore never since forgotten, de conter Fleu

rette.

Some sage voices were faintly heard,

whispering of colds and draughts, and

damp grounds, and snowy mountains, but

the laughter and approval drowned the

sounds, and it was all agreed on without

opposition, and an hour fixed- Patés, and

champagne, and Bayonne hams, and all that

the pastry-cooks of Pau could furnish, were

soon ordered, and the sun went down in

crimson and gold, promising fair and kind

ly. All were to meet again at several par

ties in the evening, and arrange the spot of

meeting and starting for the following day:

but when the hour came for the revels of

the night to begin, behold ! torrents of rain

had deluged the streets, and the uncertain

climate had shown its tyranny.

Every one, however, was too busy to

lament; the music was so pleasant, the

dancing so agreeable, the petits-jeur so en

tertaining. “Let the storm rage on,” no

one heeded it, no one had inclination to

think of to-morrow ; nevertheless, in the

pauses of amusement a voice seemed to

sigh for Coarraze, which was echoed here

and there: there had been little romances

imagined, little téte-a-têtes projected, which,

as a young Irish friend observed, are meet

ings “almost alone ;” “and it is so much

better not to put off things,” said a pretty

philosopher, shaking her ambrosial curls:

“To-day is ours—what do we ſear?

To-day is ours—we have it here.”

Happy climate of Pau, where one hour

has no idea what the next will bring forth !

The morning rose in smiles, and, though

the mountains were hid in a veil of mist,

the sunbeams were hovering above it,

watching an opportunity to induce them to

come shining forth ; half a hundred little

billets came showering about to ask, “Are

we to go t” “Ought we to venture 1”

“Don’t you think we can t” “Surely we

need not hesitate,” &c. &c., until at length

one “voice potential” gave the word, and

by twelve o'clock the monde was en route.

“Lo que ha de ser, no puede faltar,”

“That which is to be, cannot ſail,”

was engraved above the old gateway of the

tower of Coarraze, and so it was with us;

for fate had destined that we should go

and should succeed.

In summer time the drive from Pau to

the tower and chateau is charming : the

pretty hills are festooned with rich vines

from top to bottom. At the village of

Bizanos you pass a height crowned with

magnificent pines, which forms a feature in

the landscape from Pau, and relieves the

monotony of the continuous foliage else

where. Here was formerly a place of meet

ing during the last days of carnival, where

games of all kinds went on, and where all

was gayety and hilarity amongst the people.

La salade des Broutons was there eaten and

enjoyed, and the obsequis of mardi-gras were

celebrated amidst the popular patois cho

rus :

“Sit'en bas jou que demouri,

Aditi,praúbe Carnaball"

But all that is national or peculiar is dy

ing fast away in France; and in this dis

tant nook of Navarre, their old customs

are discontinued. Bizanos is now only a

village of washerwomen, and its pleasant

castle a country-house—to let. From the

ground is a glorious view into the moun

tains; and the town of Pau, across the

Gave, stands proudly out on its hills,

though its chateau of Henri IV. is con

cealed by a mound; the extensive building

of the college, which, near, has no attrac

tion, is by distance turned into a com

manding fabric, having all the effect of a

citadel, and thus looks as fine as the castle

and donjon which predominates on the

side opposite Gelos and Jurançon.

The plain beyond is called La Limagne,

of Béarn, and is not unlike that chosen

spot of Auvergne so vaunted; for fruitful.

ness and cultivation abound ; corn and
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wine, and pasturage and gardens are there;

and all is glowing with richness and quiet

beauty. But our drive on the 25th of Jan

uary only indicated these things, and told

us how lovely the scenery would be by

and-by. En attendant the fine season, we

were content with the goods the gods pro

vided for the day, and hailed every gleam

which showed us the sky brighter and

brighter as we journeyed on. Less than

two hours brought us to the desired spot,

and there we found cavaliers and amazones,

all busy already exploring every nook and

corner of the place.

The whole of the ancient castle is de

stroyed, except one tower which remains

entire, and to climb up the narrow stair of

this is the great object; for, from the plat

form at the top, the view is wonderfully

fine. You seem as if on one side the pur

ple mountains, with their snowy sides,

could be reached with the hand; and, on

the other, the whole wide smiling country

is spread out in a panorama. There is

something awful and mysterious in looking

down the dim gorges between the ever

lasting hills, and roaming in imagination

into the deep valleys below, so well known

to the adventurous Henri, and his young

band of mountaineers, whose home was

wherever the izard or the bear could leap

or prowl. Many may have been, and as

useless as many, “the lengthened sage ad

vices” of the prudent Susanne de Bourbon

to her charge, that he should be careful

and not dare too much; but Henry had

early impressed on his heart, as he after

wards did on his coins, the motto,

“Invia virtuti nulla via est,”

and went laughing forth, hoping each new

adventure would be more dangerous and

exciting than the last.

While some stood wrapt in wonder, lean

ing over the parapet of the donjon, and

watching the mountains, which seemed as

if making signals to each other, as the skud

ding mists now veiled and now revealed

them, and took strange forms, as if spirits

were hurrying to and fro, on messages to

their brethren in the caverns and on the

peaks; others of the pic-nic party set out

for the village, and paused to sketch the

antique door-way of the church, where two

priest-like angels, holding scrolls, guard the

entrance and support the empty niche sur

mounted by a coronet, where Notre Dame

once smiled upon the pious pilgrim, and

welcomed him to her shrine before he con

tinued his journey to say his orisons before

her sister of Betharram.

Whatever might have been the Spartan

simplicity in which Henri, then called

Prince de Viane, was brought up, and how

ever much we all admired the plan of his

education, we were not able to profit by the

opportunity we had of resting in a castle,

where so excellent an example of frugality

was given ; for our provisions were too

ample and too good to be resisted, and

while we lauded the dry bread and insipid

cheese with which the young hero was nou.

rished, we mortified ourselves with very

different fare.

A blazing fire, round which we closed

our merry circle, seated in capacious arm

chairs and on luxurious sofas, cast a ruddy

glow over the large saloon where we were

assembled ; and though we now and then,

particularly the most poetical amongst us,

cast a glance towards the blue and snowy

range, whose heads seemed peering into

the long windows to watch our proceedings,

we could not but enjoy the genial heat sent

forth by the crackling logs, and fancy our

selves just such a party as might once have

assembled around the hearth of the old cas

tle, on whose site the present is built, and,

like us, here they might have laughed and

joked, and conversed and sung the hours

away.

Here La Marguerite des Marguerites, the

lovely and learned sister of Francis I., has,

with her charming court, no doubt rested

after a hunting day in the woods, and rela

ted stories and sung songs as we were do

ing: just so, might have arrived on a sudden

the wily mother of kings, Catherine de Me

dici, with her grande or petite bande of beau

ties, whose accomplishments might have

been called forth on such an occasion for

some special purpose, such as was always

working in the mind of the crafty Italian.

On such a day might the weak Anthony of

Bourbon have been beguiled by a fatal fair

one with bright eyes, whose lute woke

echoes in that hall, while Catherine looked

on, and saw the fires of St. Bartholomew

kindling in the distant future, and her ene

mies' feet slipping into the snare. Here

and there might the innocent and too sensi

ble Catherine of Navarre have listened to the

soft words and tender gallantries of him who

was never destined to make her happiness,

the designing and handsome Comte de Sois

sons, for whose sake she refused her hand

to so many princes, and pined away in soli

tary regret, the victim of state policy.

Here the heroic Jeanne looked with mater

nal delight and pride on the gambols of her

young mountaineer, who recounted to her

all his adventurous wanderings since her
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last visit. Here, in after years, his beauti

ful Marguerite, from whom his usually ten

der heart stood back, laughed, danced, and

conversed, and fascinated every hearer but

her husband, in whose ears the midnight

knell always sounded in her voice ; and

here, for less enchanting smiles, the vola

tile prince exerted the wit and gayety that

won all hearts his way.

Here, a century before, the#. hero of

Béarn, the magnificent Gaston Phoebus, per

haps sat by the hearth, conversing with the

Lord of Coarraze, and hearing his wondrous

story of the spirit Orton, who, in the very

walls, visited him every night, and woke

him from slumber to relate news from for

eign lands, whence he had come,

“Swifter than arrow from a Tartar's bow.”

And it might be, as the two knights gazed

on the sparkling flames that roared up the

huge chimney, that it was then the wily

prince recommended his credulous friend

to entreat the spirit to appear in a tangible

form, and be no longer content with a mere

voice. Perhaps from these windows the

Lord of Coarraze looked into his court and

beheld the spirit in the form of a huge swine

of strange appearance, and from hence he

might have cheered on his dogs to destroy

the intruder, who, looking mournfully up

in his face, vanished in a cloud, leaving him

the conviction that he had seen his faithful

messenger only to lose him and his infor

mation for ever: how and why, perhaps,

the bribes of Gaston Phoebus could answer,

who from that time obtained the spirit's as

sistance.

Our conversation grew more and more

animated as the shades drew in ; and many

were the anecdotes told of travels in the

Pyrenees, first by one clever raconteur, then

another. How a joyous party were stopped

by stress of weather in the valley of Be

dous, and forced to take up their quarters

for the night in a suspicious-looking inn;

five ladies sharing the same room with no

protector but a faithful dog, separated from

their gentlemen, who had left with them a

whistle to use in case of danger. How the

agitation of the dog induced one of them to

look in the direction he was pointing, by

which means she discovered,. an

opening, a room beneath them, where, seat

ed round a table in silence, she descried

the forms of fourteen Spaniards, each with

a large knife in his hand—their gestures

and mysterious movements, and finally their

extinction of the dim candle which had

lighted their conclave. The consequent

terrors and uncertainty of the fair captives,

their fears of using their whistle, lest their

friends should pay too dearly for it, and after

a sleepless night, their discovery in the

morning that their silent neighbors, silent

for fear of disturbing the ladies, all leſt the

inn noiselessly in order to be in good time

at the fair hard by.

Then came stories of spending the night

in old castles, and hearing strange sounds

which were never accounted for; not that, of

course, any one is ever so weak as to cre

dit the idle stories of places being haunted

—and yet, most respectable persons have

sworn they saw something. There was one

of our guests who told with great gravity

of having seen the ghosts of Sully and Hen

ri Quatre, walking arm in arm on the ter

race of the castle of Pau, and of having

clearly beheld a line of mail-clad figures is

suing out of the great reservoir where tradi

tion says Jeanne d'Albert drowned her

Catholic subjects who refused to conform

to the new religion.

The story of the unfortunate knight of

Aragon, whose fatal sentence was engraved

over the castle portal, occupied much at

tention, and the tale, new to some, was re

lated. An early lord of Coarraze had a

dear friend in Aragon, who was to him as a

brother. They had not met for some time,

when, one stormy night, the horn was blown

at the gate, aud his friend was announced

much to his delight. But the pleasure he

felt was soon clouded when he found that

he owed his welcome visit to misfortune.

The knight of Aragon had fallen under

royal displeasure, and was obliged to fly

his country. He had dared to love a prin

cess, and his affection was returned; but

since at all times true love is doomed to

sorrow, nothing but danger and difficulty

surrounded the lovers, and it had only been at

last by flight that he was able to save his life.

Sad was the time that the friends passed

together in the castle of Coarraze, talking

of the past and the future; but the conclu

sion of all their discourses was a fresh

springing hope in the bosom of the knight

of Aragon, that fate would be yet propi

tious to him, and his lady love be his own.

The friends were once out hunting in the

wild mountains of Ossau, and had been suc

cessful in their chase, having killed more

than one bear; they were returning, bend

ing beneath the weight of one of the finest

of these animals, when they reached, late in

the evening, a deep gorge, at the entrance

of which they were surprised to see a group

of females in white, seated on the ground,

apparently in conversation. They paused

to observe them, and as they did so, they
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rose, and forming a circle, began a measur

ed dance, to which their voices made a low

melancholy music, like the sighing of the

wind amongst the rocks. The words they

sung ran thus:–

“There is crimson in the skies.

Green and gold and purple dies,

When dim night puts on his cowl

V, e shall hear the tempest howl ;

There are shadows passing over :

See the highest peaks they cover;

From the valley comes a sound

Echoing through the gorges round;

'Tis the whisper of the blast

That shall burst in storm at last.

Fear the sunset red and bright,

Days of calm bring fiercest night:

Wain from Fate would mortals flee—

‘That which is to be will be "

While they listened and gazed, the sound

and the white forms died away together,

and there was nothing before them but the

evening mist.

“Let us go forward,” said the knight of

Coarraze with a shudder, “we have seen

the Blanquettes, and the meeting bodes no

ood.” -

“The words they utter, nevertheless,”

said the night of Aragon, “shall in future

be my device—Lo que ha de ser no puede

faltar.”

That night, on their return home, a mes

senger awaited the knight of Aragon, from

the lady of his love: she bade him return,

and with tender protestations of affection,

she related to him that her royal relative

had listened kindly to her prayer, and had

given his consent to their union. Her let

ter concluded with the word, “That which

is to be—will be.”

“I will not delay an instant,” exclaimed

the lover: “adieu, my friend; our bridal

over, I will return to Coarraze, and my

bride shall thank you herself for my wel

come.”

“Go not,” said his friend, “this may be

a snare—you may be deceived; wait yet a

little, and let me go and ascertain its truth.

No danger can reach me; and if all is as it

should be, we will go back to Aragon to

ether.”

“This is her hand—this is her sum

mons,” returned the knight, “and were it

to certain death I would go at once—What

is to be, shall be.”

Alas! he reached Saragossa; but not to

meet his beloved : it was to hear of her

death—to find her letter forged—to be

dragged to a dungeon, and there to meet

with a cruel doom. His blood stained the

scaffold; and his friend found, to his grief,

that his fears were but too well founded.

He had his last words engraved above the

portal of his castle; and taking the cross,

he departed for the Holy Land, where he

died fighting for the faith. The shades of

the two friends, bearing between them the

carcass of a grisly monster, may sometimes

be met in a certain gorge, where it is

known that the fatal Blanquettes love to

assemble and dance their rounds.

But it was not in telling such sad stories

alone that our day passed ; there were

many merry anecdotes related, which caus

ed the chamber to echo with laughter; and

the sound of the Spanish guitar was heard,

played by a skilful hand, in that peculiar

manner which accompanies the charming

Moorish ballad, with a hollow, murmuring

stroke, as if pent up waters were beating

against a hollow rock from which they

could not escape. Several young clear

voices joined in chorus, and amongst other

songs, we heard the curious patois ballad

of the Doves of Cauteretz, composed at the

time when Marguerite and Henri II. d’Al

bert visited the springs.

AUS THERMIS De Toulouse.

UE FoxTAN clanE v. A., Etc.

At Toulouse there are waters,

Waters fresh and bright;

And there three doves are bathing—

Three doves with feathers white :

They dip their wings and flutter,

And three whole months they stay;

Then o'er the heights to Cauteretz

They take their blithesome way.

“Oh, tell me who at Cauteretz

Are bathing there with you ?

“The King and Queen are with us three,

Amidst the waters blue.

The king has got a perfumed bower

Of flowers amidst the shade ;

And that the Queen has chosen

The Loves themselves have made.”

In such a spot and amid such recollec

tions the songs of the pastoral poet of the

Valley d'Aspe, the Shenstone of the Pyre

nees, Despourrins, were not forgotten; his

famous song, known in every vale and on

every mountain, ‘La haut sus las Moun

tagnes,' was played and sung, and several

others, among them the following—

MoUN DIU QUINE soupfrance.

1.

Of what contentment

Those eyes bereſt me !

And ah! how coldly

Thou since hast left me!

Yet didst thou whisper,

Thy heart was mine—

Oh! they were traitors,

Those eyes of thine !

For 'tis thy pleasure,

That I repine.
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2.

Alas ! how often

I sighed in vain,

And loved so dearly

To purchase rain :

And all my guerdon

To be betray'd,

And only absence

My safety made—

To muse on ſondness

So ill repaid "

3. *

*But let me warn thee,

While time is yet ;

Thy lieart may soften,

And learn regret.

Should others teach thee

New griefs to prove—

At once thy coldness

Subdued by love—

Thou mayst glean sorrow

For future years;

Beware, false maiden,

Beware of tears!

It was now time that the carriages should

be ordered, as the shades of evening had

fallen, and we were all to re-assemble at

Pau, in order to finish the revels with char.

ades. By starlight, therefore, did we re

sume our journey, and large and lustrously

did they shine to light us on the way. We

quitted the solitary old tower of Coarraze,

standing beside the modern chateau built

beside it like old memories in a new age ;

and when we arrived at Pau, we were met

by condolence, for it had rained there sev

eral times in the day, while we were enjoy

ing the sunshine. The sensation was great

which our expedition created, and all those

who had declined joining us were now mor

tified exceedingly, and resolved in future

never to be stopped by the sullen aspect of

the sky. Half a dozen other pic-nics were

immediately talked of, and if February

does not frown upon the gay folks of Pau,

spring will be anticipated by them, and par

ties as lively as the last will chase away all

recollections of winter. Meantime we

wander and moralize amongst the ruins

and restorations of the old castle, where

Henri, the beloved of all time, was born—

Turançon's height of generous wine,

Touched by the sun with ruby glow,

Shines forth the rival of the Rhine,

The glory of the hills of Pau.

3.

THE CASTLE OF PAU.

1.

Stop! and look upon these towers,

And these walls so dark with time,

Where yon frowning donjon lowers,

And yon mountains rise sublime,

See those bow'rs and hills so green,

And the foaming Gave below,

Wines and foliage between,

Henry's castle-home of Paul

2.

Here mem'ries of the gallant king,

Upon the mind come crowding back,

Visions of war and love they bring

In every scene, on every track:

'Tis said by many a vale and rill,

That lovers sigh and maids believe ;

'Tis said that on the ramparts still,

Henri and Sully walk at eve.

Fly, lovers—for 'tis dangerous ground,

Where Henri trod, if this be so—

But kings and ministers come round,

And study in the towers of Pau.

Pau, Jan. 28, 1843.

THE CROWNED MOURNER.

From the Athenæum.

[Michael Wisniowecki, a private citizen, who was elected

King of Poland, is said to have wept when the crown was

placed upon his head.]

The northern sun, in his noonday splendor,

Is shining on Vola's sacred field,

But sees not Jagellon's early grandeur

Nor beams upon Sobieski's shield;

Yet still there are knightly lances gleaming,

And banners floating on Summer's air,

And the clang of the trumpets, loud proclaiming

That Poland hath chosen her monarch there.

Hark! to the voice of a nation, rending

The cloudless calm of the noontide now ;

Hark! to the hymn, with the cannon blending,

As they place the crown on their chosen's brow

The best and the bravest bow before him,

With dauntless hearts and with matchless brands,

Aud the skies of his land bend brightly o'er him,

But sad and silent the Monarch stands.

Why is it thus tho' his birth was lowly,

Nor Fame nor Fortune had smiled on him,

Yet the crown was won by no deeds that sully

Its splendor, nor make its radiance dim.

Whence spring the tears 1 for the great and glorious

Have sought that sceptre with prayer and vow,

And he without strife hath been victorious,

But what doth the crown'd one weep for now %

Ah! did some dream of the past awaken,

Even as that sunrise of Fortune shone,

Ofone true heart that the grave had taken,

Who might have sweetened and shared his

throne 3

Or found he the thorns beneath the glory,

When others saw but the circling gold;

Or did the Muse of his country's story

Some page of her future woes unfold 4

There have been tears when the bride was leaving

Her mother's breast for a stranger's arms ;

There have been tears when the nun was giving

To Heaven the flower of her maiden charins :

There hath been weeping, aye blent with laughter,

O'er sceptres shivered and thrones cast down;

But never before, nor ever after,

We saw it beneath a new-worn crown

March 15. FRANCEs Brown.

* Celebrated in Béarn, and the favorite wine of

Henri.
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THE AFRIAL STEAM-CARRIAG E.

Froin the New Monthly Magazine.

Of late years we have become so accus

tomed to witness new achievements of sci

ence, and especially of mechanical science,

that events of this kind, each of which

would have furnished wonder enough for a

common century, pass only as matters to

make up the news of the day. It was but

in the boyhood of our fathers that steam was

harnessed to our universal drudgery, and

the tamed giant made to drain our mines

and whirl about our mills, and now we look

on it as a thing of course, going on to de

vise new engines for him to propel, and

new mountains for him to remove, just as

though it were all a light and common

matter. Next he was made to beat the

vexed ocean into obedience; for a day or

two it was a wonder, but now we step on

board the Atlantic or the Indian steamer and

dine, and chat, and sleep at pleasure, think

ing of nothing about the leviathan which

hurries us along, except perhaps the cease

less monotony of his strokes. Then we

set him to copy our thoughts, and straight

way every morning teems with debates and

tidings, and the countless solicitations of

industry or need multiplied, like the Cal.

muc's prayers, by his restless revolutions.

Next we yoke him to our cars, and the

cashiered and wondering horse is left far

behind.

Whirled thus about from miracle to

miracle, our curiosity decays. What in

other days would be sanguine hope or

straining curiosity, is now but a common

place looking out for something new : and

the month, or almost the day, which has

not its successful egression on nature's

remaining powers, is perhaps the great

est wonder of the times.

It is possible then that Mr. Henson and

his aérial carriage may in one respect have

“fallen on evil days;” and yet it must be ac

counted hereafter one of the strange charac

teristics of the age, and the surest measure of

our satiety of marvels, if any hopeful attempt

to subdue an entire and almost untrodden

realm of nature meet not with the active

sympathies and ardent aspirations of this

enterprising age. Encumbered as we are

with the spoils of science, we have yet, we

hope, unsatisfied ambition enough to anti

cipate with some exultation the conquest

of the air, and to help with head and purse,

if not with heart and hand, when it is pro

posed to carry through the regions of un

obstructed space the intercourse which is

the life-blood of human happiness and im

provement. Perhaps our sated faculties

cannot afford an excitement like that which

followed Montgolfier's noble and success

ful daring, but we shall at least be ready

with the quiet and effective approbation

which in prospect of good dividends will

furnish “the sinews of war.”

For say what we will, the plain business

like question will take precedence of the

heroics, and “Can it be done l’’ is the first

and universal question. To th9 essential

interrogatory the following account of the

machine must stand for a reply: and we

entreat our readers to lay aside as much as

possible of the repugnance often felt for

mechanical descriptions, if it be only to re

compense our endeavor to rid the subject

of obscurity.

Let us begin then by imagining first a

thin, light, strong expanse of framework,

not less than one hundred and fifty feet

long, and thirty feet wide, and covered

with silk or linen. This stands instead of

wings, although it has none of their vibra

tory motion; it is jointless and rigid from

end to end. In advancing through the air,

one of its long sides goes foremost. At

tached to the middle of the hinder side is

a tail fifty ſeet long, on either side of which,

and carried by the main frame or wings, is

a set of six vanes or propellers, like the

sails of a wind-mill, and twenty feet in

diameter; beneath the tail is a small rud

der, and across the wings, at their middle,

is a small vertical web, which tends to pre

vent lateral rocking. Immediately beneath

the middle of the wings are suspended the

car and the steam-engine : for the con

struction of the latter ingenuity has been

highly taxed, but successfully employed,

in producing the necessary power in com

bination with most extraordinary lightness;

its occupation is to actuate vanes or pro

pellers.

To render the rest of our description in

telligible, we must now advert to the pre

cise difficulty which has hitherto foiled all

similar attempts. Men have tried often

and again to raise themselves in the air

with wings moved by their own muscular

force : always and of necessity they have

failed. Whoever has tried to raise himself

by grasping a rope with his hands, will

readily believe that the muscles of the

arms are by no means equal to the task;

for there can be at best no gain in beating

the air instead of liſting by a rope. Again,

we have only to ascend the Monument, or

St. Paul's, to be satisfied that the legs are

quite incompetent to the necessary effort;

and even these trials lay out of the account
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the necessary continuance of the exertion,

for which our limbs are entirely unfit.

Of inanimate sources of power, the

steam-engine is the only one which is not

by its nature inapplicable to the purpose:

and to that attaches with even greater

force the objection which renders living

power useless;—it is hopelessly heavy in

proportion to its effect. Nor does Mr.

Henson's successful effort to reduce the

weight of the steam-engine bring it within

the essential conditions of utility if the

ordinary mode of dealing with the subject

were not to be abandoned.

But that ordinary mode tacitly assumes

that it is necessary to carry in the machine

the means of producing all the power re

quired to raise and sustain it. It is in dis

pensing with this necessity, and thus re

ducing very greatly the amount of ma

chinery to be carried, that the chief, but

not the only peculiarity of Mr. Henson's

invention lies; and it is by this means he

has opened a path which seems destined to

lead to the accomplishment of this long

sought object.

The device by which Mr. Henson has

gained so great an additional likelihood of

success, applies, not to the construction of

the machine, but to the manner of using it.

The carriage, loaded and prepared for

flight, starts from the top of an inclined

plane, in descending which, it acquires the

velocity necessary for its further flight.

The mode in which that velocity sustains

it in the air is readily understood : the

machine advances with its front edge a lit

tle raised, so that its under surface im

pinges obliquely on the air : that impact is

accompanied by a resistance of the air,

which is sufficient to prevent the descent

of the machine; just as the wind striking

the sails of a windmill obliquely presented

to it, has power enough to propel them

with all the machinery they set in motion.

So far, then, it seems that the velocity

gained in descending the inclined plane, is

that by which the machine proceeds and is

sustained, and, but for hindering forces,

would proceed for ever; for it is a me

chanical axiom, verified by all the results

of art and science, that if hindering forces

could be taken away, a body once set in

motion would move for ever. But this

motion through the air, though of itself it

generates the perpendicular resistance of

that fluid by which the machine is sustain

ed as to elevation, generates also at the

same time a resistance in the forward di

rection by which in no long time the mo

tion itself would be destroyed, and the

machine brought to the ground. Now it

is to repair this decay of speed, to restore

every instant the velocity lost in that in

stant, that the small steam-engine embark

ed in the machine is alone wanted, and it

is easy to see that the power required for

this effect must be very much less than

that which would be necessary to liſt and

to start the machine ; the entire amount of

which power, it has hitherto been sup

posed, the machine itself must carry.

The great novelty, then, of Mr. Henson's

aérial carriage, and the very important ad

vance its inventor has made towards suc

cess in this oft-defeated enterprise, is the

separation of the starting from the main

taining power. Although this is no novelty

in abstract science it produces all the effect

of a most important invention in its appli

cation to this purpose ; and it is no slight

ground for believing that Mr. Henson will

eventually succeed, to find that his chief

novelty accords so exactly with established

science: as far as this device is concerned

there is nothing whatever which can raise

a doubt.

Familiar, however, as this principle may

be to those in any degree accustomed to

mechanics, its importance in this extra

ordinary design requires that it should be

carefully illustrated. The weight of a

clock is never able to set the clock in mo

tion; but when the pendulum has been

made to swing by being drawn out of the

perpendicular, the weight amply suffices to

keep up its motion. §. would even the

weight be needed but for the resistance of

the air and the friction and swiftness of the

machinery by which the motion of the pen

dulum is registered and indicated: these

destroy a minute part of the pendulum's

motion at every vibration, which destroyed

part it is the office of the weight to restore.

The pendulum really moves by virtue of

the force first exerted in drawing it from

the perpendicular: the weight prevents the

decay of that force. Now just this takes

place with Mr. Henson's machine: it is set

in motion by its descent down the inclined

plane; it is kept in motion by the steam

engine it carries.

n nature the same process may be ob

served. A crow in rising from the ground

is under the necessity of making very stren

uous efforts with his wings to lift himself:

while doing so he acquires horizontal ve

locity, and as soon as that velocity is suffi

cient to bring the resistance of the air to

act on his sloping front and wings with

effect enough to sustain him, he proceeds

with comparatively easy beats; after a time
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we may see the same bird quietly sailing

round and round in the air, scarcely moving

his wings at all. Many of our readers must

have asked themselves how a bird with

merely outstretched wings is kept from

falling 1 They will now readily see that it

is by virtue of its original velocity, main

tained and perhaps augmented in former

parts of the flight.

But further, it will be observed that it is

horizontal velocity which is required, and

that is gained by Mr. Henson in descending

an inclined plane. Now just this device is

often employed by large birds in starting

from an eminence: instead of incurring the

great labor we have noticed in the case of

the crow, the feathered voyager makes first

a curve downwards, the velocity gained in

which, with subsequent and easy augmen

tations, is that which keeps up his flight.

It is not often that a new contrivance in

art has so exact a prototype in nature.

The steam engine invented by Mr. Hen

son to meet the especial necessities of his

aerial carriage, is distinguished by its ex

treme lightness in comparison with its pow

er. This is effected, in great part, by re

ducing the necessary weight of water. The

boiler mainly consists of a considerable

number of inverted cones, presenting their

blunted points and much of their surface

to the fire. The amount of surface acted on

by radiating heat is about fifty square feet,

and about as much more is exposed to the

heat of communication. Comparing the

boiler with those of locomotive engines, it

is expected to furnish a quantity of steam

equivalent to the power of twenty horses,

if used with considerable expansion. The

steam is condensed in a number of pipes of

small diameter, which are exposed to the

strong current of air produced by the flight:

this mode of condensation has been found

remarkably effective. All unnecessary

weight of parts has been avoided, and in

deed no part has been retained whose ser

vices are not essential. The result is, that

a twenty-horse engine is kept in efficient

action with but twenty gallons of water,

and its entire weight is but about 600lbs.

The weight of the whole machine, and

its load, is estimated at 3000lbs: the area

of the sustaining surfaces will be about 4500

square feet. The load will, therefore, be

about two-thirds of a pound to each square

foot, which is less by one-third than that

of many birds.

The most important question which re

mains to be decided refers to the compe

tency of the steam-engine; and here un

happily mechanical science and experi

mental facts alike fail to give us the needful

information.

As far as probabilities can be collected

from observations on the flight of birds,

they warrant a strong expectation of Mr.

Henson's success. If, however, his engine

should be found to need reinforcement, it

is said there are available inventions re

cently matured, whose combined applica

tion will much more than double its power.

Nor can it be doubted that, cleared as the

subject now is of its mysteries and chief

difficulties, the attention of our engineers

will be strongly drawn to the subject, and

the inventive energies of this mechanical

age speedily bring the machine to perfec

tion.

One of the most remarkable as it is one

of the most cheering considerations con

nected with this subject is the fact, that

those improvements in locomotion are ever

first committed by Providence to that part

of the human family which is at the time

best fitted to use them for the general bene

fit;-best fitted, we mean, not so much by

the extent and firmness of their political

relations, or the energy of their enterprise,

or the magnitude of their capital, though

these are far from indifferent, as by the

moral temperament which they will bring

to their entrusted employment. Savages,

who without restraint of conscience might

desolate with grim delight the enlarged

circle put within their reach are not in

vested with these new powers! nor even

when the unwonted device is placed before

their eyes have they the means, the energy

or the intellect to use it with effect at all

to be compared with that of its employment

with more advanced communities; inven

tion and its results seem nearly dormant,

except for the purposes to which it can be

applied by the most enlightened portions

of the race. And if so in all past time,

may we hope to discover in the circum

stances attending this new and unparalleled

enterprise, traces of the same great design,

and may we not easily suppose that so long

as the new art, should it come into practi.

cal use, shall require the appliances of capi

tal, of cultivated skill, of tried integrity, and

of the most exact and elaborate science,

so long it will be mainly in the hands of

that section of the wide earth's inhabitants

who are most likely to use its astounding

capabilities in the spirit of justice and good

will to all.
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OBSERVATIONS UPON observers,

with

REMARKS ON THE FACULTY OF WINKING.

No book makes its appearance in the days

we live in, without being soon ſollowed by

another which is styled its “Companion.” We

have “Companions to thep. “Com

panions to the Almanack,” and companions to

twenty other works, which it would be tedious

to enumerate.

It would be a great pity to allow the treatise

lately published with the title of “What to Ob

serve,” to want a comrade when companionship

is so much in ſashion, and writers pair off like

members of the House of Commons. It is there

fore proposed to have a little discussion here in

our own rambling way upon the question “what

not to observe,” leaving it to some base compi

ler to digest our remarks, or make what hash

of them he pleases for the instruction of the pub.

lic, the profit of the booksellers, and his own

“filthy lucre,” if he should chance to be one of

that melancholy brotherhood who live by their

wits, albeit they have no wit to live by.

The importance of the present question is ob.

vious. The range of human observation being

coextensive with the universe, the more we

limit our excursions through so boundless a field,

the less will be our fatigue, and the more exact

our acquaintance with those tracts of knowledge

within which we have confined the exercise of

our faculties. Some carry this principle so far

as to devote their entire lives to the examination

of a cockle-shell, to diving into the bells of heath

er blossoms, or to researches into the mysteries

of a Greek accent, and they have their reward

in obtaining perfect and undisputed mastery of

these several exalted studies; whereas it is plain,

that had the conchologist meddled with accents,

the grammarian with heather-bells, or the bota

nist with either cockle-shell or circumflex, not one

of the three would have made his name immortal.

These may be thought examples of rather

marrow circles of intelligence, but it is still true

that the sportsman who follows all sorts of game

does not make the best day's shooting, and that

he who applies himself to every thing is not far

removed from him who applies to nothing.

It has never been our lot to meet with the ſa

mous treatise, “De omnibus rebus,” but there

can be little doubt of its being extremely heavy

reading, even without taking into account the

appendix, “de quibusdam aliis.” We have seen,

however, only too many books composed with

apparently the same object, namely, to leave

nothing unsaid that was sayable, and nothing

observable unobserved.

There is, for instance, a numerous tribe of

tourists and travellers who are too observant by

a thousand degrees, and whose study it is to

leave nothing unremarked through all the lands

they visit, with an occasional exception in favor

of what is truly remarkable in each. Had these

writing ramblers, or rambling writers, only un

derstood the first principles of the science—

“what not to observe”—they would have had

fewer to ridicule and more to read them. How

often have we wished they had slumbered, like

the albatross, as they winged their way through

Europe, or that on their visits to China they

had taken a dose of opium sufficient to put them

asleep as long as Rip Van Winkle, or the seven

sleeping youths of Ephesus. Doubtless, how

ever, on awaking, they would have published

their dreams of Constantinople, visions of Pekin,

or a “thousand and one nights,” amongst the

ruins of Cabool.

As there is nothing so impertinent as the mo

dern spirit of observation, so there is nothing so

unmerciful.

Scire tuum nihil est, nisi te scire hoc sciat alter.

There is no objection to any lady or gentle

man making observations in any number, or

to any length, upon any subject, from a comfit

to a constitution, but why should they inflict

them Why must they print all the nonsensi

cal details of their memorandum-books? And,

what is more to our purpose, why are treatises

written to encourage them, and give them ad

ditional facility in an art at which they are al

ready only too proficient? There seems no very .

urgent necessity in these times to teach people

how or what to observe. Observation is the

vice of the day; nothing is allowed to pass

without observation. Society is become one

vast observatory, and London is even provided

with a Quadrant. The smallest and most unas

suming nebula, or a comet only three days old,

has a better chance of creeping unseen across

the field of a telescope at Greenwich, than the

minutest hole in our coat has of eluding the note

takers of this all-observing age.

A chiel's amang ye takin notes :

Where is the “chiel amang ye” that is not

“takin notes ?” Every paper we take up might

justly be called “The Observer.” Observing is

eeome as odious as time-serving, and the Ob

servatives outnumber the Conservatives ten times

over. Time was when people were divided into

the observers and the observed, but now even the

observed of all observers is himself an observer.

Let Observation with extended view

Survey mankind from China to Peru.

ls there a viler couplet or a viler precept in the

English language? This is precisely what ob.

servation is doing at present. Our grandfathers

and grandmothers used to do sundry things

“under the rose;” but all the roses in Persia

would not screen one of the present generation

from the all-prying, Paul-prying eye of your

modern observer. In the rosiest thicket of the

“garden of Gül” itself, Prudence would hesitate

to tie her own garter in these remarking and

.."; days. We are not a generation of

vipers, but of eagles or lynxes. It would be

hazardous to commit a}ºn, in the very

heart of a mill-stone; and the smallest coral

island in the South Sea has lost all reputation

as a sanctuary from the public gaze.
The fallentis semita vitae exists no more ; the

world, which once was so full of green lanes and

byways, through which it was so pleasant to

saunter from one stage of life to another, is now

traversable by high-roads only, and there is no

such thing as a private path, a private house, a

private transaction, or a private man, from the

pole to the equator, and from the equator to the
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pole. The existence of a public is now a tre

mendous truth: but the public voice is not half

so terrible as the public eye.

Despite of theº of temperance, almost

every house in the country may be said to be

a public-house, for it is absolutely impossible to

bait a trap for a mouse on a Monday night with

out the fact being known over the three kingdoms

before the set of Tuesday's sun–a manifest

proof that the public eye is upon our minutest

and most retired actions, and that, only for con

siderations of climate and temperature, we might

as well live in our greenhouses as in our man

sions of brick or stone. Yet, it is in an age like

this that books, forsooth, must be written to teach

people how to observe Had we an Argus in

these didactic days, there would not be wanting

some goodnatured individual to present him with

a hundred pair of Solomon's spectacles.

Lyceus, the type of ocular acuteness, would

. have a º: microscope bestowed on him

outof the same superfluousbenignity. The genius

of the age, if a genius it has, is peeping. That

there should be folks who delight in peeping is

not surprising; but that any one should like to

be peeped at does indeed astonish. Yet there

are men, and great men too, who like to be

peeped at vastly. Milton had no notion of the

[...". of a morning walk in the fields without

eing spied from behind the bushes.

Sometimes walking not unseen

By hedge-row elms, or hillocks green.

However, to be observed was a distinction two

centuries ago, which it certainly is not at pres

ent, when there is not a hedge-row in the king

dom without one pair of eyes at least peering

out from behind it in obedience to the law of

universal observation. For our part, we do not

say that we wish every descendant or disciple of

Peeping Tom sent to the birthplace of that type

and “great original” of all observers; nor do

we assert that it would be no serious misfortune

if the public was seized with a fit of ophthalmia.

or had a cataract in its eye about the size of Ni

agara; but we are humane enough to sympa

thize with those who use such language.

Suppose you had the luck of Sancho Panza,

and were to be made#." of some island,

or governor-general of some distant colony or

dependency of the empire, how would you like

to ". unable to take a morning's ride on your

horse, mule, ass, elephant, or hobby, or to play

any innocent prank whatsoever, for the amuse

ment of yourself, your little court, or perhaps

your native country, without being marked and

remarked, viewed and reviewed, scanned, ob

served, watched, noted down, and then shown

up, as if the ramblings of a statesman were no

more to be respected than the aberration of the

stars?—or, as iſ because the nation bestows on

an individual a high office and a large salary,

it is therefore entitled to set up a great telescope

and make him the public gaze like an occulta

tion of Mars, a transit of Venus, or a common

whiskered and bearded comet? No man now is

master of his gaits of going; his gaits” are claim

ed as public property, and every whippersnapper

that can pen a newspaper paragraph, or make

• Qu. gates.—PRINTER's Devil.

“a few observations” in the House of Commons,

thinks himself entitled to discuss the measures

of the grandest viziers, and the proclamations of

three-tailed pachas.

The world has either ceased to have corners,

or no business is any longer done in them.

Where is the corner now without a Q in it ! The

little crooked thing that asks questions is en

dowed with the attribute of ubiquity, and society

seems to have resolved itself into a general com

mittee of inquiry, or rather to have formed itself

into one vast “army of observation.”

The disastrous influence of this upon several

of the fine arts, for instance jobbing in its various

branches, and the still .. art of tormenting

our fellow-creatures, is too manifest to need ex

planation. If on the one hand, by indulging our

curiosity, we have made some trifling addition to

our knowledge of chemistry, geology, and math

ematics, consider all we have lost upon the other,

in the more fascinating and interesting depart

ments of public jugglery and holy humbug.

Diplomacy is now openly laughed at ; the pub

lic expects to be made the confidante of every

political secret; the “reason of state,” once held

in such becoming reverence, is treated with the

coarsest ridicule; Machiavelli is sent to “Old

Nick,” his namesake; mystery and intrigue,

that in former times were the very keys that

opened the temple of ſame to statesmen, are

numbered among the mortal sins, and the tide

of opinion is running with alarming rapidity

against even red tape and envelopes. The day

is perhaps not far off when an English and a

French minister will conduct their negotiations

through the medium of a correspondence in the

public journals; and probably at the next gen

eral congress of the European powers any Quid

nunc desirous of being present will have only to

pay a guinea for a ticket, if indeed he does not

insist upon his right to pass in and out of the

hall asſº as the plenipotentiary of Russia or

Great Britain.

Having alluded above to the art of tor

menting our fellow-men, we cannot help add

ing a word upon the subject, because we feel

that the evil genius of observation has already

deplorably contracted this spacious field for the

exercise of talent and ingenuity. The planter

of Jamaica or St. Domingo can no longer “wal

top his own nigger” in quiet and comfort, be

cause every stroke of the whip is sure to be

heard over the whole terraqueous globe.

Corporal punishments have alarmingly de

creased in the army for the same reason. It

is a gross abuse of words to call a man a pri

rate soldier, who is not allowed to enjoy so much

as a flogging in a barrack-square even on a Sun

day without the public eye witnessing every

lash he receives, and the public press trumpet

ing the transaction through the length and

breadth of the land. However, it is not in the

army we expect to find the blessings of practical

liberty; but is any other, department more

exempt from the inquisitorial eye of the modern

§. Observation? Look at our trade; read

the Report of the Children's Employment Com

mission, and mark the encroachments of this

daring spirit upon the once boasted freedom of

the British manufacturer.
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The commissioned “observers,” speaking of a

foundry at Willenhall, call it “shameful and cruel”

to correct naughty little workmen with sledges.

files, and hammer-handles: An amiable and

accomplished lady of the same place is made the

subject of the most injurious remarks for merely

“laying hold of the hair of the boys before-break.

fast and lugging them as long as she could stand

over them ; she also punched then in the face

with her fist, like a man fighting with another

man.”

This is the way in which commissioners paid

by government respect the liberty of English

men ' Mrs. Jones of Willenhall cannot chastise

a young manufacturer in ever so ſeminine a man

ner without being observed on in a big blue book,

Nº. formally to both houses of Parliament.

Nay the commissioners must call her fair hand

a fist 1 and compare her, in the energetic dis

charge of the commonest maternal duty, to “a

man fighting with another man,” a sarcasm just

as applicable to Boadicea and Mrs. Brownrigg,

indeed to every English lady who has exerted

herself in her day to sustain the manly character

of the nation.

Again, at Sedgely, it has been the long estab

lished and time-honored practice to punish chil

dren with rods of iron, which are occasionally

made red-hot, when it is intended to administer a

warmer whipping than usual.

“In Sedgely, they are sometimes struck,” says

Mr. Commissioner Pry, “with a red-hot iron,

and burnt and bruised simultaneously.” This is

mentioned with reprobation 1—the commissioner

being probably ignorant that rods of iron are

mentioned in Scripture, where the birch-rod is

never once named, from which circumstance

it may fairly be concluded that wherever the rod

is recommended in the Bible (for instance, in the

book of Proverbs), it is a rod of iron that is meant.

But we are not yet done with the observers of

Sedgely, who evince as little classical taste as

scriptural information. They proceed to “ob

serve :”

“Sometimes the children have a flash of light

ning sent at them. When a bar of iron is drawn

white hot from the ſorge, it emits fiery particles

which the man commonly flings in a shower up

on the ground by a swing of his arm before

placing the bar upon the anvil. This shower is

sometimes directed at the boy. It may come

over his hands and face, his naked arms, or on

his breast. If his shirt be open in front, which is

usually the case, the red-hot particles lodge

therein, and he has to shake them out as fast as

he can.”

This highly picturesque and classical mode of

discipline, worthy of adoption at Eton and Har

row, instead of exciting the rapturous admiration

of the commissioner for its exquisite taste and

refinement, is actually produced as an instance

of barbarity 1 Can any thing more romantic be

conceived than chastisement with “a flash of

lightning 7" To us it appears the very poetry of

unishment; and the only question is, whether

it is not much too sublime for the children of the

working-classes, who are only too well off to be

whipped with chain-cables and caned with billy

rollers. When we reflect that the little Olym

pians themselves, when they were naughty,

were probably corrected in this splendid and

imposing way, it really strikes us that a thrash

ing with a thunderbolt is an honor which ought

to be reserved for the gods and godlings of the

earth, in our aristocratic seminaries, and the vul

gar terrors of the broom left to the children of

smiths and weavers. This is worth the consid

eration of the Education Committee of the Privy
Council.

But enough has been said, it is presumed, to

establish the necessity of limitin and checking,

instead of stimulating and encouraging the spirit

of observation, one of the most impertinent and

vexatious spirits by which a man or a nation was

ever possessed. The eye ought to be trained

to wink more and to see less; the habit of “turn

ing a deaf ear” ought to be diligently cultiva

ted; and if people could be restrained from ap

plying their noses so close as they are fond of

doing to a multitude of little arrangements and

transactions, public and private, with which the

have nothing to do, there would not be a tent

part of the bad odors of which we hear every

day such loud complaints, for all metaphysicians

agree that a smell, whether sweet or unsavory,

is not a smell, unless it is smelled.

It is not so easy, however, to decline or avoid

the intelligence tendered us by our ears and

noses, as that which offers itself through the

medium of our eyes. The organs of hearing

and smelling are unprovided with natural stop

pers; they have no apparatus corresponding

with the eyelid. We shall not pronounce this a

defect in the human structure, but it clearl

might have heen ordered otherwise, and it is

certain that there are numerous situations in

which it would be a charming privilege to be able

to bar out a sound or a smell at pleasure. A

stopper for the ear would remove, for example,

one of the gravest objections entertained by

many to parliamentary life, nay, even to the mar

ried state itself; but more upon this subject upon

another occasion.

The principal organ of observation is deci

dedly the eye. Hence the sun, the greatest of

observers, is called the eye of the world,—

Of this great world the eye and soul;

and Heaven is said to

Wake with all its eyes,

every star that twinkles being the eye of its own

system. But it has not been sufficiently noticed

that the eye has a non-observing power as well

as an observing one ; and is given us as much

to wink with as to see with. If the sun has not

the gift of winking, being unprovided with an

eyelid, there is a compensation ſor this seeming

defect of his optics in the clouds that occasion

ally obscure his vision, in the eclipses to which

he is periodically subject, and particularly in the

beautiful arrangement that produces the phe

nomenon of sunset. This glorious luminary is

not always staring at the faults and follies, the

vanities and villanies, the malfeazances and

misſeazances of poor mortals: he is not al

ways

Darting his light through every guilty hole,

like a thousand malignant little eyes in the

heads of human beings. Possessing the faculty
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of winking, or what is equivalent thereto, the

sun makes a generous and considerate use of it.

He never sets without setting us an example of

the sublimest charity, deliberately closing his

piercing eye to ten thousand rogueries, frauds,

and treasons; ten thousand scenes of profligacy

and haunts of dissipation. At what infinite in

trigues, and assignations numberless, does he

not merciſully wink? What myriads of follies

and vices of all sorts might he not witness in

every stage of their commission, by simply tar

rying a few hours longer above the horizon, and

exercising his talent of observation with a little

human malice. But he is so far above such

paltry curiosity, that he is recorded to have

more than once in his career gone out of his

way, actually left the high road of Heaven, to

avoid a spectacle of guilt—for instance, the hor

rid banquet of Thyestes. How superior to the

moon, who, after keeping her chamber the live

long day, while the inhabitants of the globe are

about their lawful business, and, generally

speaking, conducting themselves with decorum,

issues forth in the evening as it were, ..".
to peep, or sometimes gaze with her full round

eye at the very doings which her brother has

just plunged into the ocean to shun the sight

of . The moon is the very mistress of the

School for Scandal; but how many eyes imitate

her, and how few follow the example of the

sun's The gazers and starers are numerous

sects, but the winkers are few indeed. Some

people appear never to wink at all, just as if

their eyes had no lids to them, and they conse.

quently observe every thing that is deformed,

unsightly, disagreeable, or revolting in the

world, which is, oſ course, an inconceivable sat

isfaction to them, or they would learn to shut

their eyes upon occasion like their less obser

vant neighbors. Philosophers tell us that this

defect in the apparatus for winking, is particu

larly striking in the case of those whose§.

lent dispositions are none of the strongest,

while the goodnatured man, on the contrary, is

found to possess an uncommon flexibility of the

eyelid, by virtue of which he winks a great

deal, and thus avoids the observation of a thou

sand matters and incidents calculated to hurt

the sight. In some men this facility of winking

is excessive, and it leads them into every sort

of extravagancy; they shut their eyes to the

most enormous crimes, as well as to the most

trifling peccadilloes. They are sure that the

swindler intended to return the property of his

dupe, and that the murderer never meant to

hurt a hair of his victim's head. They wink at

the most barbarous assassination, and amiably
designate it a ‘homicidal monomania.’ If their

sovereign is shot at by a traitor, they are the

people who doubt that the pistol was loaded,

and call for the production of the ball. This is

the sort of vision which Shakspeare, calls ‘the

perpetual wink,’ and there is no doubt whatso

ever but that it results from an unhealthy state

of the organ, and ought particularly to engage

the attention of the oculist. That the disorder

is eminently favorable to the impunity of the

most dangerous malefactors, is clear from tragi

cal experience; the murderer may be said to

escape in the twinkling of a juror's, a judge's,

or a physician's eye; and hūmanity to a ruffian

proves the utmost pitch of cruelty to the unof

ſending public. -

The opposite distemper is that which has been

already noticed, namely, the case of those who

consider that to wink at the minutest flaw, or

the slightest transgression, is an oftence of the

kind which the law terms a misprision. They

see every thing, and ſorgive nothing; they are

the spies, informers, witnesses, prosecutors, and,

we may add, unpaid beadles and volunteer exe

cutioners of the circle of society which the

infest; and such is the sinſulness of the world,

that they have only too much employment in

their detestable vocation.

But a closer examination of the visual organs

of persons of this character, leads us rather to

conclude that they have brought themselves to

use their eyelids very little, than that they are

absolutely devoid of that ingenious provision of

our physical constitution. The fact is, that ill

natured people have lids to their eyes us well as

those who most abound with the milk and cream

of human kindness. It is also beyond dispute,

that nature makes nothing in vain; and hence

the question immediately suggests itself, of

what use is the eyelid to the multitudes of indi

viduals who wink so seldom, that they are vul

garly supposed never to wink at all. This is a

point of some difficulty; but we think we shall

explain it satisfactorily.

What is right may be winked at as well as

what is wrong: and may not the eye be so

constructed as to be º capable of ...;

when the object presented to it is distinguishe

by its physical or moral beauty : This, we be

lieve, is a very common structure of the organ.

How many instances have we not known our

selves of men who never in the course of their

lives winked at the slightest blemish in the

character of their neighbor or their friend, yet

who possessed, in an eminent degree, the gift

of winking at his talents and his virtues' Even

where observance was most conspicuous,

And multitudes of virtues passed along,

Each pressing foremost in the mighty throng—

they saw no more of the procession than a blind

man does of the Lord W. or's show. They

winked until the pomp went by, and might have

declared with perfect truth, that they saw noth

ing so lovely in an Eleanora, nothing so bene

volent in a Howard, or nothing so great in a

Chatham or a Franklin. Eyes of this descrip

tion may be said to connive at worth, just as

those of another formation connive at infirmities

or foibles. They are perfectly incapable of

the impertinence of remarking the good points

of their acquaintance; they hold that nothing

can be more rude than to stare at any man's

amiable peculiarities; in a word, they pay Vir

tue the distinguished compliment of treating

her as they treat the sun on the meridian,

whose spots it is lawful to observe and gaze at,

but whose glories may not be searched by

mortal eye.

What is more familiar than the practical in

version of the poet's amiable precept,

Be to her virtues ever kind,

Be to her faults a little blind?
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The reverse would seem to be a maxim in not

a little vogue,

Be to her virtues ever blind,

Be to her failings never kind,-

so completely has no small portion of mankind

habituated their organs of observation to see

nothing but the foul, and wink at nothing but

the fair, to connive at beauty, and feed their

eyes upon the beast. The torture devised by

the Roman satirist for the punishment of vice, is

eluded by this method of eye-education.

Virtutem videant, intabescantaue relictā.

How many thousands are there who would

no more recognise any one of the cardinal vir

tues, were they to meet her bodily in the streets

of London, than they would Nebuchadnezzar or

Abednego? Were the said virtues even to ap

pear in cardinal's hats, it is much to be doubted

if ten men in England would recognise one of

the four. There are observers who behold

incarnate fiends wherever they turn, yet who

never saw an incarnate angel in their lives.

Nay, when *...". on the flesh, they are apt

to # taken for demons by men who have

trained their retinas to receive no images but

those of deformity and vice. Thus Religion oft

clothes herself in the flesh of the mitred pontiff,

only to be called intolerance, sensuality, or hy

pocrisy. ... Thus Justice arrays herself in the
human limbs of chancellors and i. et

continues as much unknown as before her

incarnation. Thus Wisdom, too, takes the

shape and substance of some great minister, or

shepherd of the people, and intending to re

. herself, only puts on a nore complete dis

guise. Economy, in the form of a Chancellor

of the Exchequer, is called Extravagance; and

Liberty, in the likeness of a Secretary of State,

is taken for Oppression. No wonder that public

virtue, thus abused and dishonored, should soon

shuffle off the mortal coil,' and leaving the min

isterial frame to be animated by its own inferior

spirit, and illuminated by its own, feeble light,

hasten to join Astraea in her kindred skies. This

is perhaps the true explanation of the marvel

lously small stock of prudence with which the

affairs of kingdoms are proverbially said to be

administered; and it is also the best apology

that can be suggested for the follies and absur

dities of statesmen. The minister is reproached

with casting off Wisdom, when the truth is, that

Wisdom in despair has flung off the minister.

Here it may not be amiss to remark a very

curious peculiarity in the organization of the

human eye, and one which strikingly exemplifies

the astonishing connexion between the body and

the mind; we allude to the way in which the

sight is influenced by political and party feeling.

One would never suppose, arguing a priori,

that the fact of being Whig, Tory, Radical, or

Chartist, had any connexion whatever with the

physical machinery by which we either see or

wink; but experience assures us that the con

nexion is ...}. close indeed. Of this any body

may satisfy himself by planting himself in a

oup of politicians, close to the doors of either

#. .# Parliament. A gentleman alights

from his horse—the Whigs call him a goose or

Wol. II. No. II. 13

a donkey; the Tories cry “a Numa P" or “a

Solon " Another senator arrives in his cab–

the Tories pronounce him a knave and a job.

ber; the Whigs see a Fabricus or an Aristides;

the Radicals would appear not to see him at all,

as if he was but the ghost of a legislator, or Mr.

Nobody in proper, person, Again a carriage

draws up, and behold a judge comes up the

scene.

“Scroggs "growls one partisan.

“A Daniel !” exclaims his opponent.

To a third, the noble and learned lord is sim

º another Mansfield; to a fourth, as palpable

a Jefferies as the eye of man ever beheld. Then

are seen two or three pedestrian senators walk

ing arm-in-arm to the great council ofthe nation.

One observer sees a flight of eagles; upon the

retina of another, the self-same objects paint the

forms of so many kites, or “mousing-owls;” to

a third eye, they are a flock of plain geese as

ever gabbled on, or in the Commons. The next

comer is a right-reverend, or most reverend

bishop, in the purple and fine linen, borrowed

from the divine example of the millionaire in the

arable. The Radical, at once recognises my

ord Dives; the Chartist takes him for lucifer,

and peeps under the lawn for the cloven foot:

the Tory rounds his neighbor in the ear, and

observes, “How like his lordship is to the pic

ture of St. Peter 1" or, “He might sit for the

portrait of Barnabas;” or, if a devout Tory in

deed, and one who has often shed salt tears for

the poor estate of the church, he imagines that

it is Lazarus himself he sees before him. Last

arrives the minister.

“A present deity 1"bursts from the ministerial

section of the spectators.

“A ..".
* A devil l’”

“Another Cecil'—a second Chatham I?"

“A second Strafford —another Walpole ºn
“A Lamb l’”

“A Wolf tº

“A modern Cicero !” *

“The Mummius of his day!”
“And the Verres'

“To the tower with him tº

“To the Pantheon '''

“A la lanterne /*

“Such is the effect of that particular acrid hu

mor, called party-spirit, upon the optic nerve.—

A blind man in the crowd, ignorant of the prev

alence of this description of opthalmia amongst

our countrymen, would suppose that some

mighty wizard--a Merlin, a Michael Scott, or

“thrice great Hermes” himself, hovered over

Palace-yard, and entertained himself by mo

mentary metamorphoses of the public characters

of the day. This would satisfactorily explain

how a man alighting from his coach, is cheered

by some of the bystanders as an impersonation

of virtue; and before he takes three steps across

the flagway, hooted by others as the evil prin

#. itself in the form of a lawgiver or ruler.

The only other account of the phenomenon, is

that which has been given above-namely, a

distemper of the vision which has hitherto#:

ed the skill of Mr. Alexander, and the other em

inent oculists of Europe.

But still the question “what not to observe,”



194 [June,GRACE DARLING.

remains unanswered. It is pretty much the

same as the question “when to wink?” We

would wink at a great many things that pass in

the world, upon which many people gaze as in

tently as if they were paid for turning their eyes

into microscopes. We would not observe a

hundred thousand little abuses, delinquencies,

and malversations which, if we were commis

sioners of inquiry, and salaried inquisitors, we

would most unmercifully probe to the bottom.

We would wink at the spots on the sun's disk,

and allow him to set off". general splendor

against the few scattered specks discovered by

the malevolence of astronomers, who would fain

he the only luminaries in the world. In like

manner, should there be a mole upon the neck

of beauty, we would preſer winking at the mole

to shutting our eyes upon Venus herself. In

morals we would act upon the same principle,L

see as much worthº merit in all about us as

they have to exhibit, and leave it to the unwink

ing ones to contemplate and scrutinize their

foibles.

the bright side of every object presented to our

view; being none of those who prefer a satyr to

Hyperion, and being rather (saving the immo

rality) of the same mind with Juan, who,

Turned from grizzly saints and martyrs hairy

To the sweet portrait of the Virgin Mary.

All this would we do, ornot do, forour ownpeace.

comfort and enjoyment, merely, and indepen

dently of all considerations of ethics or religion;

not but that we entertain an opinion, ground

ed upon our notions of Christian charity, highl

favorable to a more frequent use of the eyelid,

but because we would not for a moment be

thought to insinuate a doubt of the seraphic

dispositions of those who feel it to be their duty

to observe every thing, and to wink at nothing.

Be it however, remembered, that nothing here

in contained is to be understood as conveying

the slighest sanction or approbation of those who

carry the practice of winking to such extreme

lengths, as to connive at any thing, however

flagrant, that promises to be profitable to them

selves; or of that other class of winkers before

alluded to, who have constituted themselves into

a society for the succor and protection of per

sons laboring under the disease of “homicidal

monomania.”

GRACE DARLING.

BY WORDSWorth.

From the Kentish Observer.

Among the dwellers in the silent fields

The natural heart is touched, and public way

And crowded streets resound with ballad strains,

Inspired by one whose very name bespeaks

Favor divine, exalting human love;

Whom,since her birth on bleak Northumbria's coast,

Known unto ſew, but prized as far as known,

A single act endears to high and low

Through the whole land—to manhood, moven in

spite

Of the world'sº: care—to generous youth—

To infancy, that lisps her praise—and age,

Whose eye reflects it glistening through a tear

We would wink at the dark instead of

Of tremulous admiration. Such true fame

Awaits her now ; but, verily, good deeds

Do no imperishable record find

Save in the rolls of Heaven, where her’s may live

A theme for ages, when they celebrate

The high souled virtues which forgetful earth

Has witnessed. Oh I that winds and waves could

speak,

Of things which their mnited power called forth

From the pure depths of her humanity |

A maiden gentle, yet, at duty's call,

Firm and unflinching as the lighthouse reared

On the island rock, her lonely dwelling place;

Or like the invincible rock itself, that braves,

Age aſter age, the hostile elements,

As when it guarded holy Cuthbert's cell.

All night the storm had raged, nor ceased, nor

paused,

When as day broke, the maid, through misty air,

Espies far off a wreck, amid the surf,

Beating on one of those disastrous isles—

Half of a vessel—half—no more; the rest

Had vanished, swallowed up with all that there

Had for the common safety striven in vain,

Or thither thronged for refuge. With quick glance

Daughter and sire, through optic glass discern,

Clinging abºut the remnant of this ship,

Creatures—how precious in the maiden's sight !

For whom, belike, the old man grieves still more

Than for their ſellow sufferers engulfed

Where every parting agony is hushed,

And hope and fear mix not in further strife.

“But courage, father! let us out to sea—

A few may yet be saved.” The daughter's words,

Her earnest tone, and look beaming with faith,

Dispel the father's doubts; nor do they lack

The noble minded mother's helping hand

To launch the boat; and with her blessing cheered

And inwardly sustained by silent prayer,

Together they put forth, father and child

Each grasp an oar, and struggling on they go,

Rivals in effort; and, alike intent

Here to elude and there surmount, they watch

The billows lengthening, mutually crossed

And shattered, and regathering their might;
As if the wrath and trouble of the sea

Were by the ALMighty's sufferance prolonged,

That woman's ſortitude—so tried, so proved—

May brighten more and more

True to the mark,

They stem the current of that perilous gorge,

Their arms still strengthening with the strengthen

ing heart,

Though danger, as the wreck is near'd, becomes

More imminent. . Not unseen do they approach;

And rapture, with varieties of fear

Incessantly conflicting, thrills the frames

Of those who, in that dauntless energy,

Foretaste deliverance; but the least perturbed

Can scarcely trust his eyes, when he perceives

That of the pair-tossed on the waves to bring

Hope to the hopeless, to the dying life—

One is a woman, a poor earthly sister,

Or, be the visitant other than she seems,

A guardian spirit sent from pitying heaven,

In woman's shape. But why prolong the tale,

Casting weak words amidst a host of thoughts

Armed to repel them 4, Every hazard faced

And difficulty mastered, with resolve

That no one breathing should be left to perish,

This last remainder of the crew are all

Placed in the little boat, then o'er the deep

Are safely borne, landed upon the beach,

And in fulfillment of God's mercy, lodged

Within the sheltering light-house. Shout, ye waves!

Pipe a glad song of triumph, ye fierce winds !
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Ye screaming sea-mews, in the concert join

And would that some immortal voice, a voice

Fitly attuned to all that gratitude

Breathes out from floor or couch, through pallid lips

Of the survivors, to the clouds might bear—

ſº with praise of that parental love,

eneath whose watchful eye the maiden grew

Pious and pure, modest, and yet so brave,

Though young so wise, though meek so resolute)—

Might carry to the clouds and to the stars,

Yes, to celestial choirs, Grace Darling's name !

THE EVACUATION OF AFFGHANISTAN.

From the Asiatic Journal.

The papers laid before both Houses of

Parliament, relating to the military opera

tions in Affghanistan, besides throwing

considerable light upon other subjects con

nected with that country, have decided the

vexed question, by whom its evacuation by

the British forces was first determined

upon. Much obloquy has been cast upon

the present Governor-General for having

adopted the “cowardly” policy of with

drawing our armies within the Indus, and

thus abandoning a country from the oc

cupation of which his predecessor had in

tended to derive such great advantages to

the political and commercial interests of
British India. It turns out that the abandon

ment of Afghanistan, and with it all those

delusive visions of security and prosperity

which the retention of that country was

expected to yield, was decided upon by
Lord Auckland. We surmised as much

from a remarkable expression which, in

the heat of discussion, fell from Sir Robert

Peel in the House of Commons on the 10th

August last.

he insurrection broke out at Cabul in

November, 1841; it reached its acme in

the ensuing month, and the British army

was annihilated in January, 1842. The

very first paper in the collection, which is

a dispatch from the late Governor-General
in Council to the Secret Committee of the

East-India Company, dated 22nd Decem

ber, 1841, when nothing was known but

the actual outbreak of the insurrection, con

tains the following passages:–

We have applied ourselves immediately to

concerting such measures, and issuing such in:

structions, as the exigency of the case seemed

to require and admit—It will be seen that we

have laid it down as a rule of our conduct that

we would do all in our power to rescue our de
tachments whereverº may be encompassed

by danger; but that, if the position of command
and influence which we have held at the capital

of Afghanistan should once be absolutely and

entirely lost, we would make no more sacrifices

of the very serious and extensive nature which

could alone be effectual, except under postive in

structions from England, for the re-establish

ment of our supremacy throughout the country.

We have particularly felt it our duty distinctly,
at this distance, to give instructions applicable

to all contingencies, and therefore to contem

plate the most unfavorable issue to the strug

gle which our troops are maintaining at Cabul,

and in this case, upon the anticipation of which
we cannot conceal from ourselves the hazard of

extending dangers, and of the insurrection as

suming in other quarters also the same national

and united character, we have authorized Gene

ral Nott and Major Rawlinson, with such cau

tion and deliberation in their military and political

proceedings as may serve to avoid discredit and

to promise safety, so to shape their course as

best to promote the end of the eventual relin

quishment of our direct control in the several

Afghan provinces, and to provide for the con

centration of all forces and detachments, as may

be most conducive to the security of the troops.

In their letter to the Commander-in

Chief, Sir Jasper Nicolls, dated 3rd Decem

ber, the Governor-General in Council had

distinctly enunciated the intention of “re

tiring from the country with the least pos

sible discredit,” collecting fresh forces on

the frontier only for the sake of demonstra

tion. This policy is adhered to in the next

despatch to the Secret Committee (January

9th), and was not changed by the receipt

of intelligence of the murder of the British

Envoy and the extreme jeopardy of the

army, ſarther than that orders were given

for reinforcements “to strengthen our po

sition on the Affghan frontier.” The ac

counts of the destruction of the army in

duced Lord Aukland and his Council (as

stated in their despatch of the 19th Febru

ary, 1842) even to direct Major-General

Pollock, then at Peshawur, to withdraw the

garrison of Jellalabad, and the assemblage

af all his force at or near Peshawur : “We

have made our directions, in regard to

withdrawal from Jellalabad,” they say (p.

10b), “clear and positive.”

It appears that Mr. Clerk, the agent at

Lahore, strenuously urged the policy of

holding Jellalabad, with a view of advanc

ing from it and Candahar upon Cabul, and

having regained our former position there,

and the influence which such proof of

power must give, “we should then with

draw with dignity and undiminished hon

or.” Sir Jasper Nicolls opposed this mea

sure, on the ground (p. 118) that the means

were inadequate, and the Governor-General

in Council (p. 120) reiterate their directions

that the garrison of Jellalabad should be

withdrawn to Peshawur. In conformity

with this direction, Sir Jasper Nicolls
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wrote to General Pollock on the 1st Febru

ary: “You may deem it perfectly certain

that Government will not do more than

detach this brigade, and this in view to

support Major-General Sale, either at Jel

.. for a few weeks, or to aid his re

treat: it is not intended to collect a force

for the re-conquest of Cabul.”

Major-General Nott, at Candahar, was

informed of these views of the Govern

ment, though his measures in relation to

them were in a great measure left to his

discretion.

When Lord Ellenborough arrived and

assumed the government, he thus found

not only that the resolution had been form

ed to withdraw the forces from Afghanis

tan, and to abandon all intention of re-en

tering the country, but that instructions,

“clear and positive,” had been given to

that effect to the British commanders.

The measures adopted by his lordship to

carry into effect his predecessor's views

in this respect appear somewhat vacillating,

owing to the constant change and fluctua

tion of circumstances. In his first des

tch to the Secret Committee, March 22nd,

e says:—

We have recently judged it expedient to en

ter again upon an exposition of our views re

garding the line of policy which it may be pro

er for us to pursue in relation to Afghanistan.

#. our despatch of the 15th inst. on this subject,

addressed to his Exc. the Commander-in-Chief,

we would solicit the particular attention of your

hon. Committee. It contains our deliberate sen

timents on the present position of affairs in that

country, and iſ: course we should pursue to

wards the retrieval of our late military disgrace,

and our final withdrawal of our army from Aff

ghanistan. It points out the conditions on which
we can sanction the continuance during the

coming season of Major-General Pollock's ſorce

in the valley ofjº. after he shall have

netrated by force or by negotiation the Khy

É. Pass. It discourages, the expectation that

Major-Gen. Nott's force, though reinforced by

that of Brig. England, will, in consequence of

the inefficiency of its field equipments, be able to

effect much more than the relief of the posts of

Kelat-i-Ghilzie and of Ghuznee, and the security

of its own retirement to the Indus.

The letter to the Commander-in-Chief,

above referred to, lays fully before him

“the deliberate views of the Government

with respect to the measures to be pur

sued in Affghanistan.” The disasters

which had befallen our army at Cabul,

“followed by the universal hostility of the

whole people ofAfghanistan, united against

us in a war which has assumed a religious

as well as a national character,” the Gov

ernor-General and his Council observe,

“compel us to adopt the conclusion that

the possession of Afghanistan, could we

recover it, would be a source of weakness

rather than of strength, in resisting the

invasion of any army from the West, and

therefore, that the ground upon which the

policy of the advance of our troops to that

country mainly rested has altogether ceas.

ed to exist.” The policy to be pursued,

therefore, was, in their opinion, to be

guided by military considerations—the

safety of the detached bodies of our troops

at Jellalabad, Ghuzni, and Candahar; the

security of our forces then in the field from

unnecessary risk; “and finally, the re

establishment of our military reputation by

the infliction of some signal and decisive

blow upon the Afghans, which may make

it appear to them, to our own subjects, and

to our allies, that we have the power of

inflicting punishment upon those who com

mit atrocities and violate their faith, and

that we withdraw ultimately from Afghan

istan, not from any deficiency of means

to maintain our position, but because we

are satisfied that the king we have set up

has not, as we were erroneously led to

imagine, the support of the nation over

which he has been placed.”

Subsequent to this despatch, although,

upon the whole, the prospects had to some

extent improved, in his letter to the Secret

Committee of April 22nd, Lord Ellenbo

rough states that his deliberate opinion as

to the , expediency of withdrawing the

troops had in no respect altered, and that

this opinion is founded “upon a general
view of our military,jūji and financial

situation.”. Three days previously, orders

had been issued (p. 223) to Major-Gen.

Nott to evacuate Candahar and to retire to

Sukkur, the fall of Ghuzni, Lord Ellenbo

rough, observes to Sir Jasper Nicolls

(p. 224) having removed the principal ob

ject for which it was expedient to retain

the force at Candahar, and the check sus.

tained by Brig. England “ having crippled

the before limited means of movement and

of action which were possessed by Major
Gen. Nott.”

In compliance with this resolution, pe.

remptory orders were issued to General

Pollock, who had the pass, and reached

Jellalabad, to retire from thence. The

want of carriage, however, which had pre

vented the general from advancing, op

posed equal obstacles to his retiring; and

General. Nott, in a well reasoned despatch

of March 24th (p. 244,) urges the inexpe

diency of a hasty retirement. “At the

present time,” he observes, “the impres
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sion of our military strength among the

people of this country (Affyhanistan,)

though weakened by the occurrences at

Cabul, is not destroyed; but if we now

retire, and it should again become neces

sary to advance, we shall labor under

many disadvantages, the most serious of

which, in my opinion, will be a distrust of

their strength among our soldiers, which

atty admission of weakness is so well cal

culated to induce; and in what other light

could a withdrawal from Jellalabad or Can

dahar be viewed 1" He suggests that

Jellalabad should be held in considerable

force, and a movement be made on Cabul

from Candahar, and he strongly deprecates

the effects which a hasty retirement would

have on Beloochistan, and even on the

navigation of the Indus. In another letter,

the general says:—

Perhaps it is not within my province to ob

serve that, in my humble opinion, an unnecessa

ry alarm has been created regarding the position

of our troops in this country, and of the strength"

and power of the enemy we have to contend

with. This enemy cannot face our troops in the

field with any chance of success, however supe

rior they may be in numbers, provided these pre

cautions are strictly observed which war be

tween a small body of disciplined soldiers and a

vast crowd of untrained, unorganized, and half.

civilized people constantly renders necessary.

True, the British troops suffered a dreadful dis

aster at Cabul, and it is not for me to presume

to point out why this happened, however evident

I may conceive the reasons, and the long train

of military and political events which led to the

sad catastrophe.

The representations of General Nott did

not induce the Governor-General to vary

his instructions for his evacuation of Can

dahar and retirement to Sukkur, though he

left the time and mode of retiring to the

general's discretion.

Meanwhile, the position of General Pol

lock at Jellalabad, and the apprehension

that he meditated an advance into the

country, disposed the insurgent chiefs, and

especially Mahomed Akhbar Kahn, to ne

gotiate with him. A communication was

received by General Pollock from Major

Pottinger (sent by Capt. Colin Mackenzie,)

dated at Tazen, April 20th, to the follow.

ing effect:-

The sirdar wishes to know, in the first place,

if we will consent to withdraw the greater part

of our troops, and leave an agent, with a small

body of men, to act with whoever the confede

rates may elect as chieſ, in which choice they

#. to be guided by the wishes of the two

actions in Cabul, and wish us to release Dost

Mahomed Khan: secondly, they propose that,

if the British Government have determined on

subjugating the country, and continuing the

war, the prisoners at present in Affahanistan

shall be exchanged for Dost Mahomed Khan, his

family, and attendants, and that the issue be de

pendent on the sword: thirdly, in the event of nei

ther of those propositions being approved of,

they wish to know what terms will K. granted

to themselves individually; whether we, in the

event of their submission, will confine them, send

them to India, take hostages from them, reduce

their pay; in short, what they have to expect

from our clemency.

General Pollock, who seems to have been

most anxious to recover the prisoners,

urged the chiefs to release them immediate

ly, as a means of facilitating further commu

nication between the Governments; adding

that, if money be a consideration,he was pre

pared to pay two lacs of rupees to the sirdar,

upon the prisoners being delivered to him

in camp. It appears that there was a fur

ther message from Akhbar Khan himself,

delivered privately by him to Capt. Mac

kenzie, desiring to know what he personally

might expect from our clemency, being

willing to separate himself entirely from

the hostile faction. Lord Ellenborough,

from the first, opposed the exhibition of any

clemency towards Akhbar Khan, “the ac

knowledged murderer of the Envoy, and who

deceived and betrayed a British army into

a position in which it was destroyed.” His

lordship disapproved of the offer to ransom

the prisoners, and regretted that any ne

cessity should have arisen of diplomatic

intercourse with Mahomed Akhbar. With

respect to the release of Dost Mahomed

Khan, the major-general was authorized to

speak of it “as an event which, under va

rious contingences of circumstances, might

not be altogether impossible.”

The death of Shah Shooja served but to

confirm the Governor-General and his

Council in their resolution. In a letter to

Mr. Clerk, May 16th, Mr. Secretary Mad

dock gives that gentleman instructions to

make known to the government of Lahore

the views of that of British India, in the

altered condition of Afghanistan during

the past four years. He observes that the

object of the tripartite treaty was “to re

move from the government of Afghanistan

an able chief, who had, in the course of

many years, succeeded in uniting it under

his rule; who was forming and disciplining

an army, and was supposed to entertain, in

conjunction with the powers of the West,

projects of hostility to the adjoining states

on the Indus.” That object had been com

pletely effected. A further object was to

substitute for the authority of Dost Ma

homed Khan, deemed hostile, that of Shah
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Shooja, which, it was expected, would be ever terms were agreed to,” and the pay

friendly; but it had been proved by recent, ment of two lacs for the prisoners. The

as well as all past, experience, “that a Governor-General, in his remarks, (May

sovereign who appears to be altogether the

instrument of a foreign state cannot obtain

the willing support of his subjects, so as to

wield their power in favor of that foreign

state; on the contrary, he will be an ob

ject of hatred or contempt to his subjects,

and his only resource, if he be desirous of

securing their willing allegiance, will be in

throwing himself into their arms, and as

serting his independence of the foreign

state which placed him on the throne.”

The object of the joint policy of the two

governments should, therefore, be to main

tain Affghanistan in that state in which it

may be unable to do any thing against us,

“foregoing the visionary design of placing

it in a state in which it could, as a united

monarchy, be powerful for us against an

enemy advancing from the West, and yet

be content to entertain no views of am

bition against its neighbors in the East.”

This object, the Governor-General thought,

“will be best effected by leaving the Aff

ghans to themselves.”

On the 3rd May, Major Pottinger writes

again to General Pollock, apparently ad

vising a compromise with Ahkbar Khan,

and the payment of money for the release of

the prisoners. He forwards another writ

ten (unsigned) memorandum from the sir

dar, the effect of which is to require an

amnesty for himself and Mahomed Shah

Khan ; that they shall not be sent out of

Cabul; that if the British intended merely

to revenge themselves and quit the country,

the government might be conferred upon

him; and that he might have a jaghire of

two lacs, and eight lacs as a present

Major Pottinger considers these demands

(except the money) as moderate, observin

that the ruling faction at Cabul had offered

the crown to Akhbar Khan, and that, under

these circumstances, his conduct, in con

tinuing the negotiation, proved his sin

cerity. The sirdar, in his memorandum,

thus alludes to his proceeding during the

retreat of the British troops from Cabul:—

In the time when Pottinger, Lawrence, and

Mackenzie sahibs came at the stage of Bootkak,

I agreed to their wishes, and did allin my power

to protect the army, as is well known to the

above-mentioned sahibs; but I could not save

them from the hands of the multitude, as the

nizard (“mob of Afghans”) was disorganized,

and the British soldiers could not protect them

selves on account of the frost; and, moreover,

the gentlemen did not attend to my advice.

General Pollock's reply guaranteed no

thing but an “amnesty for the past, when

21) upon the reply to Akhbar Khan's pro

posal, again regrets that money should

have been offered ſor the release of the

prisoners, and still more that the general

“should have considered it necessary, un

der any circumstances, to have had any

communication whatever of a diplomatic

nature with Mahomed Akhbar Khan, in

whom it must be impossible for any one to

place any trust.”

The resolution of Lord Ellenborough to

withdraw the British forces from Afghan

istan remained unaltered, but the mode of

effecting the withdrawal became modified

by unavoidable circumstances. In Mr.

Secretary Maddock's letter to General Pol

lock, of June 1st, it is observed:—

The retirement of your army, immediately

after the victoryº Sir Robert Sale, the

forcing of the Khyber Pass, and the relief of

Jellalabad, would have had the appearance of a

military operationº accomplished,

and even triumphantly achieved ; its retirement,

after six months of inaction, before a following

army of Afghans, will have an appearance of

aº and less advantageous character. It

would be desirable, undoubtedly, that, before

finally quitting Afghanistan, you seem to com

pel you to remain there till October, the Gove

nor-General earnestly hopes that you may be

enabled to draw the enemy into a position in

which you may strike such a blow effectually.

The directions of the Government to

withdraw from the country were carried

into effect by General Nott in Western

Afghanistan, in May, so far as to evacuate

Kelat-i-Ghilzie; but though the order ap

lied in the same positive manner to Can

dahar itself, the general observed that the

measure would take some time to arrange,

and that this would afford the Government

ample time to reconsider the order, and

his objections to the measure of a hasty

retreat. The Governor-General did give

this order a reconsideration, and the result

was that he left to the general's discretion

the line by which he should withdraw his

force. In his letter to General Nott, dated

July 4th, Lord Ellenborough thus marks

out his course of proceeding:

Nothing has occurred to induce me to change

my first opinion, that the measure, commanded

by considerations of political and military pru

dence, is to bring back the armies now in Aff

ghanislan at the earliest period at which their

retirement can be effected, consistently with the

health andº of the troops, into positions

wherein they may have easy and certain com

munication with India; and to this extent the

instructions you have received remain unaltered.
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But the improved position of your army, with

sufficient means of carriage for as large a force

as it is necessary to move in Affghanistan, in

duces me now to leave to your option the line

by which you shall withdraw your troops from

that country. If you determine upon moving

upon Ghuznee, Cabool, and Jellalabad, you will

require, for the transport of provisions, a much

larger amount of carriage; and you will be

practically without communications, frow the

time of your leaving Candahar. Dependent en

tirely upon the courage of your army, and upon

#. own ability in directing it, I should not

ave any doubt as to the success of the opera.

tion; but whether you will be able to obtain pro

visions for your troops during the whole march,

and forage for your animals, may be a matter

of reasonable doubt. Yet upon this your suc

cess will turn. You must remember that it was

not the superior courage of the Affghans, but

want, and the inclemency of the season, which

led to the destruction of the army at Cabool:

and you must feel, as I do, that the loss of an

other army, from whatever cause it might

arise, might be fatal to our Government in India.

I do not undervalue the aid which our Govern

ment in India would receive from the successful

exºcution by your army of a march through

Ghuznee and Cabool, over the scenes of our late

disasters. I know all the effect which it would

have upon the midst of our soldiers, of our allies,

of our enemies, in Asia, and of our countrymen

and of all foreign nations, in Europe. It is an

object of just ambition, which no one more than

myself would rejoice to see effected; but I see

that ſailure in the attempt is certain and irre

trievable ruin; and I would endeavor to inspire

you with the necessary caution, and make

you feel that, great as are the objects to be

obtained by success, the risk is great also. You

will recollect that what you will have to make is

a successful march ; that that march must not

be delayed by any hazardous operations against

Ghuznee or Cabool; that you should carefully

calculate the time required to enable you to reach

Jellalabad in the first week in October, so as to

form the rear-guard of Major-General Pollock's

rmy. If you should be enabled by a coup-de

main to get possession of Ghuznee and Cabool,

you will act as you see fit, and leave decisive

roofs of the power of the British army, without

impeaching its humanity. You will bring away

from the tomb of Mahmood of Ghuznee, his

club, which hangs over it; and you will bring

away the gates of his tomb, which are the gates

of the temple of Somnaut. These will be the

just trophies of your successful march.

In his despatch to the Secret Committee,

August 16th, the Governor-General states.

that he adhered absolutely to his original

intention of withdrawing the whole army.

from Aſſghanistan. “Some risk,” he ob.

serves, “I deem it justifiable to incur for

the recovery of the guns and of the prison

ers, and with the view of exhibiting the tri

umphant march of a British army over the

ground on which it once suffered defeat;

but I consider the preservation of the army

in Afghanistan essential to the preservation

of our empire in India; and, however the

world might forgive or applaud me, I should

never forgive myself, if I exposed that army

to any material and serious danger, for the

possible accomplishment of any object now

to be obtained in Affghanistan.”

The determination being, therefore, form

ed not to retire the British forces without

doing something to repair the wrongs and

the disgrace they had suffered, the instruc.

tions to General Pollock (July 23) were to

exert his force vigorously, “giving every

proof of British power which is not incon

sistent with the usages of war and the dic

tates of British humanity; but you will

never forget that, after so exhibiting that

power, you are, without allowing yourself

to be diverted therefrom by any object, to

obey the positive orders of your Govern

ment to withdraw your army from Afſghan

istan. It will be your highest praise,” his

lordship adds, “after having re-established

the opinion of the invincibility of the Brit

ish arms upon the scene of their late mis

fortunes, to restore its armies to India in a

perfectly efficient state, at a period when,

I assure you, their presence in India is most

desirable.” He gives the general directions,

in case of the capture or surrender of Ma

homed Akhbar Khan. “To the possession

of that chief's person I attach very great

importance. You are already authorized to

give an assurance that his life shall be

spared; but you will not make any other

condition, nor make that lightly. I earnest

ly desire that that chief, the avowed mur

derer of Sir William Macnaghten, and the

betrayer of a British army, should come

into our power without any condition what

soever.” Subsequently (August 3rd), the

Governor-General instructs General Pol

lock, in the event of the sidar coming into

his hands without any previous conditions

for preserving his life, to place him upon

his trial, and, if he should be convicted, to

deal with him as he would with any person

who might be convicted, under similar cir

cumstances, of the crime of murder, havin

regard to the jeopardy of the prisoners. “

have adopted this step upon full considera

tion and with a thorough conviction of its

expediency,” his lordship observes, in his

despatch to the Secret Committee.

General Nott availed himself (July 26) of

the option allowed him by the Governor

General, and decided upon a march to Ca

bul, “having looked at the difficulties in

every point of view, and reflected on the

advantages which would attend a success

ful accomplishment of such a move, and the
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moral influence it would have throughout

Asia. There shall be no unnecessary risk,”

he says; “and, if expedient, I will mask

Ghuznee, and even Cabool; but, if an op

portunity should offer, I will endeavor to

strike a decisive blow for the honor of our

arms. I am most anxious,” he adds, “not

withstanding the conduct of the Affghan

chiefs, that our army should leave a deep

impression on the people of this country,

of our character for forbearance and huma

nity.”

The two forces consequently advanced

from their respective positions, and met in

September at Cabul. +

The situation of the prisoners had been a

subject of the Governor-General’s “anxious

consideration.” So early as April 25, Mr.

Secretary Maddock wrote to General Pol

lock upon this subject. He observed that

the only safe and honorable course for a

government to pursue, in such circumstan:

ces, was to effect the release by a general

exchange, their ransom being a practice un

known to civilized nations; and if the Aff

ghans had no general government, there

should be no reservation of any prisoners

in our hands; but as they were held by indi

vidual chiefs for their personal benefit, the

general is authorized to make such partial

arrangement as he might deem most advi

sable. Accordingly, as before stated, the

general offered two lacs of rupees for their

liberation. When all negotiation on his

part failed, and the army advanced upon

Cabul, the Governor-General directed him

(September 13) to “cause it to be intima

ted to Mahomed Akhbar Khan, that, in the

event of any further delay taking place in

their delivery, upon the proposed condition

of the release of all the Affghan prisoners

in our hands, it is his lordship's intention to

remove Mahomed Akhbar Khan's family

from Loodiana; and that it is under his

lordship's consideration, whether Mahomed

Akhbar Khan's wife and children should not

be immediately sent to Calcutta, and event

ually to England.”

These documents clear up much of the ap

parent inconsistency and vacillation which

were imputed to the proceedings of the

Government authorities in relation to this

measure by writers in India, and which evi

dently arose from the caution most proper

ly observed by the Governor-General in

guarding his intentions as much as possi

ble from being divulged, and from their oc

casional disclosure by breaches of confi

dence in those who were intrusted with the

secret. Much mischief seems to have been

occasioned by this paltry treachery. Gen

eral Pollock tells Sir Jasper Nicolls, the

Commander-in-Chief, that some person in

his (Sir Jasper's) suite had communicated

a secret of importance to an individual in

the general's camp. General Nott writes

(May 17) to Mr. Maddock: “I will not con

ceal from you that I have, and still may ex

perience much inconvenience, in conse

quenee of the measures directed in your

communications being made public ; the

subject of your letter of the 15th March

was speedily known, even to the Affghan

chiefs, although I have not, up to this mo

ment, made known its contents to my old

and confidential staff; and your communi

cations, now under reply, may possibly be

come equally public, and still more serious

ly injurious.” The Governor-General, in

consequence of these intimations, thought

it necessary “to impress upon every officer

employed in the military or political service

of the Government the necessity of preser

ving absolute secrecy in all matters of a

military nature which may come officially
to his knowledge.” For this caution, cón

veyed in the most inoffensive terms, his

lordship (if we remember rightly) received

the severe reprehension of a portion of the

Indian press.

We cannot take leave of these papers

without remarking upon another instance

of that culpable practice of mutilating and

falsifying official despatches which seems

now to have grown into a system in the

public offices. We pointed out on a former

occasion" the improper liberties taken with

one of Sir Robert Sale's despatches, in

which important passages had been omitted

in the copies published at home. In the

collection before us, we find proof of, per

haps, a more censurable example of similar

mutilation in India. The published extract

from General Pollock's despatch of Octo

ber 13thf concluded thus:

Previous to my departure from Cabool, I de

stroyed with gunpowder the grand bazaar of

that city, called the Chahar Chuttah, built in the

reign of Arungzebe, by the celebrated Ali Mur

dan Khan, and which may be considered to have

been the most frequented part of Cabool, and

known as the grand emporium of this part of

Central Asia. The remains of the late Envo

and Minister had been exposed to public i.

in this bazaar, and my motive in effecting its

destruction has been to impress upon the Aff

É. that their atrocious conduct towards a

ritish functionary has not been suffered to pass

with impunity.

In the extract amongst the papers before

us, the following passage immediately

follows:

• Vol. xxxvii. p. 193, As. Intell. f As. Intell. p. 31.
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A mosque, also, at one end of the bazaar, and

another near the cantonment, filled with vene

tians, otherwise ornamented with European

materials, and designated as the Feringhee

Mosque, to commemorate the events of last

year, have likewise been destroyed.

This attempt to conceal the fact of the

destruction of the mosques is the severest

censure that could be pronounced upon the
aCt.

THE ADVENT BELLS.

From the Dublin University Magazine.

I sat alone, and out upon the night

Gazed from a window, where the light hoar-frost

Had crisped the glade, and to the moving moon

Wove a bright web of smiles; and high, but far,

A long procession of majestic trees

Preserved the shadow of their dignity,

• Though skeletons, and scarcely deigned to move

Before the uncourteous breeze.

Within, my fire

Had died to embers, and the taper's light

Upstarted drowsily from time to time,

And thoughts skimmed silently about my brain,

Alive, but dim. I deemed all men asleep,

Fast as the fawns beneath the tangled oak,

And ſelt a pleasure to be watching there

With heaven upon the slumber of the world.

Unmindful man ' I cried,—'tis well for thee

That there are sentinels who stand before

The everlasting doors, and, spirit-eyed,

Flash through the darkness into Nature's breast

The glance of safety Were it thou alone

Had charge of her, before to-morrow's dawn

The moon might turn to blood, and the set sun

Swerve from th' ecliptic, and the host of heaven

Burst from their bonds, like chargers from the rein,

Abroad into immensity But now

Behold night's hosts revealed ! Across the lawn

(Mistaken oft for fairies) trip light troops

Of guardian spirits ; and on every star

Sits a bright charioteer, and steers his orb

With tranquil speed, flashing a thousand beams

From the blue causeway of the firmament,

Which glance to earth, and there lie quivering, o'er

The frozen plains one instant, ere they die.

Alas for man . . Where all is quick with life,

Must he obey his destiny—and sleep

Just then npon a gust there swept a strain,

So faintly heard, 'twas scarcely more than thought,

Yet full of sweetness—and then died away,

Then rose, and took a tone more definite—

The peal of bells. Yet 1 could scarce believe,

In that secluded place, and silent hour,

Hard upon midnight, there was thought of things

So much in tune with poetry and heaven.

Beyond the lawn, and grove, and many a roof,

The parish church lay far. 'Twas from her tower

The sound leaped forth—and I was fain to muse

What it might mean—when like a flash it sprung

Up to my memory, that the coming stroke

Of midnight ushered in the Advent MoRN.

I closed my shutter, and, ere yet the peal

Had sobered to the solemn stroke of twelve,

Low on my knees, and not without some tears,

Had owned the selfish arrogance of heart,

Which could not stand within God's temple-dome,

But I must bar the door upon mankind,

SERVIA.

A serious difference has arisen, not only be

tween Russia and Turkey, but also between

Russia and Austria, respecting the principality of

Servia. If a look be cast at the frontier lines

and geographical forms of these countries, no

thing can appear so preposterous as the claim of

Russia to dominate in Servia. The mountains

forming the stupendous natural bulwark of Tran

sylvania stretch north of the Danube to no very

considerable distance from its mouth, leaving a

narrow neck of passage between them and the

Black Sea, through which, indeed, Russian

armies may descend to the conquest of.* ;

but such a march on their part must always be

with the permission of the military Power in

possession of the natural fortress of Transylva

nia. Defiant of this, Russian powers and pre

tensions flow through this pass around this bul

wark, and extend up the Danube to Servia,

a country which Austria holds, as it were, in its

hand, which is at its doors, and with which it

might, by the slightest effort, prevent any other

Power from interfering. A foreign Power might

as well dispute the domination of the Isle of

Wight with England, as Russia dispute Servia

with Austria.

Then, the capital of Servia, Belgrade, has be

longed to Austria. She lost it about a century

back by the imbecility of her diplomatists, more

than by the weakness of her arms. Yet Russia

has substituted herselfeven here as protectress of

the Christian population, in lieu of Austria. For

the latter country to suffer this implies that she

has sunk to the condition of a second-rate Power.

Unfortunatelyshe had when Servialiberated itself

from Turkey. Austria was then in the fangs of

Napoleon. The Servians in vain sent deputations

to Vienna. From St. Petersburg alone did they

receive aid and encouragement. The Russian

Court afterwards insured their semi-indepen

dence by treaty.

But Austria, restored to her independence and

to her old territorial preponderance in 1815,

ought naturally to have recovered, at the same

time, her influence over Servia. But Russia

has been a warring, an active, and a.#
Power since that time. Her triumphant marc

across the Balkan has kept up and augmented

her supremacy...And Austria has been thrown

back to the nullity to which Napoleon reduced

her.

Russia insists on preserving unimpaired her

protectorate of Servià. This is the whole secret

of her present diplomatic menaces and efforts;

for ifT. and other Powers can establish

the precedent of effecting a revolution in any of

the principalities by popular insurrection alone,

and that then this is to be accepted as a fait

accompli from the impossibility of Russia or other

Powers marching an army into these principali

ties, then their independence is virtually esta

blished, or the path to it so plainly marked out as

to be much the same thing.

If affairs on the Danube were likely to remain

in statu quo, it would not be of much conse

uence; but it is an undeniable fact that the

hristians of North Turkey have acquired know

ledge and spirit and hope and a degree of union,
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and that at no distant time they will endeavor

to throw off the Turkish yoke. The Turks are

self-banished by their own treaties from the

three principalities still tributary to them. The

three fortresses they hold in Servia would not

resist even a popular attack for a week. . In

Bosina the Tº: still reign as feudal chiefs, but

the late firman, lightening the burdens on the

Christian serfs, shows that there too the Turkish

lords are menaced with the same ejection as that

which ousted them from Servia. Bulgaria itself

is far from tranquil. Prince Michel of Servia

had an understanding with its clergy and with

the principal Christians, which was the cause of

the Porte's having conspired to overthrow him.

But Prince Georgewitsc cannot be passive or

anti-Christian; if he does, he falls. The conse

quence is, that very probable dismemberment

from Turkey of all the provinces north of the

Balkan at no distant day. Who is to inherit

them? The object of Russia is no doubt to pay

Austria with Bosina and Servia as the price of

her liberty, the absorption of the other provinces,

with Bulgaria, by Russia. The western Powers,

on the other hand, must, despite of themselves,

aim at establishing an independent Sclavonian

confederacy on the Danube. Austria wavers;

its hold of Hungary is lessening every day; and

iſ the Czar were to employ his rubles and his

agents in fanning the flame of Magyarism, he

would give the Court of Vienna enough to do

at home to prevent her interfering with Russia

on the Lower Danube.

Austria, for these and many reasons, was

temporising; it had besought Russia to interfere,

when of a sudden the young Sultan, it is not

known by whose counsel, commits an act which

changes the entire nature of the case: Abdel

Medjid sits down and writes a letter to the

Czar, declaring that he was Sovereign of Servia,

has a right to interfere with it, at least so far as

not to allow its throne to be occupied by a Prince

who plots against him, and that he is determined

to maintain the election of Prince Alexander,

nor make the least change or excuse therein.

M. Boutenieſ, the Russian Envoy, refuses to

send so imperative a letter to his Sovereign.

The Turk replies, he may send it or not: he has

had his answer. And here the matter rests. It

is gratifying to see Abdel Medjid show the spirit

of his father Mahmood. But the spirit is dan

gerous without, at least, the means of military

success.-Earaminer.

SONNET.

HERE let me sit, beneath this shady beach,

Screen'd from the fervour of the noonday beam,

And gaze with fondness on those lips, whose speech,

In converse eloquent, like swelling stream,

Pure fron its source, pours forth its silver rill,

And chains the charm'd ear with magic art :

What bliss to know that heaving bosom still

Is the lov'd cradle of this throbbing heart,

Where all my wishes, all my thoughts, my rest,

In weal, in woe l—foretaste of heaven on earth!

What is the world to me, thus truly blest,

Who, in my home, beside my lowly hearth,

Find in the magic of a smile repose,

More than its pomp, its honors, wealth bestows!

A. T. Q.

CHURCH OF SCOTL AND.

Lord CAMPBell, in the English House of

Lords, Friday, March 31, brought forward the

resolutions of which he had given notice, and

entered at some length into the causes that had

Hºl the existing controversy in Scotland.

e was strongly attached to the church of Scot

land; he was reared at the feet of one of its

ministers; but nevertheless he hoped that the

majority of the members of that establishment

would not persevere in their present course. If

they did, they might depend upon it that it

would end in a separation of church and state.

He considered that such a step would be highl

detrimental to the best interests of the churc

of Scotland generally; and so far as his exer

tions could go, he would endeavor, to prevent

such an unfortunate result. The noble lord con

cluded by moving his resolutions, which were

to the effect—That in the opinion of the house,

the church of Scotland as by law established

should be inviolably maintained; that it had

roduced the best effect upon the moral and re

igious character of the people of that country;

that with a view to heal the unha º divisions

at present existing, the demands of the church,

as contained in the papers laid before the house,

should be conceded so far as they may be con

sistently with the welfare of the church, and the

existence of subordination and good govern

ment; and when any measure for correcting the

alleged abuses of patronage, and insuring the

appointment and admission of ministers proper

ly qualified, shall be constitutionally brought

before the house, they will favorably entertain

the same; that the demand of the church of

Scotland, that patronage shall be abolished as a

grievance, is unreasonable and unfounded; and

that the demand to give to the church courts

absolute authority in every case to define their

own jurisdiction, without any power in the civil

courts to interfere, is inconsistent with the per

manent welfare of the church of Scotland, and

ought not to be conceded.—The Earl of ABER

DEEN opposed the resolutions, because he be

lieved their adoption would aggravate the evils

and difficulties with which parliament had to

grapple in dealing with the subject. He believ

ed there were few members of that house who

were not prepared to resist the preposterous pre

tensions put forward by the church. He believ

ed that church had done as much good with the

least expense of any establishment of the kind

in the world. With regard to the question of

patronage, he admitted that it had been a long

time exercised without any complaint or remon

strance, but for his part, he would prefer the

abolition of patronage to the existence of the

veto. When in Scotland he had heard the cry

of “No corn laws,” “No sliding scale,” but he

had heard no cry in favor of non-intrusion—

Lord BroughAM thought those parties who had

set at defiance the supreme courts of judicature

in Scotland, and subsequently the decision of

their lordships' house, were deserving of the

strongest reprehension. He thought their first

duty should be to purge themselves of the oſ

fence they had committed, and then the house

ought to take the subject into its consideration;

but until that was done, he would recommend
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no concession whatever.—The Earl of HADDING

toN opposed the resolutions, as did also Lord

CottenHAM; and after a few words from Lord

CAMPbell in reply, the resolutions were reject

ed without a division, and their lordships ad
journed. Earaminer.

At a meeting of the friends of those profess

ing attachment to the principles of Non-intru

sion in the Church ..". held in the

Waterloo Rooms, Edinburgh, Dr. Chalmers ex

pressed delight at the preparations which were

making for the disruption all over the country.

He was delighted to say there had been receiv

ed in direct contributions to the central fund the

sum of £40,000, and in this he kept out of view

what he thought was the great sheet anchor of

the free Presbyterian church—the associations

which had begun to be formed in various parts

of the country. If they went on as at present

they would raise £150,000—a sum that would

not only support the ejected ministers, but would

extend the Tree Presbyterian church, and cause

it to shoot ahead of all personal delicacies about

the subsistence of ministers. He did not doubt

that in a few years they would cover Scotland

with churches and schools commensurate with

its necessities. Ibid.

The Non-intrusionists go forward with their

preparatives ſor a new secession. The Special

Commission met on Tuesday last week; when

the Deputation to London presented their report.

The Special Commission recorded a minute,

approving of the report and the conduct of the

Commission, and reasserting the reasonable na

ture of the Church's claims. The Church had

always recognized the right of the State to fix

the conditions of their connexion; she believed,

however, that non-intrusion was a fundamental

principle; and she had simply asked for an act

of Parliament carrying out that principle and

protecting her from the interference of the Civil

Courts, except as to civil effects. The claim of

the church had now been conclusively rejected

by the State—

“In these circumstances, the Special Com

mission deem it incumbent upon them to an

nounce to the Church and country, as they now

do with the utmost pain and sorrow, that the

decisive rejection of the Church's claims by the

Government and by Parliamentappears to them

conclusive of the present struggle, and that, in

the judgment of the Commission, nothing re

mains but to make immediate preparation for

the new state of things, which the Church must,

as far as they can see, contemplate as inevitable.

“It is true that the Special Commission have

no power to bring the momentous question to a

final close, but must report their proceedings

to the General Assembly. They feel it, how

ever, to be their duty, in so unprecedented a

crisis, and considering the urgent necessity of

preparing for the event which must be anticipa

ted as then likely to occur, to give forth now

their deliberate judgment in regard to it, and to

warn the Church and people of Scotland, that,

so far as the Commission can see, no course will

be left for the Assembly, or for those who hold

sacred the principles now at issue, to adopt, but

to relinquish the benefits of the Establish

ment.”

A public meeting was held next day in the

Waterloo Rooms; at which Mr. Fox Maule,

M. P., Mr. Campbell, M. P., Mr. Sheriff Mon

teath, Dr. Gordon, Dr. Chalmers, Dr. Candish,

Dr. Cunningham, and other leaders of the party,

were present. Mr. Maule was chosen to preside.

In an energetic speech, he observed, that they

had the final answer of Government on two

points: Sir Robert Peel declared that he would

not consent to the Church's claim, because if ad

mitted on the North side of the Tweed it would

spring up on the South; and Sir James Graham

said, that he would not give that, without which,

the House of Commons could not change the

law, the consent of the Crown. The time for

advocacy had passed, and Mr. Maule, came

there to associate himself with them in the

great cause of national liberty both civil and re

ligious. The Rev. Dr. Candish, who spoke at

some length, declared that nothing was left for

them but earnest, vigorous, and systematic pre

parations for the institution of the Free Presby

terian Church of Scotland: whether with or

without the Queen's Commission, they would

have a free Assembly in May.

“God grant, that immediately thereafter we

may be able to show what the free Gospel is

which a free Assembly are prepared to give

forth. We shall, indeed, cultivate in our own

districts; we shall have stated congregations,

with stated elders and ministers; but we shall

have our tours of preaching too—our visits to all

corners of the land; and I believe that yet, by

God's blessing on our free and faithful preach

ings, in the highways and hedges, in barns and

stables, in saw-pits and tents, we shall yet re

generate Scotland, and have multitudes of those

who are now perishing for lack of knowledge to

listen to the glad tidings of salvation. Oh! this

will be a blessed reward for all our agitation.”

The meeting was also addressed by Mr.

Campbell of Monzie, Dr. Gordon, and Dr. Chal

mers. They assembled again in the evening,

the Lord Provost in the chair, and heard more

speeches. Thanks were voted to Mr. Fox

Maule and their supporters in the House of

Commons.

The Reverend James M*Farlane, minister

of Muiravonside, has withdrawn from the Con

vocation, because they refused to accept a set

tlement on the principle of the liberum arbitri

unt.

Burred village.—The continental papers fur

nish several heads of information interesting to

archaeologists. The JArmoricain gives the parti

culars of a remarkable discovery resulting from

the recent gales. A complete mountain of sand

has been displaced on the coast at Crozon, and

the casualty has exposed to view the remains of a

village, with its church and surrounding cemetery.

The oldest inhabitant of the country retains no

tradition which can have reference to this sea-Her

culaneum.—Ibid
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THE PHILOSOPHY OF SOCRATES,

From the British and Foreign Review.

1. The Memorabilia of Xenophon, translated

by several hands.

2. The Comedies of Aristophanes. By T.

Mitchell, A. M.

The school of Socrates and the teaching

of Christ,-morals and religion,-great and

venerable names, we desire to do justice to

each . We detest the Frenchman’s anti

christian sneer, and answer it by pointing

to the deeds of Clarkson and Wilberforce,

a practical answer which cannot be gain

sayed. English philosophers and states.

men, it appears, may question, or, to speak

more correctly, deny the moral claims of

Socrates, and no one answers. It is, at

least, bold and daring. They put their

own character for knowledge and fairness

on its trial. We desire that truth may

P. If the name of Socrates has been

auded more than it deserves, let the

wreath be taken from his honored brow—

detur digniori, to Bacon or to Bentham.

But if hasty and irreverent hands have

been laid on a sacred head, sacred for

piety, morality and public principle,

sacred to philosophy, and not disowned

by science,—then ſº those irreverent

hands be as openly withdrawn as they

have been put forth. Let his modern ac

cusers express regret for having spoken

lightly and slightingly of his philosophy.

The great names of Bacon and Bentham

would be tarnished, their philosophy, if

not their science, would be called in ques

tion, could it be supposed that they would

not recommend restitution and penitence

for wrong done.

We need not be told that to express

doubt or disbelief of the moral claims of a

heathen, be he philosopher or statesman,

is popular with a large and influential party.

Such mystifications, we suppose they must

be called, are thought to establish the doc

trines of original sin and human corruption

more firmly. Alas! these doctrines need

no such false support. They may more

safely be rested on the fact that the many

require and the few yield such poor com

pliances, than on doubting or denying the

moral claims of Socrates.

But, it will be urged, our learned univer

sities, the supposed guardians of the mighty

dead of Greece and Rome, silently permit

these assertions to be made ;-nay, that

their more celebrated scholars, when they

write about Socrates, give their counte

nance to the learned men of foreign coun

tries who have raised doubts about his

character and philosophy; and that all this

is in agreement with the fact that that phi

losophy is very insufficiently studied in our

universities.

A scholar of whom England may be

proud has urged the claims" of that portion

of ancient history which includes the pe

riod of Socrates upon the especial atten

tion of our own times, on the ground that

the history of Thucydides exhibits a great

example of the very evils, political and

moral (we add religious also), which are

threatening ourselves. We would ask

scholars and historians whether the phi

losophy of those times does not come home

to our business and bosoms quite as closely

as its history. If Thucydides exhibits the

very diagnosis of our own case, Socrates

no less certainly indicates what, mutatis

mutandis, should be its treatment. If the

one shows our danger, the other points out

our means of escape. And though we may

regret that the reviewer of Bacon and the

editor of Bentham have spoken of Socrates

in a manner so slighting, as to indispose

their readers from any serious inquiry into

his philosophy, and consequently into the

remedies he recommends, yet if we suc

ceed in proving that they have spoken

lightly, and inconsiderately, rhetorically

and ad captandum vulgus, we will hope

that their names may do more towards

giving interest to the question, than their

opinions obstruct its fair consideration.

The reviewer of Bacon contrasts a fool

ish dictum of Seneca, “Non est, inquam,

instrumentorum ad usus necessarios opifex,

philosophiat,” with what he sets forth as

the very motto of Bacon's philosophy,

“dignitatem ingenii et nominis mei, si quae

sit, sapius sciens et volens projicio, dum

commodis humanis inserviami,” and then

arrives at his conclusion, rather more rhe

torically, we think, than logically, (for he

takes no notice of the peculiar wants of

the different periods, and the consequently

different objects of philosophy in each,) in

the following words: “The spirit which

appears in the passage of Seneca to which

we have referred, tainted the whole body

of the ancient philosophy, from the time

of Socrates downwards; and took posses

sion of intellects with which that of Seneca

cannot, for a moment, be compared. It

pervades the Dialogues of Plato. It may

* See Notes in the first vol. of Dr. Arnold’s Thu

cydides.

t “Philosophy is no inventor of machines for

everyday wants.”

t “I willingly sacrifice the dignity of my genius

and reputation, if I have any, whenever I can pro

mote men's comforts.”
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be distinctly traced in many parts of the

works of Aristotle. Bacon has dropped

hints from which it may be inferred, that

in his opinion the prevalence of this feel

ing was in a great measure to be attributed

to the influence of Socrates. Our great

countryman evidently did not consider the

revolution which Socrates effected in phi

losophy as a happy event; and he con

stantly maintained that the earlier Greek

speculators, Democritus in particular, were,

on the whole, superior to their more cele

brated successors.-Assuredly,” continues

the reviewer of Bacon, “if the tree which

Socrates planted, and Plato watered, is to

be judged by its flowers and leaves, it is

the noblest of trees. But if we take the

homely test of Bacon, if we judge of the

tree by its fruits, our opinion of it may

perhaps be less favorable. We are forced

to say with Bacon, that this celebrated

philosophy ended in nothing but disputa

tion”.” If this be so, it was indeed a most

impotent conclusion to a swelling prologue.

But we shall see.

Having passed this sweeping condem

nation on the philosophy of Greece, and

especially on the philosophy of Socrates,

the reviewer of Bacon proceeds to com

pare Bacon's views on some important

questions with those of Plato, in order to

establish the above bold assertion. We

object in limine to the selection. We

would not have the philosophy of Socrates

estimated by the theories of Plato. In a

fairer spirit, when speaking of “Aristotle

and his philosophy,” the reviewer of Bacon

says, “Many of the great reformers treated

the peripatetic philosophy with contempt,

and spoke of Aristotle as if Aristotle had

been answerable for the dogmas of Thomas

Aquinast.” Let this fair remark be car

ried out in the case of Socrates, and let

him not be made answerable for the dog

mas of Plato, unless these can be brought

home to him on less questionable evidence.

For were we to make him answer for all

that Plato puts into his mouth, we should

make him the propounder of some things

so abominable, and of others so ridiculous,

as to be obviously at variance, not only

with his sound principles and good sense,

but with his declared opinions. It would

be just as fair to take our estimate of his

philosophy from the audacious buffoonery

of Aristophanes as from the wilder theories

of Plato, though Plato puts these, as he

puts all his theories, into the mouth of

Socrates.

* Edinburgh Review, No. 132, p. 67.

t Page 72.]

In estimating his character and philoso

phy we must check each of his biographers

by the other. Xenophon had a simple and

deep reverence for his master in virtue,

and records facts and opinions with scru

pulous fidelity. Plato had great admiration

for his master in philosophy, yet makes

him the medium of propounding his own

theories. Though we might expect him

to communicate thoughts and theories to

the discursive and enthusiastic Plato which

he might never think of propounding to

the less speculative and imaginative Xeno

phon, still there are theories put by Plato

into the mouth of Socrates, which do not

harmonize with his prudence and temper

ance, not to say purity of character and

elevation of principle, and which, there.

fore, require us to examine them by all the

evidence we can derive from Xenophon

and Aristotle, and to compare them with

other parts of his philosophy as set forth

by Plato, and so to decide whether they do

not flow from something idiosyncrasic in

the character, objects and connections of

Plato, rather than from the head or heart

of his master.

Thus the theory of a community of wo

men is utterly unlike the prudence, ten

perance, purity and good sense of Socrates.

Some of its details are so absurd, as to be

as irreconcilable with good sense and

keen humor, as with some of his declared

opinions on such subjects. When, on the

other hand, we remember the constitution,

manners and morals of Plato's Sicilian, not

to say his Grecian patrons, and the temp

tation these must have held out to Plato io

provide them with inducements to give his

politics a hearing and a trial; and when we

add to all this the hints he had picked up

from his priestly friends in Egypt as to the

conveniences to be afforded to a standing

army" by a people amongst whom it was

to live at free quarters; and when we far

ther bear in mind that Socrates is the organ

through which Plato (a speculatist in reli

gion, in morals, and in politics,) propounds

all his theories, we think there will remain

little difficulty in the suum cuique tribuito

of the instance in question. The modicum,

or rather modiculum of doubt which may

still remain, whether the celebrated theory

* The Reverend author of the “Subaltern" sug.

gests as a cure for what he states respecting the

wide-spread profligacy of Prussia, the establish

ment of a national church. We will take leave to

ask, whether the suppression of a standing army

might not be as wise a measure. Any system of

celibataires, whether monastic or militant, tends to

the injury of sound principle, and the introduction

of bad practices.
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of a community of women belongs altoge

ther to Plato, (at least does not belong at

all to Socrates,) will be entirely removed

when we come to consider the known opin

ions of Socrates on such subjects. Indeed,

we have only started this question in order

to draw attention to the manifest unfair

ness of estimating his philosophy by the

theories of Plato.

Again, in reference to the manner of

Socrates, both in teaching and conversing,

and, generally, in .# intercourse, we

must remember that if Plato was a verita

ble Ionian, easy, flowing, graceful, sensi

tive, imaginative and full of discourse,

Xenophon, on the other hand, was, not in

deed a veritable Dorian, but certainly much

more than an affecter, even in the best

sense of the expression, of the simplicity

and brevity, of the practicalness and com

mon sense, of the Doric character. But if

the calmness of Xenophon's nature, the

simplicity of his tastes, the coldness of his

imagination, and the watchfulness of his

prudence, (especially when viewing with

reverence his master in virtue, gone to his

tomb, and become an object almost of he

roic worship,) may have caused him to fall

short of the joyous abandon and free er

cursus of a bolder mind and a warmer

heart than his own, (and we believe there

never was a bolder mind nor a warmer

heart, united to a sounder prudence and a

keener sagacity, and a more entire absence

of all sentiment and affectation, than that of

Socrates,) yet even these very defects fit

ted him to be a check upon the copious

ness, imaginativeness and freedom, not to

say license, of Plato; especially, when it

is farther remembered that Plato's report

of Socrates is evidently, from beginning to

end, not only a beau ideal, but Plato's beau

ideal, if not of the philosophic character,

at least of the character, manners and prin

ciples of Socrates. We therefore again

repeat, that in estimating his character and

philosophy, and even his manner of teach

ing, we must check each of his biographers

by the other; and that, for the reasons we

have assigned, Xenophon himself a dis

ciple, and not the founder of a school,

must be considered the higher authority

whenever their witnesses disagree, unless

there be some especial reason for making

an exception to this rule; lastly, when

their evidence agrees, the genius of Plato

may be admitted to give spirit and effect to

what Xenophon more coldly, even when

more correctly, represents.

The Memorabilia of Xenophon is a pos

session for all time; for the noble simpli

city of the style is worthy of the purit

and soundness of the principles. i.
who can mark without admiration the

strong sense, the good feeling, the high

principles and the right practices of this

book It bears the same ratio to the Dia

logues of Plato, that the practical teaching

of the Gospels does to the doctrinal teach

ing of the Epistles. He who runs may

read. It was a great service which So

crates rendered his countrymen. He clear

ed the foundations of religion and morals

from whatever was obscuring and under

mining them. He exhibited these founda

tions in all their strength, and showed that

principles and conduct may be safely rested

upon them. The very characteristic of

Socrates' philosophy is the grand simplicity

of a Doric temple. He states the great

principles of religion and morals, and poli

tics, so clearly and convincingly, that every

one must understand, and no one can deny.

The sincerity of the manner is equal to the

truth of the matter. And to all this must

be added a genial warmth of feeling,

whether it be shown in deep reverence for

God, or in hearty love to man, which it is

impossible to resist; for whilst Socrates

states truth so convincingly as to compel

assent, he urges it so kindly as to win con

viction.

It is obvious that the first two chapters

of the Memorabilia contain Xenophon's

“Apology for Socrates,” and that the Apo

logia commonly attributed to Xenophon,

should be rejected as superfluous, even if it

were less manifestly an awkward compila

tion from the pages of the Memorabilia.

We may compare the Apology which Xe

nophon writes in defence of his master's

fame after his death, with the Apology

which Plato makes him speak at his trial;

the plain earnestness of Xenophon's man

ner when writing in his master's defence

with the playful irony (in Socrates perfect

ly and admirably and wonderfully compati

ble with the clearest manifestation of an

earnest sincerity of purpose) which Plato

makes Socrates use when compelled to

speak in his own defence. Each composi

tion has the reality which befits it. But for

the pseudo-Apology attributed to Xeno

phon, even if Socrates could have stolen it

from pages not then written, (for it is obvi

ous which is the original,) he could not have

had the assurance to praise himself so flat

ly, not even if he had complicated the blun

er, by attributing these platitudes to the

oracle of Apollo.

Observe the simple earnestness of the

opening sentence of the Memorabilia. “I
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have often wondered by what arguments

the accusers of Socrates could persuade

the Athenians that he had behaved in such

a manner as to deserve death ; for the ac

cusation preferred against him was to this

effect:—Socrates is criminal, inasmuch as

he acknowledgeth not the Gods whom the

republic holds sacred, but introduceth other

and new deities: he is likewise criminal,

because he corrupteth the youth.”

Such a charge, grave at all times, was a

capital accusation then. Led into the Pelo

ponnesian war by the deep designs of the

pilosophical and innovating Pericles; hur

ried into the disastrous war with Sicily by

the vast ambition of the irreligious and

profligate Alcibiades; drawn forward by the

train of events this new policy had set in

motion to the fatal defeat of Ægos Potami,

and the consequent ruin of the constitution

under Critias and the Thirty Tyrants, no

wonder that the people of Athens, when

they had freed themselves from that tyran

nic oligarchy, felt sick of the innovating

policy which had caused such a series of

disasters, and longed to return from the

philosophy of Pericles, the impiety of Alci

biades, and the injustice of Critias, into the

old paths of religion and morality. Under

such circumstances the accusation we have

recorded was brought against Socrates.

Was he, or had he been, in fault 1 Could

the progress of innovation, impiety, and

profligacy, be fairly charged upon him

It is impossible to answer this question with

out glancing at the state of religion in

Greece.

On what did the popular religion of

Greece rest ? On the noble images of Ho

mer, supported by solemn mysteries. We

must remember (however difficult it may

be for us to realize the fact to our minds)

that Homer was the Old Testament of

Greece; and that the belief and rites set

forth in the Iliad and Odyssey were in fact

the faith and worship, under two modes of

acceptation, of Greece and of her colonies.

Indeed whoever will read Homer in a sim

ple and earnest spirit (and if he do not read

in that spirit, his admiration will be affect

ed, and only his weariness will be real,)

will find no difficulty in clearly distinguish

ing the popular belief from the secret wis

dom contained, for example, in the first

book of the Iliad. He will feel that in the

godlike forms of Jupiter and Apollo, Juno

and Minerva, was found all that the idola

trous worship of a simple age required;

whilst Agamemnon, and Nestor, and Achilles

were adequate models for human imitation

of an excellence considered half divine.

He will perceive that knowledge short of

initiation would suggest vague ideas of the

secret meaning of this hieroglyphic wri

ting ; exhibiting Jupiter the supreme god

of air, the lord of life and intellect, united

to Juno, the principle of matter, the recipi

ent of forms, in no very harmonious or dig

nified bonds, the perfect with the imperfect.

Respecting secondary causes and minister

ing spirits, why the goddess of wisdom

should be the daughter of intellect, why the

god of war should be the son of matter, or

why the god of fire and its arts should be

the imperfect offspring of both parents, will

be perceived to be myths of no very diffi

cult solution. Nor would it require any

very deep knowledge of the application of

metaphorical language to physics and me

taphysics, to understand the rationale of

uniting in the character of Apollo physical

light with intellectual illumination; or to

explain why the god of light and heat

should, in calling forth droughts and pesti

lence, be set forth as more favorable to

the native than to the crusading foreigner.

Here, then, was a system of idolatrous wor

ship and mysterious wisdom, sufficient for

the childhood of civilization ; for it is not

difficult to conceive that the idolater might

prostrate his body before the form, and the

mystic might bow his intellect before the

meaning, and both might unite in a worship

of rites and ceremonies, in which the states

man, poet, priest, and diviner, would each

find his fitting place, and would exercise an

influence more or less in accordance with

the designs of the legislator.

But it was impossible that the end of

these things should not come. To such a

system, half truth and half falsehood, half

piety and half superstition, half expedient

and half mischievous, half belief and half

scepticism, the poet himself was a danger

ous ally; and we pass rapidly from the

pious reverence of Homer to the free stric

tures of Pindar, from the bold censures of

AEschylus to the serious indignation of Eu

ripides, from the audacious ridicule of Aris

tophanes (with the open impiety of Alcibi

ades as a practical commentary) to the phi

losophic contempt of Lucian and of the

world. What a different picture of belief

and worship, of faith and practice, do Ho

mer and Aristophanes exhibit ! For we

may be assured that the religious farces of

Aristophanes were as destructive of all se

rious religious impression in their day, as

if our own theatres should present our an

cient mysteries in the guise of wild and lu

dicrous pantomimes. Let any one turn

from the eleventh book of the Odyssey to
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the Frogs of Aristophanes, or pass onward

from the Jove of Homer, sitting in lonely

majesty and shaking Olympus with his nod,

to the Jupiter of Aristophanes, as approach

ed, not by the glancing Iris, or the winged

Mercury, but by Trygaeus mounted upon a

beetle; or let him contemplate the gods of

Olympus cheated out of the fumes of their

sacrifices by the Birds, and he will see that

such bold farces" prepared the way for the

contemptuous wit of Lucian, by turning the

gods of Homer into the Punch and Judy of

a classical show-box. And yet Mr. Mitchell

and his German authorities would have us

receive Aristophanes as a genuine Puseyite

of the olden time, earnestly bent, good man,

on restoring the primitive belief, and pure

worship and strict discipline of Homer.

But more of this anon.

Under these circumstances of daily in

creasing scepticism, irreligion and impiety,

what was the conduct of Socrates ? Lis

ten to the indignant answer Xenophon

makes to the accusation he records; and

say if there is not sincerity and truth in

every word of it.

“Now as to the first of these accusations,—

that he acknowledged not the gods whom the

republic held sacred,—what proof could the

bring of this, since it was manifest that he often

sacrificed, both at home and on the common al

tars 7 Neither was it in secret that he made use

of divination; it being a thing well known among

the people, that Socrates should declare that his

genius gave him frequent intimations of the fu

ture; whence, principally, as it seems to me, his

accusers imputed to him the crime of introducing

new deities. But surely herein Socrates intro

duced nothing newer or more strange than any

other, who, placing confidence in divination,

made use of auguries, and omens, and symbols,

and sacrifices. For these men suppose not that

the birds, or persons they meet unexpectedly,

know what is good for them ; but that the gods,

by their means, give certain intimations of the

future to those who apply themselves to divina

tion. And the same also was his opinion, only

with this difference, that whilst the greatest part

say they are persuaded or dissuaded by the

flights of birds, or some accidental occurrence,

Socrates, on the contrary, so asserted concern

ing these matters, as he knew them from an in

ternal consciousness; declaring it was his genius

from whom he received his information. And,

in consequence of these significations, (commu

nicated, as he said, by his genius,) Socrates

* Even Mr. Mitchell allows that “the character

of the heathen divinities is generally treated with

sufficient freedom by Aristophanes” (p. 121); and

in another passage speaks of Aristophanes as hold

ing “all the superstitious ceremonies of the heathen

religion in contempt” (p.64); yet in the whole tone

of his criticisms he praises this Aristophanes for

“imputing atheistical opinions in common to Socra

tes and Diagoras” (p. 93). Dat veniam corvis—vex

at censura columbas.

would frequently forewarn his friends what

might be well for them to do, and what to for

bear; and such as were guided by his advice,

found their advantage in so doing, while those

who neglected it had no small cause for repen

tance.”—Memorabilia, book i. chap. 1.

Respecting that part of the above answer

which speaks of Socrates sacrificing on the

public altars, it is plain that he employed

the rites of his country, in public and in pri

vate, as an outward expression of his own

deep and rational piety, which, as it could

“see God in storms and hear him in the

wind,” with the barbarian, and could wor

ship Him in the classic rites and ceremo

nies of the Greek, so he recognized the

Divine Voice most distinctly in the clear

inferences of a sound reason, and in the

warning accents of a healthful conscience.

And so great was the prudence he derived

from that sound reason, and so right was

the conduct he practiced at the suggestion

of that healthful conscience, that “such as

were guided by his advice found their ad

vantage in so doing;” or, in other words,

they found that what is reasonable and con

scientious, what is true and sincere, is ever,

in the long run, expedient also.

In complying with the rites of his coun

Y|try, Socrates avoided her superstitions.

The rite of sacrifice, so simple and natural

that it harmonises with all and any religious

truth, required to be guarded against a

great abuse, and against this he warned his

countrymen.

“When he sacrificed, he feared not his offer

ing would fail of acceptance in that he was poor;

but giving according to his ability, he doubted

not, but, in the sight of the gods, he equalled

those men whose gifts and sacrifices overspread

the whole altar. For Socrates always reckoned

upon it as a most indubitable truth, that the ser

vice paid the Deity by the pure and pious soul

was the most grateful service.

“When he prayed his petition was only this,

—that the gods would give to him those things

that were good. And this he did, forasmuch as

they alone knew what was good for man. But

he who should ask for gold or silver, or increase

of dominion, acted not, in his opinion, more wise

ly than one who should pray for theº
to fight, or game, or anything of the like nature;

the consequence whereofbeing altogether doubt

ful, might turn, for aught he knew, not a little to

his disadvantage.”—Memorabilia, book i.chap. 3.

It was more difficult for the philosopher

either innocently to comply with, or safely

to oppose that part of the popular religion

which related to oracles and omens. Soc

rates appears to have done what was possi

ble, and what therefore was best, towards

ultimately correcting this great evil.

“He likewise asserted, that the science of di

vination was necessary for all such as would
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vern, successfully, either cities or private fami

ies; for although he thought every one might

choose his own way of life, and afterwards, by

his industry, excel therein, (whether architec

ture, mechanics, agriculture, superintending the

laborer, managing the finances, or practising the

art of war,) yet even here, the gods, he would

say, thought proper to reserve to themselves, in

alſ these things, the knowledge of that part of

them which was of the most importance, since

he who was the most careful to cultivate his

field, could not know, of a certainty, who should

reap the fruit of it.

“Socrates, therefore, esteemed all those as no

other than madmen, who, excluding the Deity,

referred the success of their designs to nothing

higher than human prudence. He likewise

thought those not much better who had recourse

to divination on every occasion, as if a man was

to consult the oracle whether he should give the

reins of his chariot into the hands of one igno

rant or well versed in the art of driving, or place

at the helm of his ship a skilful or unskilful pilot.

“He also thought it a kind of impiety to im

portune the gods with our inquiries concerning

things of which we may gain the knowledge by

number, weight, or measure ; it being, as it

seemed to him, incumbent on man to make him

self acquainted with whatever the gods had

placed within his power: as for such things as

were beyond his comprehension, for these he

ought always to apply to the oracle; the gods

being ever ready to communicate knowledge to

those whose care had been to render them propi

tious.”—Memorabilia, book i. chap. 1.

When we recollect the sagacity of those

who directed the oracles, we shall under.

stand the prudence of consultiug them in

such cases.

Respecting the system of belief, which

we call the Heathen Mythology, the legis

lators of Greece had the wisdom and the

charity not to require open and definite

professions, but left every one free to inter

ret the letter of Homer in the spirit in

which he could most conscientiously accept

it, so long as he neither attacked the popular

belief, nor divulged the solemn mysteries.

Socrates not being called upon for a pub

lic declaration of opinion on these points,

appears to have acted with a prudence

which let no man call timidity; remember

ing that not his life only, but his usefulness,

depended on his discretion. Between

the rites of his country, which might be

made the outward signs of a pure piety,

and the belief of his more superstitious

countrymen, against which reason and con

science could not but protest, Socrates ap

pears to have made a clear distinction, and

to have acted reverently towards the Rites,

and cautiously towards the Belief of his

country.

“And first, with respect to sacred rites and

institutions. In these things it was ever his

Wol. II. No. II. 14

practice to approve himself a strict observer of

the answer the Pythian priestess gives to all

who inquire the proper manner of sacrificing to

the gods, or paying honors to deceased ancestors.

“Follow,” saith the god, ‘the custom of your

country:’ and therefore Socrates, in all those

exercises of his devotion and piety, confined

himself altogether to what he saw practised by

the republic; and to his friends he constantly

advised the same thing, saying it only savored

of vanity and superstition in all those who did

otherwise.”—Memorabilia, book i. chap. 3.

Such was the reverence with which So

crates regarded the Rites of his country;

let us now consider the caution with which

he spoke of her Belief. The “Memorabilia”

supplies us with a passage, the full force of

which may be gathered from an oft-quoted

dictum in the “Phaedrus’’ of Plato.

“It was frequent with him to say, between

jest and earnest, that he doubted not its being

with charms like these (temptations to intem

perance) that Circe turned the companions of

Ulysses into swine; while the hero himself, be

ing admonished by Mercury, and from his ac

customed temperance refusing to taste the en

chanting cup, happily escaped the shameful

transformation.”—Memorabilia, book i. chap. 3.

“But for my own part, Phaedrus,” (Sociates

is speaking in the Dialogue of that name,) “I

consider interpretations of this kind as pleasant

enough, but at the same time, as the province

of a man vehemently curious and laborious, and

not entirely happy; and this for no other reason

than because, aſter such an explanation, it is

necessary ſor him to correct the shape of the

Centaurus, and Chimaera. And, besides this, a

crowd of Gorgons and Pegasuses will pour upon

him for an exposition of this kind, and of certain

other prodigious natures, immense both in mul

titude and novelty; all of which, if any one, not

believing in their literal meaning, should draw

to a probable sense, employing for this purpose

a certain rustic wisdom, he will stand in need of

a most abundant leisure. . With respect to my

self indeed, I have not leisure for such an un

dertaking; and this because I am not yet able,

according to the Delphic precept, to know my

self. But it appears to me to be ridiculous,

while I am yet ignorant of this, to speculate on

things foreign from the knowledge of myself.

Hence, bidding farewell to these, and being per

suaded in the opinion I have just now mentioned

respecting them, I do not contemplate these but

myself, considering whether I am not a wild

beast, possessing more folds than Typhon, and

far more raging and fierce, or whether I am a

more mild and simple animal, naturally partici

pating of a certain divine and modest condi

tion.”—Plato's Phaedrus : Taylor's Translation.

If it was dangerous at all times to meddle

with such questions in an inquiring spirit,

it was hopeless at that time to attempt any

canon of criticism on which all might

agree, and by which truth might be attain

ed. The first would have ended in banish

ment or death; the other would have led to
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endless disputations. Yet it cannot be

doubted that Socrates was aware that a

philosopher had to reform, as well to com

ply with, both the creed and the rites of his

country, if he desired to promote the reli

gious, moral and political welfare of his

countrymen. For whether Socrates did or

did not give public utterance to the bold

opinions on these subjects which Plato puts

into his mouth, both in the seventh book of

the “Republic,” and in the convincing and

amusing dialogue entitled “Euthyphron,”

it is obvious that all the remarks there made,

on the demoralizing tendencies and mani

fest absurdities of the superstitions of

Greece, are true to the very letter, and

must have been well known to Socrates.

Indeed, had Socrates done nothing more

than conform to the rites and submit to the

creed of his country, we should have felt

little respect for the purity of his piety or

for the soundness of his religion. But we

have already seen the wholesome restric

tions and limitations he attempted to intro

duce respecting sacrifice, divination and

prayer; and the passage in Plato's “Phae

drus,” taken in connexion with incidental

remarks in the “Memorabilia,” is suffi

ciently intelligible respecting his real esti

mate of the mythological fables of Greece.

But waving such discussions, as at that time

more dangerous than profitable, (Plato, we

shall find, afterwards entered boldly upon

this discussion, and that not in the best

spirit, either of doubting or of believing,

and put both his skepticisms and his mys

ticisms into the mouth of Socrates,) the

Socrates of Xenophon is described as labor

ing most earnestly and conscientiously to

establish principles of religious belief, un

tainted either by superstition or skepticism,

which might become rallying-points for the

reformation of religion, not in Greece only

nor in those times alone, but throughout

the whole world to the end of all time.

Let us first examine his opinions on the

great question which separates Atheism

from Theism, Materialism from Religion;

and let us then ask, Is this the philosopher

accused by Aristophanes of superseding

primitive piety by atheistic speculations,"

and introducing a physical vortex in the

place of an intelligent Creator 1 Happily

we have so clear an account, not only of

* Mr. Mitchell tells us (p. 93) that Aristophanes'

“imputing atheistical opinions,” or “contempt for

the religious rites of his country,” to Socrates, was

“unquestionably one of the heaviest blows the poet

has dealt him;” because “how far it was de

served must now be a matter of uncertainty.” This

is discharging the duty of an editor to his author

most unscrupulously.

Socrates' latter opinions, but of his earlier

speculations on this great question, that we

can repel at once the accusations of Aris

tophanes and the hints and hesitations of

Mr. Mitchell.

As the dialogue with Aristodemus is one

of the most precious remains of antiquity,

whether we consider the importance of the

subject-matter, the admirable manner of

treating it, or the authority of the teacher,

we are unwilling to detract from its full ef.

fect by the least curtailment. If the reader

will compare the argument with the cele

brated opening chapter of Paley’s “Natu

ral Theology,” he will see how solid and

broad a foundation Socrates supplied to the

Christian teacher. He will also see what

little fairness is shown by the clever author

of the “Dontology,” when he speaks upon

this subject.

“Two things,” says Dr. Bowring, “are there

(viz. as component parts of the summum bonum),

two separate things, and these separate things

are synonymous with ‘the idea of good,’ the

sight of God and the enjoyment of God. The

God of Christianity, the God of the Bible—this

cannot be, for he is not to be seen—he is invisi

ble. What can, indeed, he meant by the God
of the Platonists and Academics 7 which of their

gods, as they were all heathens and had gods

by thousands—which of them did they ever en

joy!”—Dontology, vol. i. p. 43.

As the god of Plato was the god of So

crates, and as Dr. Bowring has confounded

Socrates and Plato together, “as talking

nonsense under pretence of teaching wis

dom,’ we will show him, in the very words

of Socrates, what was meant.

“I will now relate the manner in which I once

heard Socrates discoursing with Aristodemus

surnamed the Little, concerning the Deity. For

observing that he neither prayed nor sacrificed

to the gods, but, on the contrary, ridiculed and

laughed at those who did, he said to him,

“Tell me Aristodemus, is there any whom

you admire on account of his merit 7 Aristode

mus having answered ‘Many,’—Name some of

them, I pray you. I admire, said Aristodemus,

Homer for his Epic poetry, Melanippides for

his dithyrambics, Sophocles fori. , Poly

cletes for statuary, and Xeuxis for painting.

“But which seems to you most worthy of ad

miration, Aristodemus ;-the artist who forms

images void of motion and intelligence; or one

who hath the skill to produce animals that are

endued not only with activity but understand

ing?—The latter, there can be no doubt, replied

Aristodemus, provided the production was not

the effect of chance, but of wisdom and contriv

ance.--But since there are many things, some

of which we can easily see the use of, while we

cannot say of others to what purpose they were

produced, which of these, Aristodemus, do you

suppose the work of wisdom 7–It should seem
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the most reasonable to affirm it of those, whose

fitness and utility are so evidently apparent.

“But it is evidently apparent that He who at

the beginning made man, endued him with

senses because they were good for him; eyes

wherewith to behold whatever was visible;

and ears to hear whatever was to be heard.

For say, Aristodemus, to what purpose should

odors be prepared, if the sense of smelling had
been denied ? or why the distinctions of bitter

and sweet, of savory and unsavory, unless a

palate had been likewise given, conveniently

placed to arbitrate between them and declare

the difference Is not that Providence, Aristo

demus, in a most eminent manner conspicuous,

which, because the eye of man is so delicate in

its contexture hath therefore prepared eyelids

like doors, whereby to secure it; which extend

of themselves whenever it is needful, and again

close when sleep approaches 2 Are not these

§: provided as it were with a fence on the

edge of them, to keep off the wind and guard

the eye? Even the eyebrow itself is not with

out its office, but, as a penthouse, is prepared

to turn off the sweat, which falling from the

ſorehead might enter and annoy that no less

tender than astonishing part of us. Is it not to be

admired that the ears should take in sounds of

every sort, and yet are not too much filled by

them 2 That the fore-teeth of the animal should

be formed in such a manner as is evidently best

suited for the cutting of its food, as those on the

side for grinding it to pieces ! That the mouth,

through which this food is conveyed, should be

placed so near the nose and eyes as to prevent

the passing unnoticed whatever is unfit for

nourishment; while nature, on the contrary,

hath set at a distance, and concealed from the

senses, all that might disgust or any way offend

them 7 And canst thou still doubt, Aristodemus,

whether a disposition of parts like this should

be the work of chance, or of wisdom and con

trivance 7 I have no longer any doubt, replied

Aristodemus ; and, indeed, the more I consider

it, the more evident it appears to me, that man

must be the masterpiece of some great artificer;

carrying along with it infinite marks of the love

and favor of Him who hath thus formed it.

“And what thinkest thou, Aristodemus, ofthat

desire in the individual which leads to the con

tinuance of the species? Of that tenderness

and affection in the female towards her young,

so necessary for its preservation ? Of that un

remitted love of life, and dread of dissolution,

which take such strong possession of us ſrom

the moment we begin to be 2 I think of them,

answered Aristodemus, as so many regular oper

ations of the same great and wise Artist, deliber

ately determining to preserve what he hath

Inacle.

“But, farther (unless thou desirest to ask

me questions), seeing, Aristodemus, thou thyselſ

art conscious of reason and intelligence, suppos

est thou there is no intelligence elsewhere ?

Thou knowest thy body to be a small part of

that wide extended earth, which thou every

where beholdest: the moisture contained in it,

thou also knowest to be a small portion of that

mighty mass of waters, whereof seas themselves

are but a part, while the rest of the elements

contribute out of their abundance to thy forma

tion. It is the soul then alone, that intellectual

art of us, which is to come to thee by some

ucky chance, ſron I know not where. If

so be, there is indeed no intelligence else

where: and we must be forced to conſess, that

this stupendous universe, with all the various

bodies contained therein—equally, amazing,

whether we consider their magnitude or num

ber, whatever their use, whatever their order

all have been produced, not by intelligence, but

by chance 1–It is with difficulty that I can sup

!. otherwise, returned Aristodemus ; for I

ehold none of those gods whom you speak of

as making and governing all things; whereas

I see the artists when at their work here among

us.-Neither yet seest thou thy soul, Aristode

mus, which, however, most assuredly governs

thy body; although it may well seem, by thy

manner of talking, that it is chance, and not

reason, which governs thee.

“I do not despise the gods, said Aristodemus;

on the contrary, I conceive so highly of their

excellence, as to suppose they stand in no need

either of me or of my services—Thou mistak

est the matter, Aristodemus ; the greater mag

nificence they have shown in their care of thee,

so much the more honor and service thou owest

them.—Be assured, said Aristodemus, if I once

could be persuaded the gods take care of man,

I should want no monitor to remind me of m

duty.—And canst thou doubt, Aristodemus, if

the gods take care of man 7 Hath not the glo

rious privilege of walking upright been alone

bestowed on him, whereby he may, with the

better advantage, survey what is around him,

contemplate with more ease those splendid ob

jects which are above, and avoid the numerous

ills and inconveniences which would otherwise

befall him 7 Other animals, indeed, they have

provided with feet, by which they may remove

from one place to another; but to man they

have also given hands, with which he can form

many things for his use, and make himselſ hap

pier than creatures of any other kind. A tongue

hath been bestowed on every other animal; *.

what animal, except man, hath the power of

forming words with it, whereby to explain his

thoughts, and make them intelligible to others?

“But it is not with respect to the body alone

that the gods have shown themselves thus boun

tiful to man. Their most excellent gilt is that

soul they have infused into him, which so ſar

surpasses what is elsewhere to be ſound. For

by what animal, except man, is even the exist

ence of those gods discovered, whohaveproduced

and still uphold, in such regular order, this

beautiful and stupendous frame of the universe ?

What other species of creature is to be found

that can serve, that can adore them? What

other animal is able, like man, to provide against

the assaults of heat and cold, of thirst and hun

ger? That can lay up remedies for the time of

sickness, and improve the strength nature has

given by a well-proportioned exercise ? That

can receive like him information or instruction;

or so happily keep in memory what he hath seen,

and heard, and learnt? These things being so,

who seeth not that man is, as it were, a god in

the midst of this visible creation? so far doth he
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surpass, whether in the endowments of soul or

body, all animals whatsoever that have been

j therein. For if the body of the ox

ad been joined to the mind of man, the acute

ness of the latter would have stood him in

small stead, while unable to execute the well

designed plan; nor would the human form have

been of more use to the brute, so long as it re

mained destitute of understanding ! But in thee,

Aristodemus, hath been joined to a wonderful

soul a body no less wonderful; and sayest thou,

after this, the gods take no thought for me !

What wouldst thou then more to convince thee

of their care :

“I would they should send and inform me,

said Aristodemus, what things I ought or ought

not to do, in like manner as thou sayest they

frequently do to thee.—And what then, Aristo

demus 7 supposest thou, that when the gods,

give out some oracle to all the Athenians they

mean it not for thee ? ... If by their prodigies

they declare aloud to all Greece—to all man

kind—the things which shall befall them, are

they dumb to thee alone 3 And art thou the

only person whom they have placed beyond

their care Believest thou they would have

wrought into the mind of man a persuasion of

their being able to make him happy or misera

ble, if so beº had no such power ? or would

not even man himself, long ere this, have seen

through the gross delusion ? How is it, Aristo.

demus, thou rememberest or remarkest not, that

the kingdoms and commonwealths most renown

ed as well for their wisdom as antiquity, are

those whose piety and devotion hath been the

most observable 7 and that even inan himself is

never so well disposed to serve the Deity as in

that part of life when reason bears the greatest

sway, and his judgment is supposed in its full

strength and maturity ? Consider, my Aristode

mus, that the soul which resides in thy body can

govern it at pleasure; why then may not the

soul of the universe, which pervades and ani

mates every part of it, govern it in like manner 7

Ifthine eye hath the power to take in many ob

jects, and these placed at no small distance Trom

it, marvel not if the eye of the Deity can at one

glance comprehend the whole. And as thou

perceivest it not beyond thy ability to extend thy

care, at the same time, to the concerns of Athens,

Egypt, Sicily, why thinkest thou, my Aristode

mus, that the Providence of God may not easily

extend itself through the whole universe 2

“As therefore, among men, we make best

trial of the affection and gratitude of our neigh

bor by showing him kindness, and discover his

wisdom by consulting him in his distress, do

thou in like manner behave towards the gods;

and if thou wouldst experience what their wis

dom and what their love, render thyself deserv

ing the communication of some of those divine

secrets which may not be penetrated by man,

and are imparted to those alone who consult,

who adore, who obey the Deity. Then shalt

thou, my Aristodemus, understand there is a Be

ing whose eye pierceth throughout all nature,

and whose ear is open to every sound ; extend

ed to all places, extending through all time; and

whose bounty and care can know no other bound

than those fixed by his own creation.

“By this discourse, and others of the like na

ture, Socrates taught his friends that they were

not only to forbear whatever was impious, un

just, or unbecoming before man; but even, when

alone, they ought to have a regard to all their

actions, since the gods have their eyes continu

ally upon us, and none of our designs can be

concealed from them.”—Memorabilia, book i.

chap. 4.

The arguments urged in this admirable

dialogue are repeated with some variations

in a dialogue" with Euthydemus ; one por

tion of which is both more effective than

that with Aristodemus, and more decidedly

distinguishes the Deity from those minis

tering spirits, which the creed of his coun

try compelled Socrates to speak of in the

terms he did.

“Even among all those deities who so liberal

ly bestow on us good things, not one of them

maketh himself an object of our sight. And He

who raised this whole universe, and still upholds

the mighty frame, who perfected every part of

it in beauty and in goodness, suffering none of

these parts to decay through age, but renewing

them daily with unſading vigor, whereby the

are able to execute whatever he ordains wit

that readiness and precision which surpass man's

imagination; even he, the supreme God, who

performeth all these wonders, still holds himself

invisible, and it is only in his works that we are

capable of admiring him. For consider, my Eu

thydemus, the sun which seemeth, as it were,

set forth to the view of all men, yet suffereth not

itself to be too curiously examined; punishing

those with blindness who too rashly venture so

to do; and those ministers of, the gods, whom

they employ to execute their bidding, remain to

us invisible; for though the thunderbolt is shot

from on high, and breaketh in pieces whatever

it findeth in its way, yet no one seeth it when it

falls, when it strikes, or when it retires; neither

are the winds discoverable to our sight, though

we plainly behold the ravages they everywhere

make, and with ease perceive what time they

are rising. And if there be any thing in man,

my Euthydemus, partaking of the divine nature,

it must surely be the soul which governs and di

rects him; yet no one considers this as an object

of his sight. Learn, thereſore, not to despise

those things which you cannot see; judge of the

greatness of the power by the effects which are

#. and reverence the Deity.”—Memora

ilia, book iv. chap. 3.

The last dialogue we have quoted com

mences with these remarkable and charac.

teristic words:—

“Yet was not Socrates ever in haste to make

orators, artists, or able statesmen. The first

business, as he thought, was to implant in the

minds of his followers virtuous principles (since,

these wanting, every other talent only added to

the capacity of doing greater harm), and more

especially to inspire them with piety towards

the gods.”

* Book iv. chap. 3.
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No one could have witnessed greater or

more mischievous perversions of what Dr.

Bowring calls “the religious sanction”

than Socrates; but he did not inſer from

those perversions that abusus tollit usum,

nor has he consented to put “the moral

sanction” (as Dr. Bowring defines it, it

should be called “the popular sanction”)

in the place of religion. But we shall re

turn to this subject presently. In the

meantime, Dr. Bowring's questions, “what

can, indeed, be meant by the god of the

Platonists 1”—“was he one of the thou

sand gods of the heathens !”—“was he

supposed to be visible tº have been an

swered ; and it has been shown that Soc

rates was not employed with Plato “in

talking nonsense under pretence of teach

ing wisdom,” nor in “the denial of matters

known to every man's experience, and the

assertion of other matters opposed to every

man's experience.” On the contrary, the

voice of Socrates is in this instance that

voir populi, that universal voice of all man

kind in all ages, which is indeed vor Dei.

And never was the voice of the whole

human race expressed in simpler or nobler

accents.

We have next to show how Socrates had

been led by a sound reason and a clear

conscience, working on the materials of

mind and matter, to lay this solid foun

dation for principle and practice, to build

up this Doric temple, in all its simple gran

deur, for the edification, not of Greece

only, but of the whole world to the end of

time. The passage in the “Phaedon” of

Plato which gives an account of Socrates'

earlier speculations is too long to be quoted,

and will be understood better by analysis

than translation.

Socrates in the “Phaedon” is made to

say himself, “that being dissatisfied with

the prevalent opinions about generation

and dissolution, and not being able to in

vent a more satisfactory system of causa

tion for himself, and having, under these

circumstances, heard that Anaxagoras had

set forth intellect as the cause of all things,

he was delighted with this hypothesis;

conceiving that it implied that all things

are arranged in the best way of which they

are capable, and so that the object of in

quiry is, to find out what is the best way,

(therein implying a knowledge of the

worst way,) and that this knowledge con

stitutes science. But,” he continues, “I

was disappointed on finding that Anaxa

goras did not employ himself on these bet

ter reasons for each phenomenon, but,

like others, was hunting after the immediate

physical cause, referring all things to that

as if it were the ultimate cause; for example,

he would attempt to account for my sitting

here biding my fate, by referring it to the

physical causation of the mutual action of

bones and muscles, etc., not by referring to

an intellectual causation, viz. the opinion

of the Athenians about law, and my (Soc

rates) opinion about justice. 1, on the

other hand,” continues Socrates “am

quite ready to admit the agency of second

ary, or physical causation, as a means of

effecting; but contend that we must ulti

mately refer every thing to primary, or in

tellectual causation, as the causation which

employs those means for its own ends. I

could not, for example, acquiesce in a

theory, either of revolving motion or of

balanced rest, as a sufficient account for

the phenomena of the world; but contend

ed that there is a Divine power which has

arranged things according to what is good

and fitting, and so keeps them bound and

held together. Of this power men think

but little, but of this power I would wil

lingly hear.”—Phaedon, section 106.

Here we get upon the verge of Plato's

celebrated hypothesis, which would re

quire too much space and time to enter

upon at present. But, comparing the

above passage from the “Phaedon” with

other passages from the “Memorabilia,”

we infer (what from the whole tone of his

mind we should a priori have supposed)

that Socrates had always been opposed to

that atheistic or material philosophy with

which the natural philosophy, or to speak

more correctly, the cosmogony of Greece

was too much identified. Under these cir

cumstances, he had desisted altogether

from physics and had turned to morals :

or, as it is expressed in the “Memorabilia,”

“Neither did he amuse himself, like others,

with making curious researches into the works

of nature, and finding out how this, which so

phists called the world, had its beginning; but,

as for himself, man, and what related to man,

were the only subjects on which he chose to em

ploy himself. To this purpose, all his inquiries

and conversation turned upon what was pious,

what impious ; what honorable, what base ;

what just, what unjust; what wisdom, what ſol

ly.”—Memorabilia, book i. chap. 1.

It was because the physics of the day

were merely speculative, and too com

monly atheistic, (being neither practically

available nor theoretically sound,) that

Socrates turned from the schools of physi

cal speculation to that of moral observa

tion; thereby preparing the way for a

philosophy of facts, in physics as well as in



214 [June,The Philosophy of Socrates.

ethics. For it was impossible that a phi

losophy of facts should be established in

morals, without sooner or later causing the

downfall of unreal physics. This import

ant evidence respecting the philosophical

claims of Socrates ought to be more in

sisted on than it has been.

We will quote a few passages from the

“Memorabilia” of Xenophon, which prove

that the practical piety of Socrates was in

accordance with his sound speculative the

ology:—

“He was persuaded the gods watched over

the actions and affairs of men in a way altoge

ther different from what the vulgar imagined;

for while these limited their knowledge to some

particulars only, Socrates, on the contrary, ex

tended it to all; firmly persuaded, that every

word, every action, nay, even our inost retired

deliberations were open to their view; that they

were every where present and communicated to

mankind all such knowledge as related to the

conduct of human life.”—Memorabilia, book i.

chap. 2.

“Farther, whenever he supposed any intima

tions had been given him by the Deity concern

ing what ought or ought not to be done, it was

no more possible to bring Socrates to act other

wise, than to make him quit the guide, clear

sighted and well-instructed in the road he was

to go, in favor of one not only ignorant but

blind. And to this purpose, he always con

demned the extreme folly of those, who, to avoid

the ill opinion and reproach of men, acted not

according to the direction of the gods.”—Ibid.,

book i chap. 3.

“Have you never heard, continued Socrates,

of certain laws that are not written?—You mean

such as are in force every where?—True. Did

all mankind concur in making them 7–Impossi

ble; since all mankind could not assemble in

one place, neither would all have spoken the

same language.—Whence then do you suppose

we had them 2–From the gods I should ima

gine; for the first command every where is, to

adore the gods.-Assuredly these things are of

the gods; for when I consider every breach of

these laws as carrying along with it the punish

ment of the transgressor, I cannot but allow

them to proceed from a more excellent legisla.

tor than is to be ſound among the sons of men.”

—Ibid, book iv. chap. 4.

“He in whom nothing was ever observed un

becoming that reverence so justly due to the

gods; but, on the contrary, so behaved towards

them, both in regard to his words and his actions,

that whoever shall hereafter demean himself in

such a manner, must be, in fact, and ought to

be esteemed, a man of the truest and most exem

plary piety.”—Ibid., book i. chap. 1.

Let the religion of Socrates, as exhibited

in the above unquestionable evidence re

specting his earlier studies, his later opin

ions, and the deep and broad characteris

tics of that moral and intellectual nature

which must have led to such sound studies

in earlier, and such settled principles in

later life, be compared with the sceptic

and sophistic mystagogue, whom Aristo

phanes has so cleverly painted, and then

let any one say what excuse can be made

for the man of wit." It is thus that he

speaks of Socrates and his school:—

Strepsiades.

“Blasphemers! why did you insult the gods?

Dash, drive, demolish them 1 Their crimes are

many;

But their contemptuous treatment of the gods,

Their impious blasphemies exceed them all.”

Mitchell's translation of the Clouds. Scene viii.

STREP-1Apes.

“Insufferable blockhead that I was

What ail'd me thus to court this Socrates,

Ev’n to the exclusion of the immortal gods 1

O Mercury, forgive me; be not angry,

Dear tutelary god, but spare me still.”

Ibid.

Let it be remembered that this Mercury

was the god of rogues aud bargain-makers,

and that the worship for which the come.

dian is so zealous, is happily described by

himself in another part of this very play:-

“The deities, who find themselves

Bilk'd of their dues, and supperless for lack

Of their accustom'd sacrifices, rail

At her, poor Moon, and vent their hungry spite.”

Ibid., Scene 2.

It is for such deities and such a worship

that Aristophanes is zealous even to slay.

ing; and it was for such impiety, or rather

by such accusations, that Socrates was at

last persecuted to the death—and it is to

varnish the man of wit at the expense of

the philosopher, that Mr. Mitchell has em.

ployed his good scholarship and his clever

pen. But what excuse can be made for the

man of wit 1 Facts 1—they are all against

him. Misconception and mistake 1–it was

not possible. Over-suspicious dread of

impiety 1–an hypocritical pretence. An

anxious desire to restore primitive disci

pline 1—absurd in the method proposed, and

ridiculous in the person proposing it. How

then do we account for the attacks upon

Socrates contained in the “Clouds 1” Sim

* See the whole of the second act of the “Clouds,”

and the conclusion of the last act. Whatever was

the object of the “Clouds," its general tendency is

to confound Socrates with Diagoras for impiety,

and with the Sophists for trickery. On the other

hand, Aristophanes plays the champion

“Of manners primitive, and that good old time,

Which I have seen, when discipline prevail’d—

- - - they were taught

A loftier key, whether to chant the name

Of Pallas—" Scenc iv.

Now all this, on the part of Aristophanes, is the

very sophistry which he attacks; for it is to pre

tend to teach others that of which he himself has no

belief. Bad for me but good for you ! Do you take

it really, and I will pretend to take it. Such was

the reasoning.
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ply that Aristophanes wanted a butt for his

satire, and that the face, person and habits

of Socrates, his custom of free discussion,

bold opposition and honest exposures of

empty pretences, pointed him out to the

reckless wit. We have small respect for

a dislike of irreligion and sophistry which

caäsed Aristophanes to identify their most

conscientious and successful opponent.

with Atheists and Sophists. Whether there

was malice we pretend not to decide; but

we think little is gained in a moral point

of view by proving it to have been a case

of pure unprovoked mischief. As to the

parties having lived on fair terms after

wards, and that Plato thought and spoke

highly of the ability and taste of Aristo

phanes, and that he did not take vengeance

on him for his base attack upon Socrates,

even if all this were much more true than

it is (begging Schleiermacher's and Mr.

Mitchell's pardon for altogether differing

from them on this point), surely it would

establish, not the innocence of the come

dian, but the wisdom and goodness of the

philosopher. The whole#. of Aris

tophanes is, indeed, more worthy of a so

phistical advocate or flattering panegyrist

than of a sound and learned critic. Of the

sense and humor with which Aristophanes

assailed the Sophists and Rhetoricians,

probably with as much party spirit as sound

judgment, there can be but one opinion.

There must have been great defects in the

motives and character of the satirist, which

deprived his satire of half its force, and

..caused it to do as much harm as good to

the cause he so cleverly supported.

We feel great obligation to Mr. Mitchell

for the tone which his writings have given

to English scholarship, leading it from ver

bal questions to the realities of literature,

morals and history. Bºwe cannot think

that the ecclesiastical spiń, with which he

acknowledges (see Preliminary Discourse,

page 129) that he sat down to examine the

character and philosophy of Socrates, was

favorable to sincerity, truth and justice.

Nor do we think that the political bias,

which makes him attribute so much of

Xenophon's moral worth to his early inti

macy with Cyrus, and to “the knowledge

thereby acquired of the sentiments of chi

valry and honor inherent in monarchies,”

(see page 154) much mends the matter.

He may, indeed, be right in attributing the

death of Socrates to the base prejudices

and passions of a demoralized people (see

p. 150); but then, who helped to demoral

ize the people of Athens ! We cannot ad

mit that the Euthyphron of Plato “refutes

and removes opinions quite sufficient for

the good conduct of ordinary life” (see p.

126), nor that Aristophanes was the man,

nor that he took the right way, to restore

the Homeric belief and discipline. We

smile at the statement that “we owe to the

ridicule of this comedy the philosopher,

whose name (with certain deductions) no

man mentions without feeling himself ex

alted for a time” (see p. 139); we laugh at

the absurd idea of the “Clouds” of Aris

tophanes having taught religion and mo

rals to Socrates; and we regret the insin

uation of “certain deductions” (see p. 90

to 102) from the character and philosophy

of Socrates, which this wild hypothesis, to

gether with that ecclesiastical spirit and

that political bias, required the editor of

Aristophanes to elaborate. That Socrates

could afford to treat with contempt an un

successful play, for the people of Athens

had the sense and feeling to damn the

“Clouds” of Aristophanes—(not for its

serious tone,—for it is a most brilliant ſarce;

not from ignorance of who this Socrates

was, for that hypothesis Mr. Mitchell him

self disproves; but because there was some

virtue yet left in them) we can well believe;

indeed it was wise in Socrates to take it in

that manner. But the plain fact is, that

the “Clouds” of Aristophanes charges So

crates directly with teaching irreligion, im

morality and sophistry; and it is a most

editor-like hypothesis to believe that Aris

tophanes was conscientiously earnest in

his wish to expose the Sophists, and that

he innocently employed Socrates as a ve

hicle for his satire. The persevering en

mity with which he followed up Euripides,

and the contempt in which Plato held and

exhibited his moral character (see the

“Banquet” of Plato), are, together with

Socrates' contemptuous mention of the

comedian in his “Defence,” a sufficient

proof that the mischief intended and the

wit displayed were the essence of the

“Clouds,” whilst the virtuous indignation

against the Sophists was, at best, matter of

taste rather than principle. Happily Time

is an excellent scavenger; and we agree

with Mr. Mitchell “that the wit of the

‘Clouds' may be relished without dimin

ishing any of the respect justly due to So

crates.” But this enjoyment will be se

cured to us, not by frittering away the

character and philosophy of Socrates, in

order to make out a case for the comedian,

but by acknowledging that the virtue of

Socrates defies the wit and malice even of

Aristophanes. What does Mr. Mitchell

mean by saying, “if, as AElian relates, So
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crates stood up in the theatre to gratify

the curiosity thus excited, it will be no un

charitable remark to impute it, partly, to

his sense of the opportunity thus offered

for gaining a name in society; an advan

tage, which, to a person of his pursuits in

life, was of incalculable importance 1”

We think it a very uncharitable remark.

And what does Mr. Mitchell mean by say

ing, Upon whom the guilt rests (he is speak

ing of the hypothesis of a community of

women, and the exposure of children),

upon the teacher or the scholar (i. e. So

crates or Plato), it is not now possible to

say.” How is it, we beg to ask, that we

hear nothing of this abomination from

Xenophon 1 Does Mr. Mitchell really be.

lieve that there are no theories of his own

in Plato's Dialogues? What is more likely

or more certain to be his own than the

theory of a community of women, which

he appears to have imported from that

land of monstrous births, Egypt 1" lindeed

we are sick of defending Socrates from

such attacks, and return once more to his

pure piety and practical religion, which the

attacks of Aristophanes and the insinua

tions of Mr. Mitchell have only rendered

more conspicuous.

The plain and simple truth, which Mr.

Mitchell's ecclesiastical and political bias,

aided by his hypothesis, would hide from

us, is that Socrates appeared at one of

those great periods of the world's history,

when religion, morality and policy are

shaken to their foundations, when the very

grounds of truth and justice are rigorously

examined for the purpose of discovering

whether they rest only on the priest's fable

and the legislator's dictum, or whether they

have imperishable foundations in man's

nature and God's will. It is at these crises

in the world's history that the veil is drawn

or torn aside, and according as principle or

unprinciple, wisdom or folly prevail, the

period is marked by national judgments

or national blessings of to ordinary charac

ter. That such periods do recur in the

great cycles of time, but with a constant

progression towards purer principles and

nobler ends, may be the foundation of that

ancicnt mysticism, which held that the

souls of the departed, after the purification

of suffering, return to higher duties in the

world:—

“Ergo exercenter poenis, veterumque malorum

Supplicia expendunt—

Donec longa dies, perſecto temporis orbe,

Lethaeum ad fluvium Deus evocat ordine magno,

Scilicet immemores supera ad convexa revisant.”

Believing that the lessons of antiquity,

whether shrouded in the mystic language

of Pythagoras" and Plato, or expressed

plainly in the common-sense and common

life language of Socrates and Xenophon,

deserve neither to be rejected with scórn,

nor to be received with blind submission,

we are well content to borrow what appears

to us the true commentary on the above

important text from the wise and learned

pages of a great and a good man:

“We may learn also a more sensible division

of history than that which is commonly adopted,

oſ ancient and modern. We shall see that there

is in fact an ancient and modern period in the

history of every people; the ancient differing,

and the modern in many essential points agree

ing with that in which we now live. Thus the

largest portion of that history, which we com

monly call ancient isº modern, as it

describes society in a stage analogous to that in

which it now is ; while, on the other hand, much

of which is called modern history is practicall

ancient, as it relates to a state of things whic

has passed away. Thucydides and Xenophon,

the orators of Athens, and the philosophers,

speak a wisdom more applicable to us political

ly, than the wisdom of even our own country

men, who lived in the middle ages; and their

osition,both intellectual and political, more near

y resembles our own.”f

No lesson can be found in the historians,

orators and philosophers of Athens, more

applicable to our own period than what may

be extracted from the Comedies of Aristo

phanes if we will only read the text fairly.

Then shall we understand, not that Socra

tes' early errors (his assumed mysticism

and pretended scepticism) had provoked and

warranted the attacks of the comedian, and

that the merits of the philosopher are alto

gether attributable to that wholesome and

timely castigation which he received from

Concretam exemit labem—

Has omnes, ubi mille rotam volvere per annos,

* See the Timaeus, sect. 5, 6, 7,

* In his Greek edition of the ‘Clouds' Mr. Mitch

ell has contrived to make Pythagoras a middle

term between Socrates and Mysticism . To be

sure he (Mr. Mitchell) speaks of Socrates in his

earlier days, and gets at him through the well

known Pythagorism and mysticism of Plato. This

is more ingenious than ingenuous. Socrates, with

that matter-oſ-ſact face of his, would have made a

strange sort of a mystic. We are told that he had

the front and bearing of a bull—bold, honest, and

straightforward. Begging Mr. Mitchell's pardon,

Socrates amongst mystics would have been, to use

a vulgar expression. a bull in a china-shop.

f See Arnold’s ‘Thucydides," vol. i. Appendix

1. The English reader will be well repaid by read

ing a few pages, written in the very spirit of Thu

cydides—crebrior sententiis quam verbis.

As the Notes to Mr. Mitchell's edition of the

‘Clouds' are in English, the English reader may

consult them without being alarmed at the Greek

text.
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his severe but friendly monitor, not that

the sound-minded comedian succeeded,

where the philosopher had failed, in discov

ering the true remedy for the religious and

moral, the political and intellectual evils of

his times, and that we must resort to the

pages of Aristophanes for lessons on reli

gion and morality, politics and education,-

to no such estimate of the comedian and

the philosopher will the clever and enter

taining writings of Mr. Mitchell persuade

us, unless we are content to sacrifice truth

and justice, a sound understanding of the

past, a sound application of the lesson to

the present, and all sound hopes for the fu

ture. It is this that we shall understand

from the pages of Aristophanes, which Mr.

Mitchell has so agreeably laid open to

the English reader, to wit, that foremost

amongst the fearful dangers of the times of

Aristophanes was the spirit of insincere

profession, reckless scepticism and fierce

bigotry, of all which he has exhibited per

fect specimens in the very work in which

he attacks Socrates; whilst, on the other

hand, the sincerest piety, the heartiest be

nevolence and the deepest convictions of

truth are the great characteristics of the

philosophy he attacks. And we contend

further, that it is in the philosophy of Soc

rates that we must seek remedies, mutatis

mutandis, for the dangers of insincerity,

scepticism and bigotry, in one word, of that

anarchy, religious and political, intellectual

and moral, of which the writings of Aris

tophanes pretend to be the censor, but are

really the example.

Fearful was the period in which the wit,

impiety and profligacy of Aristophanes may

be said, in the language of mysticism, to

have returned to take a leading part in a

drama of more extended interests. It mat

ters little that what was insincere profes

sions in Athens became open scepticism in

France, that what had been oligarchic be

came democratical, and the enemy of Cleon

became the herald of Danton. When mo

tives and consequences are fairly consider

ed, these are found to be superficial differ.

ences, especially when they are compared

with the great characteristics, in which the

men and their times, Aristophanes and Wol

taire, were all but identified. Miserable

periods ! unhappy people ! given up to fierce

and selfish contests between an innovation

which respects nothing, and a bigotry which

reverences every thing. How unlike the

philosophy of Socrates both in motive, in

object and in consequence 1 that sound phi

losophy, which mediating between the past,

the present and the future; between what

we hope, what we have, and what we dread;

in a word, between the actual and the ideal,

the imperfect and the perfect, is not more

characterized by proving all things, (ever a

work of danger) than by a conscientious

and reverential and pious determination to

hold fast that which is good. It is from

this sound philosophy, and not from the

principles or practices of the professing

sceptic, that any sound lessons, religious,

moral or political, can be drawn. For

amongst the unprincipal sceptics, sophists

and rhetoricians, whom Socrates and Xen

ophon, Plato and Aristotle, effectually ex

posed, there was no false teacher more

dangerous than the insincere professor,

whose affected zeal will not separate what

is true from what is false, what is good from

what is evil, but clings with a fierce obsti

nacy to that which is unsound, and by so

doing brings that which is sound into un

deserved discredit. Such was not the re

ligion of Socrates which Aristophanes so

attacks, and Mr. Mitchell so defends:—the

chattering philosopher, of whom Bacon and

his reviewer, Bentham and his editor, speak

so slightingly;-the blinded heathen phi

losopher, whom wehave often heard sneered

at by well-meaning religionists;–the phi

losopher, of whom the Aristotelians of Ox

ford and the Dramatists of Cambridge say

so little. Yet is Socrates a philosopher,

who, if any man will strive earnestly and

sincerely to live up to his principles, will

teach him to be holy, just and good.

We will now proceed from an examina

tion of his Religion to consider whether the

Morals he taught were worthy of the foun

dations on which he rested them ; whether

his Morality was worthy of his religion; or

whether, as we have been told, there were

indeed fair leaves and blossoms, but little

or no fruit.

To doubt the morality of Socrates is as

unjust as to doubt his piety; and Xenophon

brings this question at once to a clear issue

by referring to his bold and keen censure

of the profligacy of Critias, and to the hap

py influence he exercised on the earlier

years of Alcibiades. It was indeed impos

sible that any lessons of virtue could long

resist the wild passions, fierce temptations,

and unprincipled levity of the young and

wealthy patrician, urged on by a base pop

ulace and baser parasites. It is not possi

ble to resist the earthquake and the deluge;

nor was Socrates answerable for the vices

and crimes of Alcibiades. The wonder is

that he ever acquired over this person the

beneficial influence he at one time exer

cised, not that he found it impossible to re
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tain it, when innumerable temptations as

sailed the passions of his wild youth and

dark manhood.

Turning then from religion to morals,

what a noble temperance,—how free from

all asceticism and pride, fanaticism and

vanity, was the temperance of Socrates!

On this point Xenophon is an unquestiona

ble authority, as well able to exhibit a clear

and full conception of the temperance of

Socrates, as to follow with firm and stead

tread in his master's steps. For well did Soc

rates know, and well also could he prac

tise, and well could he teach, that temper

ance, continence, or self-command, the

command over our rebellious passions, is

as surely the corner-stone of all good prac

tice, as religion, piety, or reverence for

God, is the corner-stone of all sound prin

ciple. Well did Socrates teach his follow

ers that self-command is the virtue to be

learnt the first, and to be practised to the

last; that it is the foundation of the other

virtues, and the bond that holds them all

together, for that without self-command,

virtue can neither become nor be, neither

begin nor continue. -

“Hence, therefore,” says Socrates, “we may

see how necessary it is to make temperance our

chief study, since without this, as its basis, what

other virtue can we attain How can we learn

what is profitable, or practise what is praise

worthy Neither can we conceive a state more

pitiable, whether in respect to body, or mind,

than that of the voluptuary given up to all the

drudgery of intemperance.—Memorabilia, book

i. chap. 5.

“I am persuaded that no virtue can subsist

that is not diligently and duly exercised, and

temperance more especially; because our sensu

al desires, being seated with our minds in the

same body, are continually soliciting us to a

compliance with the appetites which Nature hath

implanted, though at the expense of virtue and

all things virtuous.”—Ibid., book i. chap. 2.

These are Xenophon's own remarks, but

as they were probably not borrowed from

the younger Cyrus, we will venture to set

them down to the account, not of Cyrus,

but of Socrates.

“Such was his moderation, that I question

whether there ever was any man, iſ able to work

at all, but might have earned sufficient to have

supported Socrates. His custom was to eat as

long as it gave him pleasure; and a good appe

tite was to him what delicious fare is to another:

and as he only drank when thirst compelled him,

whatever served to allay it could not fail of be

ing grateful. So that it was easy for him when

present at their feasts to reſrain ſrom excess,

which other men find so much difficulty in doing.

And as to such persons as gave proof how very

little they could command themselves, to these

he ºcounsel even the not tasting of those

delicacies which might allure them to eat when

they were not hungry.”—Ibid., book i chap. 3.

“It should seem your opinion, Antipho, that

happiness consisted in luxury and profusion:

whereas, in truth, I consider it a perſection in the

gods that they want nothing; and consequently

he cometh nearest to the divine nature who

standeth in want of the fewest things.”—Ibid.,

book i. chap. 6.

“Nor do my votaries (says Virtue, in Socra

tes’ version of the Choice of Hercules) ever ſail

to find pleasure in their repasts, though small

y | cost is wanted to furnish out their table; for hun

ger, not art, prepares it for them; while their

sleep, which follows the labor of the day, is far

more sweet than whatever expense can procure

for idleness; yet sweet as it is, they quit it un

reluctantly when called by their duty. The

young enjoy the applause of the aged, the aged

are reverenced by the young. Equally delight

ed with reſlecting on i. past, or contemplating

the present, their attachment to me renders them

favored of the gods, dear to their friends,

and honored by their country.”—Ibid., book ii.

chap. 1.

ºthermore." continued Socrates, “it is this

virtue alone which places both the body and the

mind in their utmost degree of perſection ; quali

fying the man for the study, the knowledge,

...; practice of his duty.”—Ibid., book iv.

chap. 5.

#. consciousness of being thus employed

(in his duty) must yield perpetual complacency

and satisfaction; but it is complacency and satis

faction which belongeth not to the voluptuous;

indeed, whom do we find at a greater}.

from these, than the man whose every faculty is

so entirely engaged in the pursuit of present

pleasure as to leave no liberty for the perform

ance of what is commendable#".

“It is the temperate alone who are able to in

quire into the nature of things, and find out their

difference; and carefully consulting both reason

and experience can select what is good, reject

what is evil, and become by that means both wise

and happy.”—Ibid.

“With regard to love, his counsel always was

to keep at a distance from beautiful persons, say

ing it was difficult to approach any such and not

be ensnared. As for himself, his great conti

nence was known to every one, and it was more

easy for him to avoid the most beautiful objects,

than for others those who were the most disgust

ing.”—Ibid., book i. chap. 3.

“When he succeeded not in his private re

monstrances, Critias still persisting in his unwar

rantable designs, Socrates, it is said, reproached

him in the presence of many, resembling him to

a swine, the most filthy and disgusting of all an

imals. For this cause Critias hated him ever

after.”—Ibid., book i. chap. 2.

“Could he be a corrupter of youth, whose

only employment was to root out of the mind of

man every vicious inclination, and plant in their
stead a love of that virtue which is so amiable

in itself, and so becoming us as men, and which

alone hath the power to make, whether cities or

private families, flourishing and happy.”—Ibid.

“When death draweth nigh, and no thought

remaineth but for the welfare of your children,
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do you then inquire for the debauched unto

whom to intrust them 7 Is it he who must direct

the virtuous education of your sons, and guard

the chastity of your daughters, or secure to them

their inheritance from the hand of the oppres

sor 3 Do you ever intrust your flocks or your

herds to the conduct of him who is overcharged

with drunkenness? or expect from such an one

despatch to your affairs?—Ibid., book i. chap. 5.

Did this preacher of continence, tempe

rance, or self-command, as the very corner

stone of all sound practice, appear in a pri

mitive age of spare diet, and so become

merely a recorder of the austere virtues of

his time 1–Not so. We need only name

Pericles and Aspasia, Alcibiades, Aristo

phanes and Aristippus ; and refer our rea

ders to Plato's splendid dialogue the “Ban

quet,” in order to recall ideas of Asiatic

luxury, vice and crime. If Europe owes a

debt of gratitude to Pausanias and Themis

tocles for having defended her institutions

from a deluge of Asiatic tyranny, it is just

as certainly to Socrates and his followers

that Europe is indebted for defending her

morals against Eastern vice,—fedum in

ceptu, facdum eritu. It was an ever-memo

rable contest which Socrates commenced,

and which his pupils carried on, with the

darkest vice and the lowest debasement.—

The very gods of Greece were in league

against them, and Jupiter with his Gany

mede led the van. The fearful picture

which St. Paul draws of the vices of Romne

at a later period was then realised in Greece;

but with a wild wit, and an intoxicating

beauty, which Rome could only attempt to

imitate. No one conversant with the come

dies of Aristophanes will accuse us of ex

aggerating the picture of Athenian profli

gacy in order to amplify the claims of So

crates as a moral reformer. Nor does it

require serious arguments to prove that

earnest principle, not reckless humor, was

needed for such a service. Even the folly

of our own times has stopped short of mak

ing a comedy of “The Reformed House

breaker,” and has despaired of “putting

the subject in so ridiculous alight, that bolts

and bars will be entirely useless by the end

of the season,”—even our Newgate-Calen

dar novelists have had the wisdom to bring

• Putting together Socrates' sharp censure of

Critias, which, had it been possible would certain.

ly have provoked a retort (Memorabilia, b. i. c. 2).

and the strange account of himself, which Plato

uts into the mouth of Alcibiades, which, had there

i. no foundation for it, would not have been

ventured (see the “Banquet' of Plato), adding also

to these many others of the like kind, and the pas

sages in which Socrates is exhibited as an ipaaris

will require no other explanation than that which

is given in the Memorabilia, book iv. chap. 1.

forward the modern Captain Macheath as

the hero of a tragedy. It has been left to

christian scholars to argue that a religious

and moral purification could result to Athens

from those passages of Aristophanes in

which the mirth is fast and furious; and it

was left for christian teachers to prove that

they approve such scholarship, by venturing

the practical commentary of setting their

pupils (quibus marima debetur reverentia) to

enact the prurient scenes of the Eunuchus.

Would it not be more edifying and more

decent to enact (if acting there must be)

the nobler dramas of Euripides, the friend

and pupil of Socrates, the woman-hater, as

he is represented by Aristophanes," but,

next to Homer, the champion of all that is

lovely and noble in the female character,

the author of the Bacchae, the Ion and the

Alcestis, the only classic author who has

conceived the passion of Love as at once

intense and pure, and who can speak of the

beauty of woman with the admiration and

the delicacy of our own Shakspeare, of

Milton and of Scott 1 Let mothers, wives

and sisters bless the philosophy of Socrates

and his school. If it be said that Socrates

has not given us remarks on the duties of

women, we answer—in the deep depravity

and wild licentiousness of Greece, so nearly

bordering on Asiatic vices, the philosopher.

had enough to do in building up manly

virtue. But we cannot doubt that he moved

Euripides to undertake that important ser

vice, which he discharged so ably, so un

successfully, and with such danger to him

self.

As the religion of Socrates was distinct

from superstition, and his temperance from

asceticism, they did not end in a monkish

rule, but became the solid and firm founda

tions on which he built up a well-propor

tioned and beautiful edifice of domestic,

social and political usefulness. Indeed, it

is a most strange and unaccountable mistake

in the reviewer of Bacon and the editor of

Bentham that they refuse to admit useful

ness, private and public usefulness, to have

been the very characteristic of the philoso

phy of Socrates; for, if it were not that he

founded his usefulness on a higher and a

nobler principle, but which in no way inter

feres with the matter-of-fact utility of every

duty he enjoins, we should have said that

usefulness, real downright every-day use

fulness, is the most striking and all-perva

* “A most splenetic hatred of Euripides (says

Mr. Mitchell), derived (he continues, on the other

tack) from deeper views than people have generally

given the comedian credit for.” (See Preliminary

Dissertation, p. 29.)



220 ..[June,THE PHILOSOPHY OF SOCRATES.

ding characteristic of Socrates’ philosophy.

The reviewer of Bacon has some plausible

declamation against the abstract and un

practical view which Plato takes of the

sciences, for example of figure and num

ber;" but if this opinion were much more

sound than it is even as applied to the philo

sophy of Plato, it requires only a quotation

from the “Memorabilia' to show that it is

not merely inapplicable to the philosophy

of Socrates, but that the very opposite of

the fault imputed (the opposite virtue, not

the opposite fault,) is one of the most strik

ing characteristics of the philosophy of So

Crates.

“Socrates also recommended the study of

arithmetic to his friends, and assisted them, as

was his custom, in tracing out the several parts

of it, as far as might be useful; but here, as else

where, fixed bounds to their inquiries, never suſ.

fering them to run out into vain and trifling dis

quisitions which could be of no advantage either

to themselves or others.”—Memorabilia, book

iv. chap. 7.

We have already seen temperance in

sisted on for its usefulness, and for no

ascetic, fanatic, or stoic reasons. And it is

in the same spirit that Socrates proceeds to

develope the theory and practice of useful

ness, on its true principles and in its right

order. Beginning with the connection, yet

insisting on the clear distinction, of useful

ness and duty, he proceeds to point out

what usefulness is, and what duty requires,

in the case of parent and child (b. ii. c. 2);

brothers and sisters (b. ii. c. 3); friend and

friend (b. ii. c. 4, 5, 6). All these chapters

contain admirable remarks. Then he pro

ceeds to develope the usefulness and duty

of a head of a family and its different mem

bers, under pressure of poverty (b. ii. c.7);

the usefulness and duty of the poor man to

the rich man (b. ii. c. 8), and of the rich

man to the poor man (b. ii. c. 9). Then

he points out the usefulness and duty of a

commander and his soldiers (b. iii. c. 1, 3,

5, 6, 7); of a statesman and the people (b.

iii. c. 7). Each of these subjects is treated

with a steady regard to usefulness and hap

piness, which might be characterized by

terms exactly the reverse of those which

Dr. Bowring has thought fit to use when

speaking of the philosophy of Socrates.

“The summum bonum—the sovereign good—

what is it? The philosopher's stone, the balm

Hygeian that cures all manner of diseases. It

is this thing, and the other thing, it is any thing

but pleasure—it is the Irishman's apple-pie made

of nothing but quinces.

“While Xenophon was writing history, and

Euclid giving instructions in geometry, Socrates

* See the Edinburgh Review, No. 132, p. 74.

and Plato were talking nonsense, underpretence

of teaching wisdom. This morality of their's

consisted in words—this wisdom of their's was

the denial of matters known to every man's ex

perience, and the assertion of other matters op

posed to every man’s experience.” etc. etc.

“While they were all of them chattering about

the summum bonum, each was amusing himself

with the gross enjoyments of sense.” etc. etc.--

Bowring's Deontology, rol. p. i. 40.

“A new ground is put forward here (i. e. in

the ‘Deontology’). The ground of approbation

will be the tendency of an act to increase hap

piness.” etc. etc.—Ibid. vol. i. p. 140.

In page 24 of the same work, Dr. Bow

ring says,

—“That the public sanction will, in as far as

the subject is understood, be given to that line

of conduct which most promotes the public hap

iness, is a corollary requiring no arguments for

its establishment.”

We will say a little on this subject when

we examine the politics of Socrates; at

present we will take leave to observe, that

we are much more sure that the divine sanc

tion is given to every thing useful, than

that the public sanction ºf be so given.

We prefer to confine our attention to an

other matter, and not to enter at present on

a consideration of the politics of Socrates;

but we shall have much to say on that sub

ject presently.

Our space reminds us that for the re

mainder of our article we must be content

to use analysis and not quotation.

The attentive reader of “Memorabilia'

will not fail to remark, that the virtues

which are treated each by itself in the se.

cond and third books, (as submission to

authority and obedience to parents, love of

brothers and love of friends, useful employ

ment and preservation of property, etc. etc.,

all of which virtues come under the head

of private duty, and are treated of princi

pally in the second book—and in like man

ner, the several virtues, military and civil,

which together constitute public duty, and

are treated of principally in the third book

—all these separate virtues, private and

public, being set forth as authorized by ex

pediency or usefulness to man, and sanc

tioned by religion or duty to God) are all

summed up in the third book, under the one

common title Justice. Nor will he fail to

remark that this great comprehensive vir

tue, Justice, is placed in the fourth book of

the “Memorabilia,’ immediately after Reli

gion, whereas the separate virtues which

together make up Justice are placed in the

second book immediately after Self-com:

mand. The meaning of this change will

be obvious to the intelligent reader of the
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“Memorabilia.” Self-command is placed in

the second book at the head of all the sepa

rate virtues, because not one of them can

exist without the practice of that instru

mental virtue. Justice is placed in the

fourth book immediately after Religion, in

order to intimate that Justice is the prac

tice of religion, and that Religion without

justice is theory without practice, not wis

dom but folly, not virtue but vice, not reli

gion but hypocrisy. As we have seen Self

command distinguished clearly from asce

ticism, here we see Religion distinguished

as clearly from fanaticism. In the former

case no value whatever was attached to

corporeal mortifications; in the latter no

worth is ascribed to spiritual ecstasies.

In both the mens sana in corpore sano is the

right view of this sound-minded philosopher.

It will also be observed that Socrates'

definition of Justice proceeds pari passu

with his definition of Religion, which adds

another proof of the correctness of our

estimate of his opinions on the greater of

these two great questions. For Socrates

commences by identifying Justice with

Law, seeing that there is no hope of jus

tice, but peril of anarchy, violence and

wrong, if laws are not obeyed. Secondly,

Socrates identifies Human Law, in so far

as it is communis sensus hominum, the gen

eral agreement of mankind (not for the few

nor yet of the many, not of the selfish nor

yet of the violent, but the unanimous voice

of all sound-minded men) with Divine law;

so that what is useful, expedient and just

manward, is holy, pious and religious God

ward. In agreement with the above view,

it was the practice of Socrates, whilst he

set an example of hearty and conscientious

obedience to human laws, to use his ut

most endeavors to correct and perfect

them ; using for this purpose all rational

arguments and constitutional powers, in

order that Human Law may be more and

more identified with that usefulness which

is in itself an expression of Divine Law.

For Socrates argued that laws enacted by

king, nobles or people, when passed by

force or fraud contrary to usefulness or

expediency, want the highest characteristic

of justice, God's approval, and usurp the

second characteristic, man's approval; but

that nevertheless they must be obeyed until

they are repealed, in order to avoid greater

evils—utter ruin of Law and utter hope

lessness of Justice.

Socrates held that Politics must be found

ed on justice, and that as it is no easy mat

ter to decide what is just in every case,

Politics are not the slight thing which

many make them; that knowledge of what

is true must precede practice of what is

right; that the first step towards a know

ledge of justice is self-knowledge—know

ledge of ourselves, knowledge of human

nature, in order that we may understand

what is good and useful and beautiful, for

that these qualities are always relative and

proportionate to the nature of man; that

the second step towards a knowledge of

justice is to attend to the communis sensus

hominum, for that when really ascertained

it indicates to us the divine command that

the third step towards a knowledge of jus

tice is to attend to the consequences of ac

tions, whether useful or mischievous, as

the former are just and the latter unjust ;

that in order to obtain knowledge of justice

and skill as a politician, there must be

learning from a master of this great sci

ence, and free discussion with him and in

his presence, or that mere empirical dex

terity will be picked up at the expense of

the community by means of foolish and

mischievous and wicked experiments; that

as justice is the means by which the real

politician produces happiness, so rulers are

appointed for the good of the community,

not to gratify their own passions and de

sires; that men who are fit for this high

and noble service should undertake it,

whilst those who are unfit for it should de

cline it, that not the vote of the many or

the few can confer just authority when the

party is incapable of using power for a

good purpose. In a word, that politics are

the carrying out on a large scale of the

wisdom and virtue of private life, and that

he who is a foolish or bad man cannot be

a wise and good citizen.

The above analysis of Socrates' view of

justice or usefulness, collected from the

“Memorabilia,” has been made with as

conscientious an accuracy in comparing

passage with passage as we could employ

in such a service. It has left upon our

minds a conviction that Socrates' views of

practical virtue, private and public, were

as full and clear as his views of religious

principle, and that both are worthy of that

noble Self-command which he insists on as

the foundation of intellectual and moral

and political excellence.

Should any one affect to make no dis

tinction between pleasure and happiness,

expediency and duty, he may see that the

facts which have been set forth somewhat

pompously as modern discoveries were

known long ago,” and that the nomencla

* “But although this was the manner, in which

Socrates lived, yet could he not be persuaded that
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ture he desires to introduce was long ago

deliberately rejected” on the ground, that

practically it was more dangerous to virtue,

than theoretically valuable for science.

Socrates was well acquainted with all the

leading facts on which such theories and

nomenclature have been founded by the

utilitarian schools of Aristippus, Epicurus

and Aristotle; but whilst he states or ad

mits his knowledge of these facts to Aris

tippus and to others, he insists upon a

nomenclature which shall more clearly dis

tinguish virtuous happiness from vicious

pleasure. And he was right, right as a

practical moralist, to insist upon reforming

the phraseology of a corrupt and sophis

tical generation, as the first step towards

teaching them sound principles and a vir.

tuous practice. Aristippus had neither the

rudence of Aristotle nor the sentiment of

É. and so could not fight the battle

of utilitarianism, as they could and did ;

but such armor, however forged and

wielded, could not resist the divine temper

of the weapons of Socrates. He contended

that there must be a consciousness of duty

to God in order that there may be man's

reasonable service and appropriate virtue ;

for that no prudent choice of the more

º pleasure in preference to the

ess pleasurable pleasure can constitute the

service which the Deity requires from man,

the service which a rational and consci

entious, yet passion-tempted creature owes

to an Intelligent Creator. A virtue useful

to nobody was no virtue at all in the opin

ion of Socrates; but he did not therefore

infer that the utile quidlibet (not even the

eternal utility of Paley) is the ultimate end

of man. If we might borrow for an instant

the bold humor of Rowland Hill, in a

matter which calls for his strong good

sense, we would say that Socrates did not

he enjoyed less of the pleasures of life than the vo

luptuous man, who employed all his thoughts in the

pursuit of them.”—Memorabilia, book 1...chap.3.

“If I am observed to be not over-delicate in my

diet, if I sleep little, nor once taste of those infa

mous delights which others indulge in, assign no

other cause than my being possessed of pleasures in

themselves far more eligible, which delight not

alone for the moment in which they are enjoyed,

but gladden, with the hope of yielding perpetual

satisfaction.”—Memorabilia, book i. chap. 6,

* “Nor do my votaries (Virtue is supposed to be

speaking) fail to find pleasure in their repasts,

†: small cost is wanted to furnish out their

table; for hunger, not art, prepares it for them;

while their sleep, which follows the labors of the

day, is far more sweet than whatever expense can

procure for idleness; yet, sweet as it is, they quit it

unreluctant when called by their duty, whether to

the gods or men.”—Memorabilia, book ii, chap. 1–

See all the quotations about the religion of So

CrateS.

make the Deity so merely a chip in por

ridge, as to consider pleasure, happiness,

or expediency, word it how you will, the

ultimate end and aim of man's actions and

desires. He saw indeed that human hap

piness (thoroughly, not partially under

stood,) affords the true measure of God's

will to his rational creatures; yet per hoc,

non propter hoc, was his fixed estimate of

utility, or in other words, that usefulness

is the rule or measure of action, but not

the end or motive of action. Let me, he

argued, be only sure that I have discovered

what promotes human happiness, and I am

sure that I have discovered what is God's

will ; but then, he contended, it immedi

ately becomes our duty,” and not merely

our interest, to do that will. Duty to God,

man's reasonable service, has also this su- -

periority, that it carries his moral capa

bilities to their highest point, giving him

the consciousness of God's approval. So

crates did not begin by assuming, whether

from prejudice or ſanaticism, that a certain

mode of conduct had the divine sanction,

and then infer that such condcut must pro

mote human happiness; but he first ascer

tained what will promote human happiness,

and then inferred that this conduct has the

sanction of God's approval. That this is a

fair estimate of the usefulness, the temper

ance and the religion of Socrates, has al

ready been proved by numerous quotations,

and might be proved by many more. In a

word, the great principles of conduct, as

set forth by his philosophy, are—piety as

the motive, usefulness as the measure, and

self-command as the means. The order

and connection of these principles, as they

are exhibited in the “Memorabilia” of

Xenophon, might be likened to the parts

of a Doric column, and so presented to the

sight. The base of the pedestal should be

reverence for God. The die, or body of

the pedestal, squared to a line, should be

self-command. On this pedestal the shaft

of the column should be usefulness to

man, in all the relations of human life; and

the capital, of perſect Doric Simplicity,

should be moral beauty.

In the visible metaphor by which we

* Dr. Bowring tells us that “it is in fact very

idle to talk about duties; the word itself has in it

something disagreeable and repulsive; and talk about

it as we may, the word will not become a rule of

conduct.” But will the more agreeable word plea

sure become a rule of conduct 3 Can we cheat men

into a discharging of their duties, by telling them

they are pleasures? In the first place it is not pos

sible; in the second place it is not desirable. So

crates took other means to prepare his pupils for the

steep ascent; yet he told them also of the pleasures

of a noble energy.
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have illustrated the philosophy of Socrates,

beauty, it will be observed, is made the

capital. As we shall have a much better

opportunity of treating this most sound, as

it is most Grecian, principle, when we

come to speak of the Socrates of Plato as

compared with the Socrates of Xenophon,

we will only add a picture of moral beauty,

which must command admiration, respect

and love for the character and philosophy

of Socrates, from every man that studies

them intelligently and fairly, to the end of

time; requiring that irreverent hands be

withdrawn from that divine head, on which

Xenophon has placed this simple and grace

ful wreath of a well-earned praise.

“As to myself, knowing him of a truth to be

such a man as I have described; so pious towards

the gods, as never to undertake anything with

out first consulting them; so just towards men,

as never to do an injury, even the very slightest,

to any one, whilst many, and great were the

benefits he conferred on all with whom he had

any dealings; so temperate and chaste, as not to

indulge any appetite or inclination at the ex

pense of whatever was modest and becoming;

so prudent, as never to err in judging of good
and evil, nor wanting the assistance of others to

discriminate rightly concerning them; so able to

discourse upon, and define with the greatest ac

curacy, not only those points of which we have

been speaking, but likewise every other, and,

looking as it were, into the minds of men, dis

cover the very moment for reprehending vice,

or stimulating to the love of virtue: experien

cing, as I have done, all these excellencies in

Socrates, I can never cease considering him as

the most virtuous and the most happy of all

mankind. But if there is any one who is dis

g. to think otherwise, let him go and compare

ocrates with any other, and afterwards let him

determine.”—Memorabilia, book iv. chap. 7.

There is something revolting to our sense

of moral beauty, in turning from this pic

ture of the philosopher of ancient times to

the picture of the man of science, with

which the reviewer of Bacon ends his

work. We do not wish to dwell upon the

contrast. That Bacon was a man of science,

not, we think, the man of science, Socrates

would have been the last person to dispute;

nay, he would have been the first to yield

him a title to which he had the fullest claim.

Why then did Bacon condescend to deny,

or even to dispute, Socrates' claim to the

title of philosopher? May we not say that

Socrates is the philosopher, not of antiquity

only, but of all time ! As a moral philoso

pher, estimated by the difficulties he had to

encounter, the means he possessed and the

effects he produced, we do not consider

ourselves presumptuous in claiming the

highest place for him. For his philosophy

was a philosophy, not of flowers only, nor

even of flowers and fruits, but it was a phi

losophy of seeds and plants, of buds, of

flowers and of fruits; yea, of future har

Vests.

We are sure that the reviewer of Bacon

will not take an unfair advantage over us

by replying that the philosophy of Socrates

blossomed and fruited indeed in his own

principles and conduct, and in the wisdom

and goodness of many of his friends and

followers, but that it has had little practical

effect on the world at large, and so may be

called a philosophy of flowers. Such an

assertion may be made by thousands with

perfect sincerity, but assuredly not by any

sound scholar; and by whomsoever it is

made, and with whatever degree of sinceri

ty, it certainly is not true. Socrates did

not live in vain, neither did he die in vain,

in so far as the world's principles and prac

tices are concerned. That his philosophy

did not bear and has not borne all the fruit

that might have been expected from the

blossoms, are faults or defects for which

neither he nor his philosophy is answerable.

Is it urged that these lessons were not

found sufficient for the world ! Of course

they were not sufficient, if they were not

sufficiently applied. If the statesmen and

the priests of Greece would not do what

was necessary to bring the lessons of So

crates and his school home to the minds of

the people, of course the teaching of So

crates was insufficient, insufficient, that

is, to arrest religious, moral and political

anarchy, insufficient, that is, to establish

in men's minds the religious, the moral and

the political obligations, which alone could

have saved Greece. If the statesman and

the priest did not apply the remedy, of

course the disease was not cured. It was

contended by Aristophanes, and doubtless

by Melitus, that the established religion

and the established discipline were suffi

cient to correct the evils of the times, or, at

least, if they were insufficient, it was only

because they had been relaxed, and all that

was required was to urge them on the pub

lic mind more intensely. So Aristophanes

and Melitus contended, when they accused

Socrates of impiety, innovation and an

archy. But the true question was, (and the

answer is plain in the present time,) whe

ther the religion of Greece could continue

to be a sufficient foundation for principles

and conduct, under any other mode of re

ception than that which Socrates has sug

ested in his explanation of the myths of

omer, and of which he has given so beau

tiful an example in his version of the
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‘Choice of Hercules.’ His views tend in

deed to the reformation of all religions;

but it is by a method very different from

that of the iconoclast. The reformation

he proposed would break down nothing

with which piety and obligation are asso.

ciated. All he requires is to give a sounder

interpretation to the letter, and not to persist

too long, and till it is too late, in giving a

real sense to that which ought to be re

ceived as mystic. We leave to phrenolo

gists to explain the action of the brain,

but we believe that it becomes physically

impossible at advanced periods to believe

what at earlier periods is perfectly credible.

Statesmen may keep men's heads as cool

as they can by fetters for the body and dog

mas for the mind; but the progress of

events, accelerating intellectual develop

ment with a velocity at once fearful and

hopeful, must convince the real statesman (0

that he would arise !) that one mode of con

duct is alone safe, as it alone is reasonable

and conscientious, at least in a man of

sound knowledge; in a man, for example,

who knows all that may be known and will

be known of the religion and philosophy of

Greece." That philosophy, the philosophy

of Socrates, we further contend, has not

been in vain, in so far as the world at large

has received it in various forms; though,

alas! it was not allowed by her priests and

statesmen to save Greece.

Shall we be told that now at least the

hilosophy of Socrates has done all its al

}. work, and therefore is cast aside by

scholars and universities, religionists, phi

losophers and statesmen 1 Shall we be told

this in an age which still echoes the fearful

words—“Mortels l cessez de trembler de

vant les foudress impuissans d'un Dieu

créé par vos terreurs,”—in an age which

has seen the certain commentary on such

a text, “Ce ne sont pas seulement les

sciences, les arts consolateurs, les arts utils

qui vont périr; ce sont les premiers liens

de la société, les plus saintes affections qui

sont rompus avec fureur. L'imagination

ne peut congevoir une plus affreuse pensée

qu'un tel peuple exercant ses fureurs au

centres de l'Europe?”

In an age which re-echoes those fearful

words, and which has its own debt, deficit

and droits de Seigneur, even if it had no

other resemblance to the age of reason, are

we to be told that the philosophy of So

crates has done its work? We look for

* See Lacretelle's History ofthe Revolution. But

see, above all, Carlyle's masterly History. We

speak not of its style, which is not to our taste, but

of its large grasp of the subject 3

some great statesman to arise who may be

aware that all our powers for good are

wanted to resist evil. We Protestants cen

sure the Church of Rome for silencing, or

attemping to silence Galileo, being our

selves convinced that all physical truth

ought to be known. Is moral truth then so

unimportant, that Protestants may silence

the testimony of Socrates, hide the facts of

his life, and neglect his convincing reason

ings 1—nay, may misrepresent them at

their pleasure ? Does the history of the

world so abound in unquestionable and irre

sistible evidence and testimony of the great

truths which are demonstrated and testi

fied, both in his life and by his death, that

we may neglect his testimony 1

Bacon may be a good witness of physi

cal usefulness, and Bentham a still better

witness of political usefulness; we would

neither dispute their claim, nor derogate

from its value; but we ask, where shall we

find such a witness as Socrates of moral

including religious principle 1 Has the

world's history three such connected wit

nesses, such a body of evidence, as So

crates, Plato and Aristotle supply Why

are they hidden, or made known to com

paratively a few ; and even that with no

deeper sincerity, no larger truth, than some

of the criticisms of our fatherland supply?

If Dr. Arnold thought rightly, that the his

tory of Thucydides is of the deepest im

portance and closest applicability to our own

times and interests and circumstances, is

there no sound parallelism in the reasoning

which would prove that the philosophy of

Socrates comes home to our business and

bosoms ?

The claim of Socrates to our admiration,

respect and love forms a great body of evi

dence in itself, and is perfectly compatible

with other evidence, in whatever form it be

received; but certainly is most compatible

with the acceptance of other evidence in

the form in which it is most true, and in

which ultimately it can be received with

most sincerity. Here is something sounder

in principle, feeling and conduct, than that

cry of weakness and despair—“La nation

reconnait l'existence de l'Etre Suprême et

l'immortalité de l'Ame”—that cry which

came too late.”

We turn to the philosophy of Bacon, as

set forth by his reviewer, and we ask wheth

er the fruits of Bacon's physical science,

* On what view of Christianity taken by the

French church can such a system of Education,

Piety and Policy be founded, as may be a guarantee

for the peace of Europe and the world against the

passions of that most excitable people?



1843.]
225LADY sale's Journal

which we would in no wise deny or under

value, are fitted to be the moral and the spir

itual food of man 1 Man does not live by

bread alone. We admit, or rather we con

tend, that the Creator of man wills that he

be fed better physically than he has been or

now is: and towards this end Bacon did

much, and Bentham did more, though not

all; for, we repeat, man does not live by

bread alone. H. not only has higher and

nobler desires, but these higher and nobler

desires must be gratified, before he can eat

his daily bread in peace and safety,+ay,

before he can have a full and assured supply

of daily bread to eat. For what is more

obvious than that the moral principles on

which Bacon acted would, if they prevailed,

render of no effect the physical principles

he desired to establish 1

Not so with Socrates. In his life, and

by his death, he exemplified the principles

which he taught; principles which make

individuals, families and states most happy;

principles not to be taken upon trust, but

requiring God's rational creatures to exam.

ine them, whether they are useful, pure and

holy; and when this has been ascertained,

requiring God's moral creatures to practise

them, conscientiously, sincerely, truly. For

Socrates points out distinctly that know

ledge without practice is not knowledge";

and that the philosopher is, not he who

knows, but he who knows and does.

BE KIND TO EACH OTHER.

BY CHARLES SWAIN.

BE kind to each other!

The night's coming on,

When friend and when brother

Perchance may be gone !

Then 'midst our dejection,

How sweet to have earned

The blest recollection

Oſ kindness—returned!

When day hath departed,

And Memory keeps

Her watch, broken hearted,

Where all she loved sleeps!

Let falsehood assail not,

Nor envy disprove—

Let trifles prevail not

Against those ye love!

Nor change with to-morrow,

Should fortune take wing,

But the deeper the sorrow,

The closer still cling !

Oh, be kind to each other,

The night's coming on,

When friend and when brother

Perchance may be gone!

North of England Magazine.

* See Memorabilia, book iv. chap. 6.
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LADY SALE’S JOURNAL.

.A Journal of the Disasters in Affghanistan,

1841–2. By Lady Sale. Murray.

From the Court Journal.

THE excitement which has been caused

by the announcement of this book, has been

very great. The certainty felt by all who

know any thing of the character of the wri

ter, that she would speak out, has occasion

ed a singular sensation. The heroine, for

such Lady Sale (despite her disclaimer of

the title) has proved herself to be, has spok

en out, and the demand for this volume

will be proportioned to the freedom of her

revelations and comments. The courtesy

of Mr. Murray has put us in possession of the

journal at a period, late indeed for perusal,

—and too late for remark, were it desirable

—but early enough to enable us to lay be

fore our readers a series of extracts which

will stimulate rather than satiate their cu

riosity.

Lady Sale writes (we speak er cathedrá,

for we have read the volume from begin

ning to end) with simplicity and spirit.

Had sound vigorous sense like hers been

found in other heads, this journal would

never have been written. She details the

fight, the watch, the storm, the skirmish,

the massacre, and the march, without a

word of affectation, and, indeed, without a

word to shw that she thinks she is telling

any thing out of the common way. She

narrates the energetic executions, and the

melancholy fate of her gallant son-in-law,

Captain Sturt, in a tone of admiring affec

tion, but without a word of undue praise.

The horrors of the dreadſul retreat, told in

Lady Sale's straightforward, unaffected

style, exceed all ideas which have been

formed from other recitals. But it is to the

melancholy vacillation, the disgraceful ig

norance, which led to all these scenes, that

the attention of the English public—of Eng

lish statesmen, will be drawn.

We will not, by further remark, detain

the reader from our extracts. Lady Sale

states, in the “introduction” to her “Jour

nal,”

* * * I have not only daily noted down

events as they occurred, but often have done so

hourly. I have also given the reports of the

day, the only information we possessed; also

such news as was telegraphed from the Bala

Hissar, or sent in by the King or by Capt. Co

nolly to the Envoy; and many other reports

brought by Afghan gentlemen of Capt. Sturt's

acquaintance, and by others of lower degree,

who having had dealings with him in the engi

neer department and public works, and having

received kindness from him, gave him such in
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telligence and warning as was in their power:

all of which he communicated [to his superior

officers] at different times; but the warnings

were not attended to ; and as when he gave his

advice it was seldom adhered to, he became dis

gusted, and contented himself with zealously

performing his duties and making himself gene

rally useful, acting the part of an artillery officer

as well as that of an engineer. Had poor Sturt's

life been spared, it was his intention to have

worked up my Rough Notes, and to have added

much valuable inſormation; he was too much

overworked to aflord leisure to give me assis

tance at the time. His plans, drawings, &c.,

with his public andJ. papers, were lost, ex

cept a note or two that were, just a few days be

fore we left Cabul, put with my Journal. I be

lieve several people kept an account of these

roceedings, but all except myself lost all they

i. written; and had recourse to memory after

wards. I lost every thing except the clothes I

wore; and therefore it may appear strange that

I should have saved theseº The myste

ry is, however, easily solved. After every thing

was packed on the night before we leſt Cabul, I

sat up to add a few lines to the events of the

day, and the next morning, I put them in a small

bag and tied them round my waist.

This is her account of the commence

ment of the revolt:—

In former times, under the feudal system,

when the sovereign of Cabul required troops,

each bold chieftain came forward with his re

tainers; but these vassals had been taken from

them, and were embodied in corps commanded

by British officers, to whom they owed no affec

tion, and only paid a forced obedience, whilst

their hearts were with their national religion;

their chief's power was now greatly limited, and

the chouk guaranteed to them was withheld on

the plea that the Company had commanded re

trenchments. But the saving required by Gov

ernment was a curtailment of those expenses

which were defrayed by its own rupees, whereas

the 40,000 rupees now the subject of dispute

were, in fact, no saving at all to us, as that mo

ney was never paid by the Company, but was

the chouk or money excused to the chieſs out of

the levenue or dues owing to the King, on con

dition of their enforcing the submission of the

tty chiefs, and the payment of their rents.

§ sum, whether paid to Shah Shoojah or not,

would never have replenished the Hon. Compa

ny's coffers; and by upholding the Shah in such

an act of aggression we compromised our faith,

and caused pretty general insurrection, said to

be headed by Meer Musjude.

The Envoy is thus spoken of:—

Last year, when SirW. Cotton com

manded, and during the disturbances in the Ko

histan, every despatch from Sale, who command

ed the troops there, was promulgated in orders,

and the present system of keeping information

close is disgusting; there can be no secrets re

garding what passes in action in the field. The

general impression is that the Envoy is trying

to deceive himself into an assurance that the

country is in a quiescent state. He has a diffi

cult part to play, without sufficient moral cou

rage to stem the current singly. About two

months since, Sir William wrote to Lord Auck

land, explaining to him the present state of Aff

ghanistan, and requesting that five additional

regiments should be sent to this country, two of

them to be European. To these statements a

written war succeeded between the Envoy and

the Supreme Government of Bengal. Letter

after letter came, calling for retrenchment. Sir

William had been appointed from home Gover

nor of Bombay, and was particularly chosen for

the office from his being a moderator, and a man

unlikely to push any violent measures. He hoped

affairs#. take a turn for the better, and was

evidently anxious to leave Cabul, and assume

his new appointment. In an evil hour, he ac

ceded to the entreaties of Sir Alexander Burnes,

(who appears to have been blinded on the sub

ject,) and wrote to Lord Auckland to nullify his

former request for additional troops, and to say

that part of those now in the country might be

withdrawn. The 1st brigade, under Sale, was

accordingly ordered to be in readiness to move

down; and it was generally understood that all

would be withdrawn as soon as the Shah had

raised five more regiments of his own. The let

ter of recall, as we may term Sir William's, was

sent off only two days before the breaking out of

the Zoormut affair.

Again—

The state of supineness and fancied security

of those in power in cantonments is the result

of deference to the opinions of Lord Auckland,

whose sovereign will and pleasure it is that tran

quillity do"reign in Afghanistan; in fact, it is re

orted at Government House, Calcutta, that the

awless Affghans are as peaceable as London

citizens; and this being decided by the powers

that be, why should we be on the alert?

Most dutifully do we appear to shut our eyes

on our probable fate. The Shah is, however, to

be protected, whatever may be the fate of the

English in the city; and Brig. Shelton is sent

with the Shah’s §, some of the 44th Queen's,

and three horse artillery guns, under Capt.

Nicholl, to the Bala Hissar. The King, as º:

well may be, is in great consternation.

More to the same effect:—

No military steps have been taken to sup

press the insurrection, nor even to protect our

only means of subsistence (the Godowns), in the

event of a siege. The King, Envoy, and Gene

ral, appear perſectly paralyzed by this sudden

outbreak: the former is deserted by all his cour

tiers, and by even his most confidential servan

except the Wuzeer, who is strongly suspecte

of having instigated the conspiracy; and suspi

cion attaches to his majesty again. It is here

necessary to observe, that several months ago

letters calling on all true Mussulmans to rise

against the Kaffirs (English unbelievers) were

widely disseminated: they bore the King's sig

nature; but Sir William Macnaghten always

insisted that they were ſorgeries of a very pe

culiar description, thatº bearing the vera

cious signature had had their contents washed

out, and these seditious writings inserted. The

-
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Shah of course said—“An enemy has done

this;” and as dead men tell no tales, much of

the obloquy was allowed to rest on Moollah

Shekoor, who had paid the penalty of other state
critnes.

In Affghanistan, the English act as they do in

all other countries, they visit—keep to them

selves, and even (generally) employ only ser

vants brought with them. The envoy kept but

ſew Affghans in his employ. He had a news-re

porter, at 150 rupees a month, who had the credit

of concocting splendid untruths; an old mool

lah, picked up at Kandahar, who, I believe, re

ceives 200–a man greatly in Sir William's con

fillence; there is also an old cossid. These peo

F. adhere to the Envoy, and flatter him into the

elief that the tumult is bash (nothing), and will

shortly subside.

A word too late—

It is more than shocking, it is shameſul, to

hear the way that officers go on croaking be

fore the men; it is sufficient to dispirit them, and

prevent their fighting for us.

And—

There is much reprehensible croaking going

on; talk of retreat, and consequent desertion of

our Mussulman troops, and the confusion likel

to take place consequent thereon. All this

makes a bad impression on the men. Our sol

diery like to see the officers bear their part in pri

vation; it makes them more cheerful; but in

oing the rounds at night, officers are seldom

found with the men. There are those that al

ways stay at their posts on the ramparts, and

the men appreciate them as they deserve. To

particularize them would be too openly marking

the rest; but their names will, I trust, be remem.

bered to their honor and advantage hereafter.

The great carnage—

The troops continued their fearful march; the

remnant of the camp followers, with several

wounded officers, went ahead: for five miles

they saw no enemy; all who could not walk were

necessarily left behind. They descended a long

steep descent to the bed of the Tézeen Nullah.

At this dip, the scene was horrible; the ground

was covered with dead and dying, amongst

whom were several officers; they had been sud

denly attacked and overpowered. The enemy

here crowded from the tops of the hills in all di

rections down the bed of the Nullah, through

which the route lay for three miles; and our

men continued their progress through an inces

sant fire from the heights on both sides, until

their arrival in the Tézeen valley, at about half

past four p.m.

The descent from the Huft Kohtul was about

2000 feet; and here they lost the snow.

About 12,000 persons have perished.

Her Ladyship shows that she has good

soldierly feeling :-

The Mirza has returned; he and the Nazir

promise to send a box, which I have no means

of carrying, as also ourservants, who are unable

to go with us, to Jellallabad, to Sale; however,

as they crammed the box into their own go

down, I strongly suspect they mean to keep it

themselves. , My chest of drawers they took pos

session of with great glee—I left some rubbish

in them, and some small bottles, that were use

less to me. I hope the Afghans will try their

contents as medicine, and find them efficacious;

one bottle contained nitric acid, another a strong
solution of lunar caustic 3

And, better still—

The citizens are ruined by the perſect stagna

tion of trade, and would probably side with us

were we to show in ſorce. Now is the time to

strike the blow, but I much dread dilly-dallying

just because a handful of us are in Akbar's

power. What are our lives when compared

with the honour of our country Not that I

am at all inclined to have my throat cut; on the

contrary, I hope that I shall live to see the British

flag once more triumphant in Affghanistan; and

then I have no objection to the Ameer Dost Ma

homed Khan being reinstated: only letus first

show them that we can conquer them, and hum

ble their treacherous chiefs in the dust.

This is the last for which we can find

room :

The late newspapers have not a little amused

me. They show that the editors catch at eve

expression used in * letters they have read,

or on any comments they hear on news ſrom

Aſghanistan. A regular controversy has arisen

between one, who asserts that Lady Sale in her

letters evinces a strong prepossession in favor

of Mahommed Akbar ki. and another, who

thinks Lady Sale wrote, as she did, because she

was a prisoner: to which the first rejoins, that

he does not think Lady S. would, under any

circumstances, write that which was false.—

There he is right: but I would not have written

on the subject at all, unless I wrote as I thought:

if people misunderstand, it is their fault and not

mine. Again, they º it were better I had

never written at all. Perhaps so : but it seems

that details were wanting; my letters to Sale

gave those; and he thought them of sufficient

consequence to send them to theGovernor-Gene

ral and the Commander-in-Chief. They were

afterwards sent to England by the former; and,

if the papers tell truth, excited some attention in

the highest circles. As to my “great prepos

session” in favor of Akbar, my greatest wish is,

that Gen. Nott's force should march up to Ghuz

nee; release the prisoners there; and then that

a simultaneous movement should take place of

Nott's and Pollock's forces upon Cabul. Once

again in power, here, I would place AkbarMa

homed Shah, and Sultan Jan hors de combat;

befriend those who befriended us, and let the

Afghans have the Ameer Dost Mahommed

Khan back, if they like. He and his family are

only an expense to us in India; we can restore

them, and make friends with him. Let us first

show the Affghans that we can both conquer

them and revenge the foul murder ofour troops;

but do not let us dishonor the British name by

sneaking out of the country like whipped Pariah

dogs. Affghanistan will become la byword

amongst the nations. Had we retreated, as
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or Sturt proposed, without baggage, with ce

}. (ſorced marches to get through the snow,)

and had the men stood by us, (a doubtſul point,

they were so worn out and dispirited,) we might

have figured in history, and have cut out Xeno

phon's account of the retreat of the ten thousand.

As to the justice of dethroning the Ameer

Dost Mahommed, and setting up Shah Shoojah,

I have nothing to say regarding it, nor regarding

our policy in attempting to keep possession of a

country of uncivilized people, so far from our

own, whence all supplies of ammunition, money,

&c., must be obtained. Let our Governors

General and Commanders-in-Chief look to that,

whilst I knit socks for my grandchildren.

We shall:endeavor to give a second no

tice of this journal; in the meantime, we

think we have earned the thanks of our

readers.

"THE PLAGUE AND THE FIRE.

suggestED BY THE Romance of “old st. PAUL’s.”

byemiss SKelTON.

From Ainsworth's Magazine.

A Mighty city lay in sleep, 'neath the dusk of a

moonless night,

But the starlight touch'd its thousand spires each

with a gleaming light;

The starlight show'd its countless homes, its halls

of pomp and pride,

And its marble, peopled terraces, and its river roll

ing wide.

And I saw, betwixt the heavens and earth, two

ghastly shapes arise,

Shadowing the city's silent depths, clouding the

starry skies— -

Angels of death, denouncing doom—visions of

wrath, they came ;

One, formless in its utter gloom—one, bright with

blinding flame.

The Spirits of the Plague and Fire!—I knew them

as they rose,

And I listen’d for the awful words that would tell of
coming woes.

No eye save mine that sight might see, no ear save

mine might hear,

As o'er the guilty city pass'd that sound of grief and

ear.

First, from the darker phantom broke a loud and

wailing cry,

“I* ye,-oh ſated ones, I summon ye to

ie!

Long have your crimes for vengeance call’d—the

word is given on high,

And vengeance comes—to-night is yours, to-morrow

ye shall die!

* Death ºnly at your gates, his dart is raised to

strike,

And young and old, and rich and poor, I summon

ye alike;

And fair, and proud, and great, and brave, as autumn

leaves ye fall—

The grave is dug, the pit is deep—I summon one
and all.

“Nought shall avail; virtue and truth shall die,

with lust and pride;

I claim the F. from the child, the bridegroom

from the bride;

I claim the old man's snow-white hairs—the babe's

unsullied breath,

And the love whose passionate excess might con

quer all—save death.

“I summon all—all these are mine !"—thus the

dark phantom cried,

While peals like thunder growling round in sullen

echoes died.

Then spoke the Angel, bright with flame—"Oh,
city proud and gay,

My brother claims your guilty sons, and you shall

be my prey !

“I your polluted streets and halls will cleanse with

living fires—

I will scorch your temples into dust, I will strike

your stately spires;

Thy mighty ones shall bite the earth, thy lofty shall
lie low—

We bring the mandate from on high—we doom thee

wrath and wo!”

I saw the signs—I heard the words -then day was

slowly born, -

And the bright Angel, girt with flame, fled from the

light of morn;

But in thick mist, the dark shape sank, o'er streets

and river down,

And with the morrow came the Plague to that de

voted town.

Poland AND SERvia.--We have to record another

act of insulting oppression perpetrated upon un

happy Poland by the “Northern Condor.” We

find, from the official gazette of the kingdom of

Poland, that the administrative council of the

kingdom has determined that the existing district

in the Government of Kielce (formerly a circuit),

named Krakowski, deriving its name from the city

of Cracow, shall henceſorth be called Proszowicki,

from its chief town, Proszowice. Comment upon

this ordinance may well be spared ; it speaks

plainly enough to all Europe that Russia adheres,

wish stern purpose, to her plan for extinguishing

whatever remains of nationality may yet linger

among the beaten-down Sarmatians. The name

of Cracow is to be blotted out from history. To

this system of brutal tyranny, England, the Smiter

of Tyrants, has been content to hand over a nation

of brave men, whom, in ordinary policy, she should

have upheld as the deadliest enemies of her own

deadliest enemy. In Servia, Russian intrigues

and Russian despotism are again at work, and,

with the Protean dexterity which belongs to the

wily savage, the autocrat has taken up the cause

of democracy. Russia demands of the Porte that

Servia be allowed to exercise the right of popular

election. But Austria is awakened and alarmed,

and has thrown her weight into the opposite scale.

The Sultan, assured of the support of the Euro

pean powers against Russia, will most probably

resist the mandate, and adhere to the line he has

taken, this time fearing

“No Russian cannon's heavy hail,

In vengeance smiting the Serail.”

This perpetual interference on the part of Russia

in the affairs of other nations must, ere long, bring

on an indignant rebuke from one or other of the

powers whose threats are not a mere brutum ful

men. France forgets much, but forgives nothing ;

and England must, by this time, have learned the

folly, of her practice of forgetting nothing and for

giving everything.—Court Journal.
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THE BRITISH AMERICAN ASSOCIATION.

From the London Examiner.

Mr. H. Fretwell, the captain of the Barbadoes

brig, which some months ago left the port of

London with emigrants for Prince Edward's

Island, and Mr. D. Campbell, the owner of the

vessel, were summoned before the lord Mayor

to answer the complaints of several of the un

fortunate persons who had broken up their es

tablishments in this country and engaged to go

to that remote region in the Barbadoes, under

the sanction of the British North American As

sociation. Captain Fretwell said that he had

been engaged at Gravesend to take the com

mand of the vessel to Prince Edward's Island,

and he sailed from the Downs on the 1st of No

vember, 1842, with 50 passengers (men, women,

and children). When the vessel reached 42°

west longitude she encountered heavy winds

and seas, and was so dreadfully battered as to

be obliged to put back to the nearest eligible

port, which was Cork, a distance of about 1,300
miles. On the 22nd of December she reached

Cork, where she remained until the 9th of April,

when she sailed for London, leaving behind her

in Cork some of the emigrants, but bringing to

London about 30 of them, who were at the pres

ent moment boarding and lodging in her in the

London Docks. He had not received a farthing

from any passenger, nor had he received a farth

ing of pay since he had joined the vessel. He

had caused all the repairs to be done to her in

Cork. No reasonable complaint could be made

as to the provisions, which were abundant and

unexceptionable. The repairs, however, went

on very slowly, for the agents in Cork began to

suspect that they would not easily procure remu

neration for their outlay. The British Ameri

can Association, in the mean time, sent to him

to state that the vessel must sail on the 20th of

March, and he made every preparation in his

power, when he received an intimation that she

was not to proceed. The emigrants felt and

expressed bitter disappointment at the manner

in which they had been treated by the associa

tion and those who acted for that body.—Mr.

Campbell stated, in answer to his Lordship, that

he was sole owner of the Barbadoes, subject to

a mortgage.—The Lord Mayor: Who were the

persons who engaged to take out the emigrants?

—Mr. Campbell: The principal managers of

the British American Association, Sir R. Brown,

Sir W. Ogilvie, and Dr. Rolfe. The ship was

chartered by me to these three commissioners

to take out emigrants to Prince Edward's Island

—all most respectable men, but not very rich, of

course. (A laugh.) They engaged him to pro

vide the emigrants at £8 per man, and half.

rice for children, with food and passage out.

#. rovided the ship by a contract with Messrs

Leslie and Smith, the extensive provision

merchants, with meat, bread, flour, &c., at

£2.10s. per head. Every thing that was requi

site for the voyage was, accordingly to the act

of Parliament, most abundantly supplied. The

cargo, which was very valuable, was bought

upon credit; but now the association is broken

up altogether, and I have never received a

farthing. I have lost the ship and everything

else.—The Lord Mayor: I find in this printed

paper a numbé of great names, the appearance

of which was calculated to induce people to be

lieve that the association was a bona fide one.

There are attached the names of a duke, 15

lords, and nearly 40 baronets.-Mr. Campbell:

The association is completely broken up. There

have been several executions put into the house

in Bridge street. There are actions at this mo

ment going on against the Duke of Argyll, the

Marquis of Downshire, and Sir James Colborne.

—The Lord Mayor: This paper contains a list

of first-rate names. Are all these shareholders?

—No: they are only the vice-president and con

sulting council.—How much of the million ca

ital has been paid up!—None at all. Nobody

paid up at all.—Let me know what the plan was

with respect to those emigrants if you had got

them out to Prince Edward's Island How

were they to be subsisted!—There was a month's

extra provision going out, so that they would

be provided for a month aſter landing-And

then take their chance of starvation.—Mr. George

Henley and Mr. Taylor, two of the emigrants,

and very intelligent men, here stood forward.—

Mr. Taylor said that he had paid £50 for him

self and his family of eight children to Mr.

Buckenfield, the secretary of the association.—

Mr. Henley stated that he was introduced by the

British Association to Mr. Halden, whom they

acknowledged as their agent, and he engaged

to pay 30 guineas for his passage, &c., by in

staſments in the island.—The Lord Mayor :

What dreadſul mischief arises from the use of

high names in cases of this kind –It was here

stated that the duke of Argyll took the lead at

all the public meetings, and made no secret of

attaching his high name to the acts of the asso

ciation, and that his Grace's correspondence

with the late Lord Mayor clearly proved that

fact. The Duke of Argyll and Sir James Col

borne were the only two out of the whole list

who signed their names for shares. They

signed for shares to the amount of £500 each.

—The Lord Mayor: And with this £1,000 you

start the association.—Mr. Henley requested that

the Lord Mayor would postpone the case for a

few days.-The Lord Mayor: I shall postpone

the case certainly, and I hope that some satis.

faction may be obtained. I am decidedly of

opinion that you have a claim upon the ship, and

that she is bound to leave you at the place of

your original destination... I suppose you would

still go to Prince Edward's Island, Mr. Taylor 7

—Mr. Taylor: I should not wish to go without

coming to a more clear understanding as to the

ower of the association. I understand they

ave not an acre of land in Prince Edward's

Island.—The Lord Mayor: What, no land

there?—Mr. Campbell: Not a single acre, my

Lord. (Laughter.)—Mr. Henley: They bar

gained to sell me 150 acres.—The Lord Mayor:

It is a most decided and heartless fraud. I

would send the concoctors of it to Prince Ed

ward's Island with a month's provisions. . I con

sider the emigrants the dupes of a double con

ſº then directed that all the parties

should appear in a few days.
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TIHE PLEA OF INSANITY IN CRIMINAL

CASES.

From the British and Foreign Iteview.

1. The Plea of Insanity in Criminal Cases.

By Forbes Winslow, Esq., Member of

the Royal College of Surgeons, London:

1843.

2. On the different forms of Insanity in re.

lation to Jurisprudence, designed for the

wse of persons concerned in legal questions

regarding unsoundness of mind. By Jas.

Cowles Prichard, M. D. Baillière: Lon

don, 1842.

The author of the first of these little

books was examined as a medical witness

on M'Naughten's trial, and if his evidence

had any weight at all with the Jury, it could

only derive that influence from the circum

stance of his being the man who had writ

ten a book on the subject. It is to be

regretted that the jury had not some op

portunity of forming an opinion of the

inaccuracies and fallacies with which this

very book abounds, in common with most

of the leading works on medical jurispru

dence, especially those written by medical

men, though Dr. Prichard's Essay forms a

very honorable exception to this remark.

Of all the imperfections which the late trial

disclosed in the mode of treating in our

courts the intricate questions of insane

criminality, none strike us as more gross,

or more contrary to the cautious spirit of

English procedure, than the wholesale and

indiscriminating admission of medical evi

dence; and in the case of the author before

us, this was particularly remarkable. We

quote from the report of the trial:—

“Mr. Forbes Winslow, examined by Mr.

Clarkson:—‘I am a surgeon, residing in Guild

ford street. I am the author of a work called

“The Plea of Insanity in Criminal Cases con

sidered.’ I have heard all the evidence in this

case; but I have not been summoned on either

side. My opinion is, that the prisoner is labor

ing under a morbid delusion, and was incapable,

at the time of committing the act in question, of

controlling his actions.’”

It is undoubtedly true, that in cases

where medical men have not seen the pa

tient, but have heard the symptoms and

particulars of his state detailed by other

witnesses at the trial, their opinion on the

nature of such symptoms is admissible.”

But although they may be admitted to give

their opinion whether ce tain symptoms

are symptoms of insanity, it seems they are

not competent to give an opinion whether

an act for which a prisoner is tried was an

act of insanity.t

* Amos and Phillips on Evidence, p. 899.

i Wright's case. Russ. and Ry. Cr. Ca. 456.

Yet Mr. Winslow's evidence did go to that

length. If Mr. Winslow's evidence was to

be received, the Solicitor-general ought at

least to have been allowed to call one or

more reviewers (the humblest of the craft

might have sufficed) to prove what the au

thority of such a witness was worth. Those

reviewers might have shown that great

confidence was not to be placed in the ac

curacy of a writer who supposes that Lord

Mansfield tried Bellingham, whereas it was

Sir James Mansfield who at that time filled

the office of Chief-justice of the Common

Pleas, and delivered the very excellent

charge which led to the conviction of Bel

lingham. Nor would they attribute any

great knowledge of medical jurisprudence

to a man who asserts (p. 74) that “the law

draws a most absurd distinction between

civil and criminal insanity. A person who

exhibits the slightest aberration of mind

is considered to be incapable of discharg

ing his duties as a citizen, is not allowed

to have the management of his affairs,

cannot make a will, and is safely shut up

in a mad-house; but should the same indi

vidual, pronounced by the Commissioners

of Lunacy to be of unsound mind, com

mit in a moment of frenzy a criminal act,

he is considered amenable to the law.

It is quite true that the law does draw a

distinction between civil and criminal in

sanity, which we shall shortly examine;

but the effect of that distinction is precise

ly the opposite of the result pointed out by

Mr. Winslow. A slight aberration of mind

is not unfrequently admitted as a plea in

criminal proceedings, when it is duly com

mented upon by mad doctors and crude

psychologists; but we defy Mr. Winslow

or his authority to produce a single in

stance of an individual, pronounced by the

Commissioners of Lunacy to be of unsound

mind, and safely shut up in a mad-house,

who was ever made amenable to the law,

or even put upon his trial for a criminal act

committed in a moment of frenzy under

such circumstances.

The question of insanity may be raised

in three different forms of proceeding under

the laws of this country: -

I. Upon an inquisition under a commis

sion out of Chancery as to the alleged

idiocy or lunacy of the party. The ques

tion is always tried by a jury, and the effect

of their verdict is to pronounce the lunatic

generally incompetent to manage his affairs.

II. Questions arising as to the validity of

any particular instrument, and especially of

testamentary instruments, which are tried

by the Ecclesiastical Courts, according to

*
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the rules and principles of their own juris

diction.

III. Upon criminal charges, in which the

plea of insanity is submitted to the appre

ciation of a jury.

It is notorious that the difficulty of pro

ving insanity is very great in the first of

these cases; less by the second; and least

of all under the third. Many are the luna

tics whose state has long been a cause of

painful apprehension to those about them—

whose habits are irregular—whose delu

sions are intense—whose will is infirm, but

on whose state no jury would return a gene

ral verdict of unsound mind or incompe

tency; yet if the same party terminate his

own life by his own hand, the same jury

will forthwith adopt the least scintilla of

evidence which can be construed into a sug

gestion of insanity.

Or if he leave behind him a will so absurd

and unjust in its provisions, that it furnishes

indisputable evidence of the hold which his

morbid aversions or insane predilections

had gained upon his mind, in such a case

the Court of Probate will take into its con

sideration the character of the testator at

various periods of his life, and will set aside

such a will, although the state of mind of

the testator was not such as to enable his

relations to pray for a commission of luna

cy. Almost all the wills which are set aside

upon this ground are exemplifications of

this fact. If it were as easy to make a per

son a lunatic during his life as it is to set

aside wills after death, it is clear that heirs

at-law and next of kin would be inclined to

interpose at an earlier period to place their

expectations under the protection of the

Court of Chancery.

Lastly, when a crime has been commit

ted, and insanity is pleaded on behalf of

the prisoner, the proofs of insanity are

submitted to a jury, who decide upon them,

or ought to decide upon them, not as affect

ing the general sanity of the person, (as in

the case of an inquisition of lunacy,) but in

relation to the particular act with which he

is charged.

The most obvious reason which renders

it less easy to obtain a verdict of lunacy in

the first of these cases than to set aside a

will or to obtain the acquittal of a murderer,

is that the absurdity of the will or the enor

mity of the murder act very powerfully on

the minds of the court or the jury in sup

port of the alleged insanity. It cannot be

otherwise. A presumption of insanity may

of course be drawn from the previous ec

centricities, abberrations or delusions of

the criminal's life. But the facts which will

always have most weight with a jury are

those connected with the act for which he

is tried. A man who had given unequivo

cal symptoms of lunacy on various occa

sions might commit a murder under such

circumstances of provocation and delibera

tion, that no jury would hesitate to decide

that he was perfectly conscious of the na

ture and consequences of the act he was

committing, and therefore responsible for

them. Again, another man who had given

no previous indications of insanity might

commit a crime, accompanied by such evi

dent marks of frenzy and unconsciousness,

that no jury would convict him of a heinous

moral offence. Hence the jury are drawn

into a position of extreme difficulty. The

more monstrous the offence, the less proba

bility is there that it will be punished. If

M’Naughten had received from his amiable

and unfortunate victim the most cruel inju

ries and affronts, he would infallibly have

been hung, for no man would then have

doubted that in committing the murder he

was obeying the dictates of an atrocious

but not insane or incoherent revenge ; but

the circumstance of his having murdered a

man whom he had never seen or heard of,

and who was known only by his virtues,

furnished in itself a strong ground of pre

sumption that he was insane. That is to

say, it furnished in itself conclusive evi

dence of the delusion of the motive : and

in our view of this case, and of the deli

cate shades of legal and psychological anal

ysis connected with it, the main error is in

confounding this delusion as to the Motive,

with delusion as to the Act. We find this

confusion running through all the medical

evidence on the subject; we trace it in the

observations of counsel on either side ; and

even in the luminous observations which

the late deplorable occurrence has elicited

from the highest legal authorities in the

House of Lords, we do not find that this

distinction has been taken.

Dr. Prichard differs from the majority of

writers on insane criminality by admitting

and exemplifying in a very striking manner

the distinction between hallucinations of

the mental faculties and unsoundness of the

active powers. Georget, one of the most

able French writers on disorders of the

brain, had already observed, “Il est des

malades quine déraisonnent point du tout,

et chez lezquels on n’observe qu'une per

version plus ou moins, proſonde des sen

timens et des affections, sans agitation

marquée ni fureur, ou bien un état habituel

d'agitation, de colère, d'emportement et

quelquefois même de fureur mais sans
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lésion du jugement, sans déraison.” Dr.

Hitch, superintendent of the County Asy

lum at Gloucester, speaks of some of his

patients as “insane in conduct but not in

ideas.” In short, the more the phenomena

of madness have been studied, the less does

it appear that the definition and test laid

down by Locke, and adopted by many

great lawyers and medical writers, will hold

good in all cases. According to that pro

position, mental delusion, or the belief of

some unreal and merely imaginary fact, is

the invariable concomitant and criterion of

insanity. “Delusion,” said Lord Erskine,

“is the true character of insanity.” “The

belief of facts which no rational person

would have believed,” said Sir John Nicholl,

“is insane delusion, and where there is de

lusion of mind there is insanity.” Thus

mental delusions have been made the ne

cessary test of moral madness. We may

refer the reader to Dr. Prichard's excellent

work for a large collection of cases and

very ingenious and acute argument by

which he demonstrates the fallacy of this

notion, and establishes the fact that what

he terms moral insanity may exist without

any indications of mental aberration at all,

either because those aberrations are very

deeply concealed, or because the logical

powers of the understanding are not affect

ed by the disease. But although some

writers have taken this view of the case,

and have held that mental delusion is not

invariably necessary to prove moral insan

ity (thus admitting the distinction which

we have adopted between the motive and the

act), yet even Georget appears disposed to

assume, as we think too easily, that “par

tial insanity or monomania excludes the

idea of criminality or culpability, and

takes away from the patient all responsi

bility of his actions, whatever may be the

nature and extent of the illusions under

which he may labor.” To a proposition

thus broadly stated we presume that no law

er would yield an unqualified assent. But it

is not a little remarkable that this sweeping

assertion proceeds from a writer who has

distinctly admitted in a former part of his

work that errors of the will do not invaria

bly imply errors of the judgment. This

was precisely the language of the medical

witnesses on M'Naughten's trial. Dr. Pri

chard observes with more caution, that

“partial illusion of the understanding or

monomania is generally accompanied by

the state which constitutes moral insani

ty.” Such is undoubtedly the case; but

in order to rely implicitly on the rule which

has been so peremptorily laid down, it

must be shown that it is necessarily and in

variably so; otherwise such delusions as

existed in the mind of M'Naughten, accom

panied as they were by no symptoms of

moral insanity, anterior to the offence for

which he was tried, are not more conclu

sive proofs of irresponsible insanity than

the visions of Swedenborg, or the appari

tions which have haunted men of unques

tionable sanity. Dr. Prichard adds, and

we fully concur in the remark, that “all

that has been said upon this subject

will tend to confirm the general observa

tion, that the attention of those who have

hitherto investigated cases of insanity has

been too much directed to the particular

error which clouds the understanding, or

to the disordered state of the intellect or

judging and reasoning powers, whereas

in reality it is of the moral state, the dis

position, and habits of the individual con

cerned that the principal account ought

to be taken . . . . The existence of hallu

cination or illusion is a very important

part of legal investigation in cases of in

sanity; but is chiefly important in indi

cating a great probability that with such a

phenomenon moral perversion co-exists.”

We contend that it is a fatal and a very.

mischievous ſallacy to expand delusion of

motive into unconscious and irresponsible

insanity. In the first place, the motives of

crime are not admissible at all, under any

other circumstances, as a palliation of an

offence. Our feelings may be very differ

ent towards a man who has lain in wait to

assassinate his benefactor, or another man

who has lain in wait to take a sanguinary

revenge for the most cruel wrongs; but

the act is the same. We loathe the for

mer criminal; we may possibly pity the

latter; for the one has given way to the

worst passions of our nature, and the other

to an impulse which the best might share:

but both have yielded to the suggestions of

crime and to the shedding of blood; both

have violated the fundamental law of God

and society; both have incurred the law's

severest penalty. No jury of Englishmen

would so elude the dictates of their own

consciences as to acquit a murderer, be

cause they could not but feel that he had

received extreme provocation. If the pro

vocation was extreme, the greater was the

patience and resistance required of him.

But the same jury will acquit him, it is

supposed, if the criminal has acted under

the influence of imaginary provocation ; if

he has been so deluded by aberration of

mind as to suppose that an innocent indi.

vidual whom he never saw before was the
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head of a conspiracy against him ; if, in

short, the motive of the crime be an insane

delusion.

Into the appreciation of such motives it

is most dangerous for juries to enter. No

real evidence can be given on the subject.

Vague surmises must take the place of

facts; and if deluded motives or insane ob

jects are to be received as grounds of ac

quittal, there is scarcely one crime in ten

which is not committed with such a strange

neglect of all ordinary precautions and

such an absence of motives as might sug

gest the incoherence of lunacy. In most

cases crimes (confining our remark to

crimes against the person) are the effect

of criminal impulse. That such impulses

exist in the heart of man is in itself suffi

ciently strange, when we remember how

contrary they are to all the happier and

higher emotions and sympathies of his

heart. But they do exist; and not in the

insane alone. Nay, it cannot be contended

that their presence amounts even to an in

dication of insanity, until they have as

sumed some very monstrous and extrava

gant character, implying a total uncon

sciousness of or disbelief in the most pal

pable physical truths. At that point only

should we be disposed to admit that mor

bid delusions imply moral irresponsibility.

The medical witnesses on the late trial ap

pear unanimously to have given it as their

opinion, that as it was proved without dif

ficulty that M'Naughten was a prey to cer

tain delusions, therefore “any act growing

out of these delusions was quite irresisti

ble;” for that “whatever act the delusion

compels him to is quite beyond his moral

control.” We might fill a page with repe

titions of this proposition uttered by nume

rous witnesses in nearly the same words;

but we do not the less contest the logic,

the law, and indeed the common sense of

their concurrent assertion. So also Mr.

Winslow, in speaking of what is termed

moral insanity:—

“With reference to the moral culpability and

responsibility of persons affected by this form of

insanity, much, pro and con, has been said.

Many have questioned the existence of a state

of derangement, confined solely to the moral

perceptions andF. There is no doubt of

the occurrence of this form of insanity, and when

its presence is clearly established, the person so

unhappily afflicted ought not to be considered as

a responsible agent. In most cases, he has no

power over the train of thought; his will is dis

eased; he has no motive for the crime; he

struggles for a considerable time against the dis

eased impulse, till at last it overpowers him,

and he rushes upon a fellow creature and takes

away his life. W. such an exculpatory plea

is urged, the causes should beº in

quired into ; the evidence in support of the

presence of moral insanity ought to be clear

and convincing.”

Yet in this passage no attempt is made

to show what necessary relation (if any)

subsists between the delusions of the mind

and the perversity or infirmity of the will;

nor was any such attempt made by any one

of the witnesses on M'Naughten's trial. It

was shown that he entertained certain mor

bid notions that things existed which had

no real existence at all ; but not a single

attempt was made to prove that he labor

ed under any infirmity of the will whatso

ever. The medical men contend that the

presence of these morbid notions in the

mind places all the actions of the unfortu

nate person who entertains them “quite

beyond his moral control.” In other words,

every crime that was ever committed

suadente diabolo is to go unpunished, pro

vided the devil has but made himself suf

ficiently heard. And upon this mere as

sertion of the prevailing doctrine in the

Scotch medical schools, it was admitted

that this delusion was at once irresistible,

and with equal cogency of reasoning, that

it impelled M'Naughten, because he con

ceived himself to be persecuted by some

body, to take some other body's life.

The whole point at issue was thus as

sumed. The real question was, whether,

entertaining as he did this delusion,

M’Naughten was so incapable of exercis

ing discrimination and self-restraint, that

this murder was committed by him under

a fatal impulse, without even the conscious

ness that he was violating the law and do

ing what exposed him to its severest penal

ties. Be it observed, that the act for which

he was tried had no necessary or even ap

parent connexion whatever with the alleged

delusion. There is no conceivable act of

folly or wickedness which he might not

have committed with impunity on the same

ground. Did then this delusion impel him

to any or every act indiscriminately Was

he equally unable to resist every temptation?

Was his moral control gone 1 Far from it:

on all other matters he showed a great deal

more prudence and discretion than we are

wont to find south of the Tweed ; and it

would be ridiculous to suppose, from the

evidence produced at the Old Bailey, that

any jury, empanelled under a commission

de lunatico, would have deprived him of the

management of his affairs.

Whether men yield to the temptations

of ordinary life, the delusions of a disor

dered mind, or the frenzy of criminal pas
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sion, it is clear that the acts which ensue

are the result of a certain infirmity of the

will, unless it be supposed that they are

committed in total ignorance or forgetful

ness, not only of the laws of duty and con

science, but of the positive laws of this and

all other countries. But even in cases of

sanguinary monomania, several of which

are collected in the volumes before us,

nothing is more common or more affecting

than the efforts of the enfeebled will to re

sist the suggestions of the distempered mind.

“Dr. Zimmerman relates the case of a pea

sant born at Krumback, in Swabia, who was of.

ten attacked with an irresistible inclination to

commit murder. He felt the approach of the fit

many hours, and sometimes a whole day, before

its invasion, and, from the commencement of

this presentiment, he begged to be secured and

chained, that he might not commit some dread

ful crime. “When the fit comes on,' he says,

‘I feel under the necessity to kill, even were it a

child.” His parent, whom he tenderly loved, he

declared would be the first victim of this mur

derous propensity. . . “My mother,’ he cried

out, with a frightful voice, ‘save yourselſ.

or I must kill you.” Before the fit he complains

of being exceedingly sleepy ; without being

able to sleep, he feels depressed, and experien.

ces slight twitchings in the limbs. During the

fit he preserves his consciousness, and knows

perfectly well, that in committing a murder, he

would be guilty of an atrocious crime. When

he is disabled from doing injury, he makes the

most frightful contortions and grimaces, singing

or talking in rhyme. The fits last from one to

two days. When they are over, he cries out,

‘Now unbind me. Alas! I have suffered cru.

elly, but I rejoice that I have killed nobody.”

“The narrative is published of a lady, who,

on returning home one aſternoon, found her fa

yorite female servant in tears. On questioning

her, she flung herself upon her knees, and beg

#. her mistress with earnestness to dismiss her

Fom her service, in order to prevent the com

mission of a horrid deed. On being pressed to

explain what she meant, she said that for some

weeks back, every night as she undressed her

mistress's child, the whiteness of its skin inspired

her with an almost overwhelming impulse to de

prive it of life. She suffered unutterable tor

ture in resisting the tendency, and every day

she found her resolution growing weaker. An

dral relates the case of a man of considerable

scientific reputation, who became the subject of
thesej'. He was seized with an

intense desire to deprive some human being of

life. Frightened by a consciousness of his state,

he voluntarily deprived himself of liberty. He

prayed incessantly before the altar, that God

would assist him in his struggle. When he felt

the inclination arising (for it assumed an inter

mittent character) he had his thumbs tied togeth

er, and this slight physical obstacle for a time

prevented him from gratifying the horrid pro

pensity. Notwithstanding all his exertions, his

malady increased, and he at length made an at

tempt at homicide; after which the monomania

verged into general insanity, still marked with

this predominant character. He eventually died

raving-mad.

“Dr. Michu knew a country-woman of a bil

ious, sanguine temperament, of simple and reg

ular habits, but reserved and sullen in her man

ners. She had been ten days confined with her

first child, when suddenly, having fixed her eyes

upon it, she was seized with a desire of strang

ling it. The idea made her shudder; she car

ried the infant to the cradle, and went out, in or

der to get rid of so horrid a thought. The cries

of the baby, who required nourishment, recalled

her to the house, when she experienced a still

more ardent impulse to destroy it. She hasten

ed away again, haunted by the idea of commit

ting so horrible a crime. She raised her eyes to

heaven, went to church, and offered up a fervent

prayer for divine assistance. The whole day

was passed by this unhappy mother in a con

stant struggle between the desire of takingaway

the life of her infant, and the dread of yielding

to the impulse. She concealed her agitation un

til evening, when her confessor, a respectable

old man, was the first to receive her confidence.

He soothed her feelings and recommended her

to take medical advice. “When we arrived at

her house,” adds Dr. Michu, “she appeared

gloomy and depressed, and ashamed of her sit

uation. Being reminded of the tenderness due

by a mother to her child, she replied, ‘I know

how much a mother ought to love her child; but

if I do not love mine it does not depend upon
me.” She soon after recovered, the infant hav

ing, in the mean time, been removed from her

sight.

*Gall states, that he knew a woman who ex

perienced, especially at certain periods, inexpres

sible torture, and the fearful temptation to de

stroy herself, and to kill her husband and shil

dren, who were exceedingly dear to her. She

shuddered with terror as she described the

struggle that took place within her, between her

sense of duty and religion, and the impulse that

urged her to this atrocious act. For a long time

she dared not bathe her youngest child, because

an internal voice said to her constantly, “Drop

him in ;' ‘let him slip.’ Frequently she had

hardly the strength and time to throw away a

knife, which she was tempted to plunge in ñº

own and in her children's breasts. Whenever

she entered the chamber of her children or hus

band, and found them asleep, she was instantly

possessed of the desire of killing them. Some

times she precipitately shut behind her the door

of their chamber, and threw away the key, to

remove the possibility of returning to them dur

ing the night, if she should fail to resist the in

fernal temptation.”

The commission of any given act is de

termined by motives, whether sound or un

sound, passionate or rational, real or ima

ginary, which influence the will; but it is

impossible to affirm that in any particular

case one motive premominates exclusively

over all others. On the contrary, in almost

every imaginable human action there is a

conflict of motives; and the supreme will,
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the energy which has been finely termed

“the great inmate” of man, is not a passive

instrument, but an active power. It does

not imply insanity if the better motive is

set aside by the worst, or if the stronger

sense of duty is impaired by the solicita

tions of crime. The conflict, whatever be

its result, is the proof of sanity. But if no

such struggle takes place, if the conscience

is altogether dark and duty-dumb, if the

unfortunate man goes about his work of

blood with as much confidence in his own

rectitude of purpose as if he were engaging

in a deed of mercy—if he neglects all pre

cautions, discards all apprehensions, and

glories in the murder he has committed,

then, indeed, it may be affirmed that the

controlling power itself is gone, and that he

has ceased to be a moral agent. The guilt

of Adam and Eve was shown by their hid

ing themselves in the garden; for from

the moment they had committed their of.

fence, they knew what was good and what

was evil. The same test of discernment

was admitted not long ago on the continent

upon the trial of a very young offender,

who hid himself after he had perpetrated

some heinous action. But the real ques

tion of moral responsibility consists, not in

the presence or absence of certain mo

tives, but in the presence or absence of

the power of controlling them.

Those even who, with Lord Erskine in

his defence of Hadfield, are inclined to give

the largest extension to the influence which

mental delusions exert upon the will, are

compelled to reason upon the question as if

some necessary connexion existed between

the delusion and the act. The madman of

Athens, who thought that all the ships

which entered the Piraeus were hisown, was

erfectly capable of reasoning and acting

É. other men. Nor would a judge have

acquitted as an irresponsible lunatic that

pleasant visionary described by Horace,

who was ever smiling at a fancy stage or

excited by the terrors of imaginary trage

dy. Even such extravagances as these are

not altogether incompatible with the rule

quoted by d'Aguesseau in his admirable

remarks on the subject, that it is a suffi

cient test of sanity “Mediocritatem offici

orum tueri, et vita cultum communem et

usitatum.”

This brings us to the more practical part

of the whole discussion—that, namely,

which concerns the impunity of persons

of unsound mind. Nobody would venture

to contend in terms, that because A was

possessed by an insane delusion, therefore

A was not punishable for having yielded

to it. In order to give an air of reason

and coherency to these two propositions,

they are united by a third proposition to

the effect that A being possessed by an in

same delusion, had no moral control over

his actions, and therefore was no fit object

of punishment.”

“In the instance of instinctive insanity or in

sane impulse to commit acts of violence and

atrocity, to play the incendiary, or to violate the

good order and decency of social life, it is obvi

ous that the only thing requiring much consid:

eration is the real existence of the disease, and

its distinction from ordinary and real criminali

ty. So soon as it is proved to exist, there can

be no doubt that the person who is visited by this

deplorable misfortune ought to be effectunlly sep

erated from society, to prevent mischief to him

self and others. hether he ought in any case

to undergo other punishment than this is a ques

tion which I do not feel disposed to discuss. As

we have seen that a struggle often has taken

place between the desire to commit any violent

act, and the conscientious feelings of the unfor

tunate person who is thus tempted, it is proba

ble thatsome have yielded to temptation, though

convinced that they ought to have resisted it.

Such persons must be admitted to be morally

guilty and to deserve to suffer.”—Prichard, p.
177.

Criminal acts, whether in the insane or

the sane, may proceed either from error of

judgment or of the will ; nor is a con

sciousness that an act ought not to be com

mitted an infalliable test of moral guilt.

The murderer of Cardinal Beaton—the as

sassins of Caesar—or the republican fana

tics who attempted the lives of Napoleon

and Louis Philippe, would acknowledge no

moralconsciousness which ought to have re

strained them. Though sane, their judg

ment of right and wrong was altogether

confused, because they failed to bring it to

the test of the law.

But for one crime which is dictated by

an error of the judgment, a thousand are

committed from depravity of the will. Yet

here again the law interposes a salutary

moral influence. If a man possessed with

an insane delusion, or (to take a more com

mon case of the same import) animated

by some violent passion for any given act

or object, is at the same time so infirm in

will that he is likely to yield to temptation,

what is to check him 1 What does check

a large portion of mankind from committing

acts of a criminal nature ? The answer is

obvious—it is the fear of punishment.

Punishment supplies a motive sufficiently

strong to counteract a vast variety of mo

tives which would otherwise make inces

sant inroads in society; and the sanction

of punishment cannot be omitted or re
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moved even in relation to the most obvious

moral duties in the most civilized and ra

tional communities in the world. If, then,

the idea of punishment and penal con

sequences is indispensably necessary to

check the aberrations of the will, even in

those of sound mind, can it be admitted

that impunity is to be secured to the aber

rations of those who have least the power

of self-control—the insane?

The fact is perfectly well known to all

those who have paid attention to the treat

ment of the insane, that those unfortunate

persons are quite as accessible to the fear

of punishment as any other men. No luna

tic asylum could be conducted, no lunatic

could be restored to health, without salu

tary rules of discipline based on some kind

of penal sanction. We do not, of course,

mean those harsh corporal punishments

which were the inhuman expedients of a

less enlightened age, but certain privations

or restraints, or even the application of

heavy douches of cold water, have been

employed as punishments in some of the

French mad-houses with great effect. In

France, too, we have seen sanguinary mo

nomaniacs who were perpetually hand

cuffed, as a mark of criminal degradation.

The fear of punishment acts with suffi

cient intensity on the insane, except of

course idiots or maniacs, who are incapable

of any fears, and not susceptible of any

moral influence at all. The acquittal of

certain criminals, on more than one recent

occasion, on the ground of insanity, has

unquestionably encouraged other persons

to attempt similar crimes under the shelter

of the same plea. Each verdict has been

followed by a recrudescence of such of.

fences. This striking fact is in itself a

sufficient proof, that however such delin

quents may be affected in their minds, they

are sufficiently sane to reason, and to act

upon the state of the law and the decisions

of juries, by which they conceive it to be

demonstrated that they are exempt from

the operation of the law. How, then, can

it be maintained that the same persons

would have been incapable of reasoning

upon the effect of the law, if it had been

applied in all its rigor, or of conforming

to its injunctions, if they had no hope of

eluding its penalties? The assurance of

impunity not only acts upon insane minds

as a direct incentive to crime, since they

know themselves to be legally relieved

from the consequences of their actions,

but it acts upon minds in a state of incipi

ent unsoundness as an encouragement of

the disease by which they are affected.

The will is itself the guardian of the will.

In very many cases of mental disease, we

have no doubt that the necessity of adher

ing to a stricter discipline, aided by the

fear of penal consequences, might check

the progress of the complaint. A mind is

seldom overthrown until it is relaxed.

The great progress which has been made

of late years in the treatment of insanity

arises mainly from judicious endeavors to

rouse the voluntary powers of the patient.

In former times the mad were regarded as

passive victims of insurmountable disor

ders. They are now treated, in spite of

the delusions which haunt them, as men,

still preserving some share at least of the

responsibilities of men.

Inclined as we are to uphold the necessi

ty of punishing even the insane for such

criminal acts as may have been committed

by them, unless their state was such as to

exclude all consciousness of the nature of

what they were doing, we confess that it is

neither probable nor desirable that capital

punishment should be applied in such cases.

But we see no reason whatever for not sub

jecting men like Oxford or M'Naughten to

the hardships, labors, and privations of a

penal colony, and the infamy of a felon's

banishment, though perhaps a more satis

factory mode of treatment would be a strict

system of prison discipline in this country.

We have already observed, that the dis

cipline of those establishments which are

devoted to the reception and cure of the

insane could not be maintained if the prin

ciple of irresponsibility was rigorously ad

hered to. Punishments adapted to the con

dition of the unhappy inmates of those asy

lums are habitually and very properly em

ployed in them. Favors or privations, an

increase of liberty or of restraint, praise

or humiliation, are found to be scarcely

less effectual means of encouragement or

repression amongst the insane than amongst

any other class of human beings. But it

needs no demonstration to show that such

rewards and punishments must be circum

scribed within certain limits; and those

limits are determined by the state of the

patient. It is clear that where insanity ex

ists, the common feeling of humanity and

justice, of which the law is and ought to be

the expression and the instrument, will re

coil from the application of that ſearful

mode of punishment which leaves no room

for mitigation or change. No one will

contend that dangerous madmen deserve

no more clemency at the hands of the offi

cers of justice than any of the lower ani

mals in a state of mischievous fury; but
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neither is it strictly correct to assert, that

as dogs which have worried sheep are not

beaten or hung as an example to dogs, so

neither can madmen be punished as an ex

ample to madmen. Nothing can be more

opposed to all experience in the treatment

of mental diseases, than the supposition

that they are impervious to the force of ex

ample, or the fear of consequences, except

indeed in the most advanced stages of fu

rious mania.

The great evil and danger which would

appear to result from the present state of

the law, as it was applied at the late trial,

consist in the extension to cases where the

absence of moral control is by no means

fully established, of all the precautions and

immunities which the humanity of our

criminal jurisprudence has invented or al

lowed. That absence of control was not

established, as we have already seen, but

assumed as the certain and inevitable con

sequence of that amount of mental delu

sion under which a man like M'Naughten

apparently labored.

To borrow the motto of our northern co

temporary, “Judex damnatur, cum nocens

absolvitur.” In this case, the eminent

judge who decided the cause and stopped

the trial before it had reached its natural

termination, stands fortunately above all

animadversion. Nor can we refrain from

paying our humble tribute of respect to

that exalted and unbending dignity of our

principal ministers of justice which raises

them in such questions above the reach of

the censures and influences of the day.

But the obvious fact that “nocens absolvi

tur,”—the felon is acquitted,—provokes

some sort of inquiry into the state of the

law which has led to such a result.

Nothing is more embarrassing than to

suggest even an experimental remedy in a

case of difficulty arising out of the most

mysterious and complicated symptoms

which can distract the mind of man, and

one which is so closely connected with the

deepest springs of human infirmity. The

subject is tangled and abstruse, but in the

course of the administration of justice in

this country, it is brought before a tribu

nal which has less of legal acuteness and

severity than of human sympathy. Hence

arises the discrepancy we have already

pointed out between the verdict of a jury

on a question of insanity, in a civil and in

a criminal case. In the former, it seems

charitable to the subject of the inquiry to

defend his liberty of action, and to give

him credit for sanity, until absolute demon

stration of his malady is produced. In the

latter, the compassion of the jury, enlisted

with equal or greater intensity on behalf of

the prisoner, accepts and adopts the plea

of insanity on very slender grounds. In

either case a jury is called upon to examine

facts of the most perplexing kind, and to

weigh evidence frequently of the loosest

character which can be tendered in a court

of justice; the singular. diversity of the

result at which a jury so placed will arrive,

in the one case or in the other, is a suffi

cient proof of the absence of fixed rules

or principles to guide its decision.

By the old law of France, great care was

taken that the plea of insanity should be

tried as a distinct question from the main

question of the guilt of the prisoner, and

always before other Judges. . By the penal

code of modern France it is laid down as a

general principle, that where there is insan

ity (démence) there is no crime or delin

quency; consequently, whenever insanity

can be successfully pleaded, the imputed

criminality of the prisoner falls at once to

the ground. To a certain extent this may

be said to be the case in England ; at least

the more celebrated cases of insane crimi

nality are of such a nature that the whole

defence and acquittal of the culprit turned

upon the unsoundness of his mind. The

criminal act itself was patent and overt;

and the more openly it was committed, the

greater reason is there to believe that such

an act was insanely committed. Perhaps

there would be some advantage in separat

ing the two questions which are thus sim

ultaneously brought before the jury, instead

of allowing the main interest of the trial

to turn at once upon the circumstances and

evidence indicative of insanity. This

might be effected by allowing insanity to

be pleaded at a later period of the pro

ceedings, as in arrest of judgment; and

the inquiry arising upon this plea might

then be conducted without so direct and

especial a reference to the crime set forth

in the indictment, and it might be brought

before a special jury better qualified to

enter into an investigation of so peculiar a

character.

With regard to the test of insanity, or to

speak more accurately, the test of moral

responsibility, it does not appear to us that

the mere proof of the presence or absence

of the faculty of distinguishing right from

wrong, is the safest that can be adopted.

The number of persons of insane mind

who are utterly unconscious of what is

right and what is wrong, is comparatively

small, yet they are not fit objects of pun

ishment, at least not of capital punishment,
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when their impulses are so extravagant, and

their power of self-control so enfeebled that

they are the victims of merciless and absurd

delusions which they obey though they be.

lieve them not. On the other hand, where

every circumstance in his life tends to war

rant the inference that a man does.
exercise the control of free volition over all

his ordinary actions, we should be most un

willing to exempt him from punishment on

the ground of a mere mental delusion, be

cause the fear of punishment is quite as like

ly to restrain such a man from a crime as the

delusion, under which he labors, is calculat

ed to impel him to commit it. In a word, the

only test which a court of criminal justice

can safely allow itself to adopt, and the

only inquiry upon which it ought to enter,

is, whether the criminal had sufficient in

telligence to know that the act he has com.

mitted, is punishable by law, and sufficient

control over his actions not to be the mere

victim of blind impulse or frenzy.

THE ISLAND OF THE EARTHQUAKE.

AN island lay upon the placid sea,

Calm, in its glowing beauty, as the dream

Of a fair child, who sees in ecstasy

Some heavenly vision on its slumbers beam;

Where all that's beautiful in hue and form,

Bright flowers,and birds whose plumage seems of

gems,

And golden fruits, and regions ever warm

With life and{{ and plants, whose giant stems

Are crown'd with blossoms like the amethyst;

And silver streams making sweet melody,

As with the air they keep their gentle tryst;

And all things fair seem blent harmoniously.

Thus calm and beautiful that Island lay,

And many the soft silent morn did bless,

Who, at the fading of the star of day,

Were hopeless, wretched, homeless, fatherless!

One moment, and a low convulsive moan

Came from the heaving bosom of the earth;

It trembled—palm-groves, cities, towers, are gone—

Yon mass of ruins tell where they had birth !

A weeping mother came to seek her child,

Now cradled in its grave; reproachfull

A beauteous boy besought, in accents wild,

The hollow earth to set his parents free—

Alas! his only answer was the sigh

Of the night-wind, the frown of the dark sky.

Yet there were some who knelt in grateful prayer—

The loved beyond all other earthly prize,

Heaven, in its [...; love, did genily spare;

Still in that Island songs of praise arise,

Echoed by angel-voices in iſ: skies!

M. E. M. G.

Roman Antiquities.—Beneath an ancient cairn,

on the hill of Knockie in Glentanner, has been found

a very interesting treasure of bronze vessels, celts,

spear-heads, bracelets, armlets, rings, and other

relics of remote antiquity.

The Island of THE EARTHQUAKE..—TRojaN, THE SERVIAN KING. [June,

TROJAN, THE SERVIAN KING.

TRANslate:D BY John oxEnform.

[Servian legends are not, I believe, common

ly known. The following, which is a very cu

rious one, is taken from the introduction to a col

lection of Polish traditions, by M. Woycicki.

The poetical prose in which it is written, and

ºº of puerility, seem to me very effective.

—J. O.]

I.

“Quickly give me my horse! quickly bring

it hither . The sun has long vanished. The

moon and stars are already shining, and the dew

already glistens on the meadows. The south

wind blows no more, and if it does, ’tis no more

heating, but cooling. So quickly to horse ! Ev

ery moment's delay is time lost. With beating

heart has the black-eyed virgin already long

awaited me. . With the speed of the hurricane

or of the eagle do I fly on my swift-footed steed,

because the night is so short and the day is so

long, and I can only live at night-time.”

Thus spake Trojan, king of the valiant Servi

ans, who could not endure the rays of the sun.

Never had he seen the light of beaming day.

For if a single ray had shone on the head of

Trojan, he would have passed away as a cloud,

and his corpse would have been dew.

II.

The obedient squire brings the horse from the

stable. Trojan flings himself on it, and will

away. His faithful servant follows him.

“So fresh and cool : 'Tis the right time for

me!” cries Trojan, joyfully. “The stars, in

deed, are shining, and so is the moon; yet their

pale beams are without warmth. The pearly

dew, like white coral, covers the green meadow,

and in every drop can I see the form of the stars

and the face of the moon. What a stillness pre

vails . . Nothing disturbs my mind, scarcely

when the hoarse voice of the owl sounds from

the dark wood.”

“Oh! my sovereign,” replied the squire, “I

refer the sun and the hot day, even though its

eams do glow and give warmth, to the gloomy

shades of night. Then am I quite blind, and

the most lovely colors become black—the violet,

the rose, and the scented elder-blossom. And

at night everything slumbers—the birds, the

beasts, and man. Only to the wanderer does a

solitary light beam from the village by the road

side; only the faithful guardian of the house

awakens the echo with his barking, when he

sees a wolf or something strange. As the bil

lows of the sea, as the waving corn-field when

stirred by the wind, so does the echo move and

incline itself on all sides. No bird interrupts the

silence of night, for the minstrel of the spring—

the lark, flies merrily over the green meadow,

when awakened by the beams of morning, and

greets the shining day with the sun. At night

she sleeps, like every other creature, to refresh

her strength. But we, O king, pursue our way

in the shades of night.”

III.

A fair mansion was shining in the distance

a light glistened in every window. There did

the beloved of Trojan await his embrace. Tro
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jan lashed his steed with increased severity, and

flew along with the swiftness of a dart. Quickly

does he go over the bridge of lindenwood, and

over the paved court. Now he springs from his

horse, and enters the well-known halls.

Long stood the squire, holding his horse by

the bridle, till sleep oppressed his eyelids. At

last he sprang up, and said, “The cock is al

ready crowing! I must awake my king. Far

is the way to the castle, and the day will soon

dawn.”

He approaches the door of the chamber, and

knocks with all his strength: “Awake, my lord'

Awake, my king ! It will soon be day. Let us

quickly mount our steeds, and return to the cas

tle.”

“Disturb me not in my sleep,” cried Trojan,

angrily; “I know better when the day dawns—

when the signal of my death—when the sun

sends down its first beams. Wait without with

the horses.”

The obedient squire answered not a word, but

waited a long time. He gazed before him, and

with horror he saw the first breaking of the

dawn. He again ran in hastily, and still more

loudly knocked at the door of the dark chamber.

“Awake, my sovereign!” cried he, in despair.

“I have already seen the dawn of morning.

If thou stayest a moment longer, the rays of the

sun will kill thee.”

“Yet wait a moment; I will at once hasten

hence. If I can but mount my steed before the

dawn is awake, and the clear sun shines, 1 shall

be soon in my castle.”

The obedient squire waited long. At last

Trojan came ; he mounted his steed, and fled

with the speed of an arrow.

IV.

He had scarcely crossed the paved court and

the bridge of lindenwood, when the clear light

came towards him from beyond the mountain.

“That is the sun" cried the squire, with ter

r.

“Then the moment of my death is near !” re

plied Trojan, with suppressed rage. “I will

alight from my horse, and press my poor body

close to the damp earth. Do thou cast thy man

tle over me, and about sunset fetch me with my

courser.” And he sprang trembling from his

horse, and sunk exhausted on the damp earth,

while the faithful squire carefully spread the

mantle over the poor king. He then hastened

to the castle, and knocked at the iron gates.

“Open, porters—open, quickly tº cried he,
tºmº with alarm. Down fell the draw

bridge, the squire entered the gate, and sum

moned all the servants. “Where is the king ?

Where is Trojan?” they all ask; and he points

with tears to the courser. “The king lies in the

field, on the damp earth; his body is covered

with a mantle, and at sunset I shall fetch him

with the courser.” -

V.

It was a sultry day; not a breeze was stirring,

and the sun scorched like fire. Trojan trem:

bled beneath his mantle with heat and fear, and

he swore, that if he escaped, he would never

again wait the approach of dawn.

The shepherds went to tend their flocks, and

they came up to Trojan. They looked, and

they saw a mantle; they raised it, and they saw

a man; and then they pulled it away entirely.

Trojan shrieked, and entreated them by all that

was dear to them—“Cover me again with the

mantle; let me not burn in fire!”

In vain does he entreat them, for the sun is

shining brightly, and its rays fall straight upon

Trojan's face. Suddenly he is silent; his eyes

are turned to two drops of liquid; head, neck,

and breast have flowed away, and soon the

whole body appears changed to tears. The

corpse of Trojan shines for a moment like dew,

but even these drops are soon dried up by the

melting beams of the day. '

VI.

At sunset the faithful squire hastens into the

field, with the servants of the castle; but Tro

jan is not there. He only sees the mantle, and

e wrings his hands, and weeps bitterly. Wain

are thy tears | They will not awaken the king.

Of Trojan's castle nought is now left but ru

ins, and in his dark hall, where the sun once

never shone, it now beams brightly on the nests

of the swallows, and dries the damp walls.

TO THE SPRING.

From Blackwood's Magazine.

Welcome, gentle Stripling,

Nature's darling, thou–

With thy basket full of blossoms,

A happy welcome now I

Aha!—and thou returnest,

Heartily we greet thee—

The loving and the fair one,

Merrily we meet thee!

Think'st thou of my Maiden

In thy heart of glee ?

I love her yet the Maiden—

And the Maiden yet loves me!

For the Maiden, many a blossom

I begg’d—and not in vain;

I came again, a-begging,

And thou—thou giv'st again :

Welcome, gentle Stripling,

Nature's darling thou—

With thy basket full of blossoms,

A happy welcome, now !

Aerial Navigation.—The first attempt at fly

ing in the air occurred early in the 16th century,

when an Italian adventurer paid a visit to Scot

land. He was very favorably received by King

James IV., who presented him with the abbacy of

Tungland; and, having promised to gratify the

court with the exhibition of a plan which could en

able any person to reach the most elevated region

in a few hours, he had an apparatus made, con

sisting of huge wings, to be propelled by cords.

Thus equipped, he leaped from the battlements of

| Stirling Castle, and, as might be expected, speedi

ly reached the ground. His reasoning on this un

lucky event is worthy of being preserved. “My

wings,” said the Italian, “were composed of vari

ous feathers of a dunghill fowl, and they, by sym

pathy, were attracted to the dunghill on which I

fell; whereas, had my wings been composed of

eagle's feathers alone, as I proposed, the same

sympathy would have attracted my machine to the

highest regions of the air.”



240
MeN AND THINGs. [June,

ReMINISciences of

REM.INISCENCES OF MEN AND THINGS,

BY ONE WHO HAS A GOOD MEMORY.

From Fraser's Magazine.

De LAMARTINE.

WHEN first I saw the kind-hearted and

gentlemanly De Lamartine, he had returned

from his travels in the East, oppressed by

grief, and weighed down with domestic ca

lamity. He had lost his only daughter.

Far, far away from the scenes of her infan

cy and childhood, from her father's own

beautiful dwelling, from the trees and the

moss, the vineyards and the fields, she loved

so well; beneath another sky, and surround

ed with many faces unfamiliar to her heart,

she breathed her last sigh in the arms of

her parents in the Holy Land, and her soul

winged its happy flight to the heaven of her

Saviour and her God. At the Chateau de

St. Point, near Macon, in the centre of

France, she had received her earliest and

dearest impressions; and its solitary and

romantic scenery was not forgotten by her,

even when her light foot pressed the sward

of holier and lovelier lands. “La terre na

tale” was beautifully sung by her father, in

one of his delicious “harmonies;” and her

young heart expanded under the genial in

fluence of the kindly and noble sentiments

which he possessed. With a passion for

all that was beautiful, good, just, and wise,

that father had impregnated her charac

ter: and she was the reflected image of

himself. But Julia died . She had tra

versed with him the regions of the East.

She had beheld his fine heart bound with

joy at the pious traditions of the scenes of

our salvation. She had visited the shores

of Malta, the coasts of Greece, the ruins

of Athens, the plains and the mountains of

Syria, and that Palestine so dear to the heart

of every Christian. But Gethsemane was

doubly hallowed to his soul, for death

snatched from him the being in whose ex

istence and happiness the dearest hopes of

himself and his wife were centered ; so that

he sang in pathetic and mournful strains

the following deep and precious thoughts,

descriptive of the state of his mind:—

“Maintenant tout est mort dans ma maison aride,

Deux yeux toujours pleurant sont toujours de

vant mol;

Je vais sans savoir ou, j'attends sans savoir quoi,

Mes brass'ouvrent à rien, et se ſerment à vide,

Tous mes jours and mes nuits sonté de meme cou

leur,

La prière en mon sein avec l'espoir este morte,

Mais c'est Dieu quit'écrase, 6 mon âme soit forte,

Baise sa main sous la douleur !”

Nothing could better describe the feel

ings of De Lamartine when I first saw him

than those stanzas of his own ; and those

who knew him best often predicted that the

occupations of his future life would be

simply

“Aimer, prier, et chanter "

De Lamartine had returned to Paris, but his

travels had preceded him. His grief had

excited the love and the sympathy of mul

titudes of beings in all quarters of the

globe. His tale of wo had been told,

if not in every cottage, at least in many a

dwelling of the poor, as well as of the rich;

and the fact that he was a royalist, and op

posed to the new order of things in France,

was wholly lost sight of, and he was re

garded as the travelled Thane and the

Christian poet. His fine active mind had

been subdued by the loss he had sustained

to a degree of humility and submission

which was truly sublime; and those who

are not well acquainted with the power of

a cultivated and moral nature to throw off

its grief and to gird itself with strength

and decision, would have imagined that De

Lamartine could never again sing of beau

ty, of nature, and of love, but would be:

come in principle a recluse. His wife, an

English lady of good family, of benevolent

and gentle disposition, , and , of , well-in

formed and highly cultivated mind, had

shared with him in the East all his sorrows,

as well as all his enjoyments, and had re

turned to Paris bereſt of the idol of their

heart's affection. To them the world had no

charms. Tearsandsighs, remembrancesclad

in mourning, and grief which knew of no

mitigation, were their constant companions;

and their friends looked on them as we are

wont to do on objects blasted by lightning,

and on trees riven by the storm. The sun

appeared to shine in vain for them,-for she

who loved the first golden rays of the

morning now slept in her grave. True,

her remains had been brought to France,

but they were only the remains—the body

without the spirit. The moon, that fairest

companion of the night, disclosed in vain

her charms for them; since she who de

lighted to wander in sylvan scenery, or on

the bare and cold mountain, with her father

as her guide and her teacher, could no long

er ask his aid, or his counsels, and no long

er applaud with her smiles or her tears the

sweetest efforts of his muse. The land

scape, with its varied scenery and multi

plied attractions; society, with its excite

ment and its distractions; solitude, with its

pensive thoughts and its self-examination;

all appeared before them monotonous and

sad, for she was no longer the admirer of

the landscape, the charm of society, or the

companion of the lonely hour. Books had
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no delights for them. Pictures, the repre

sentations of the past, the present and the

future, were without beauty in their eyes;

statues and marbles were but dull and life

less blocks to them, since she who admired

and appreciated them all, was now silent

and cold as the marbles themselves. Pub

lic affairs they would not or could not con

verse about. They had scarcely a tear to

spare for others—they had so many to shed

for themselves; and though dynasties had

been changed, old institutions of the first

revolution revived, and a new state of

things both moral, political, and religious,

had come to life, De Lamartine and his ad

mirable wife were evidently unaffected by

the changes, and viewed them all as events

with which they had nothing to do—and to

which they were indeed bound to remain

strangers. He had still in his absence been

elected a deputy, and he hoped to perform

the duties of his office, but with sorrow and

with tears.

How unearthly is the human mind, how

pure its breathings, and how bright, or

rather, spiritual, are its soarings, when thus

brought by calamity, disappointment, and

the ravages which death has made on those

the soul loves, to view this world as a mere

sojourn, life as a rapid journey, a fitful

dream, and a day of sunshine and of cloud

too speedy in its flight to be remembered ;

and when God alone seems capable of filling

the vast desires of the soul, and the de

mands of a care-worn, a bereaved, and an

empty heart! Then it is that life's che

quered day is viewed in its true coloring ;

that the cavils and the reproaches, the ca

lumnies and the misrepresentations of the

world, excite only pity and commiseration

—not amounting to scorn or to anger; and

the pursuits of life are estimated by their

real, not by their imagined worth. Then it

is that the high destinies of our future be

ing press themselves upon us in all their

vastness and grandeur; and that we feel all

the truthfulness of the declaration, “So

God created man in his own image, in the

image of God created he him, male and fe

male created he them.” This is not the pe

riod of false sensibility, of affected senti

ment, of artificial or of feigned emotion.

But such moments as those I have thus re

ferred to in the life of De Lamartine are,

when not indulged to such an extent as to

become prejudicial to our mind's vigor,

usefulness, and future efforts for the good

of society, the great halting places in our

lives; the summits from which we take a

large and expansive view of the world

about and around us, and they are the

Wol. II. No. II. 16

epochs most favorable to our moral, intel

lectual, and religious improvement. It is

undoubtedly true that some thought the

grief of De Lamartine excessive, whilst the

vulgar and the worldly-minded stigmatized

it as affected. But his friends only feared

that its sincerity and intensity might have

such an effect on his future efforts, as to

render his poetry morbid or fretful, his cha

racter repining and discontented, and thus

to withdraw him from those busy scenes of

daily life where the force of his eloquence,

the strength of his judgment, and the ex

cellence of his example, might improve and

bless mankind.

The publication of the Travels of De La

martine in the East, was a sort of epoch in

French modern literature. It seemed like

the restoration of Christianity after years

of reproach, calumny, and persecution.

For the Revolution of 1830 proclaimed

“war against the priests;” and that, also,

meant “war against the altar,” at which

they ministered. The palace of the arch

bishop had been pillaged; the literature of

centuries was thrown into the waters of the

Seine as too bad to be preserved, because it

was the literature of the church, multi

tudes of priests had been attacked, insult

ed, and beaten. The remnant of the old

republican party of the last century now

hoped to wreak its vengeance on the men

and the clergy of the restoration. And, in

one word, the goddess of Reason was again

spoken of by the followers of Voltaire and

Rousseau. But the book of De Lamartine

came as a voice from the tomb; like fresh

waters rushing to an arid desert; like the

overflowing of the Nile; like flowers on

graves; and beauty, fertility, and verdure,

where rankness, poison, and death had

prevailed. Some read his book from a

love for the wonderful, some for its poetry,

others for its apparent romance, and multi

tudes became enamored once more with a

religion, with which were connected the

glowing recollections of the Holy Land.

I know it will be replied that these were

not the stern and strong characteristics of

a truly religious state of public mind and

feeling, and that there was much of poetry

and imagination bound up with these emo

tions. This I grant very readily; but it

was surely something to give a new direc

tion to minds which were unoccupied with

good, and which were busily set on doing

evil. It was surely something to assist in

checking the blind and mad fury of many

for attacking churches, for destroying the

ornaments and paintings of the cathedrals,

and for razing to the ground all that re
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mained of pious recollections of past ages.

I feel certain that all the dragoons of Louis

Philippe, and all the national guards of La

fayette, and all the active police force of

Casimir Perier or M. Thiers, and all the re

proaches of enlightened foreigners against

the rioting and pillaging propensities of the

modern plunderers of the Romish churches

in France, would never even combinedly

have effected so much of restraining and be

neficial influence as did the work of De La

martine on the East. The clergy once

more showed themselves in the streets.

The churches were re-opened, many of

which had been closed; the Christian tem

ples were, as it were, re-adorned and re

consecrated; and every one said, “Why

we, also, are believers in this same Jesus,

and we know and love these scenes of Beth

anv and Jerusalem.”

. The success of the work of De Lamar

tine in France may be partly ascribed to

his previous reputation as a poet, to his no

ble and generous nature, to his ardent and

imaginative spirit, and to the depth and in

tensity of his sorrows. All this I am pre

pared to admit; but it was an act of courage

as well as of virtue, and of patriotism as

well as of religion, to come forth with a

book full of prayer and praise, of Christian

ity and of piety, when those to whom he

addressed it were either joining the Abbé

de la Mennais in his republican Romanist

system, or the Père Enfantin and Michel

Chevalier in their restoration of St. Simon

ianism; or were rushing to the “Eglise

Française,” where French was substituted

for Latin and where orations were delivered

on all descriptions of subjects, similar to

those which now form the matter of debate

at Fox's Finsbury chapel, London. The

voice of the poet, the traveller, the histo

rian, was at this time apparently too musi

cal, too soft, too gentle to be heard. Oh,

no! it penetrated the hearts of the obdu

rate ; it descended like gentle dew ; it

fructified, vivified, subdued; and a better

state of mind followed, which ended not,

indeed, in such a religious movement as we

who are of the Church of England could have

desired, but in one of freedom from hostili

ty to Christianity, of respect for its au

Hoºi teachers, and of toleration to all

who professed it. -

It has been objected to these travels of

De Lamartine that they entered into the

minute details of an individual life, which

could only be interesting to the immediate

circle of the author's friends and acquaint

ances. But in this I do not concur. It was

not his friends and acquaintances only who,

day by day, and week after week, carried

off edition after edition, until almost every

library in Europe as well as every cottage

library in France, was supplied with a copy.

I was present at the period. I witnessed

the effect it produced,—pure, calming, holy;

and how it, at least for a time, changed the

politically hostile character of all private

society, and gave a wholly new topic for

conversation and reflection. The mass of

mankind take a deeper interest in the per

sonal adventures of an individual, in his pri

vate thoughts, feelings, and attachments, in

his diet, his walks, his thoughts, his family,

his associations, than some men are willing

to concede. And the reason for this is ob

vious. There are but few minds capable of

comprehending the vast, the mysterious, the

awful, whilst all can sympathize with the

every-day scenery of ordinary being. This

is the great secret of the success of Miss

Mitford in her delineations of the veriest

every-day occupations and doings of a work

a-day world. And, indeed, the happiest

efforts of our greatest writers are not those

which describe a tyrant, a despot, a slave,

a conqueror, or a reformer, but those which

depict man, as he is in his mingled charac

ter of good and evil, as we meet him at our

own doors and by our own firesides.

That which is personal, individual, and

minute, is always more interesting to the

mass of mankind than ideal personages, he

roes, and goddesses; aud the rapid sale of

some of the earlier efforts of Charles Dick

ens also confirms the accuracy of my state

ment.

But De Lamartine was a DEPUTY A

small though fortified town, named BER

GUEs, quite in the north of France, had dur

ing his absence in the Holy Land, elected

him their representative. It was at the

period that all men were mad in France re

specting what was quaintly called “ELEcto

RAL CAPACITIEs.” Talent, not property;

mind, not wealth, rank, or influence, were

to take the lead in the new Chamber of

Deputies; and actors, physicians, poets, his

torians, newspaper editors, and “Feuilleto

nists,” too, were to contribute of their in

tellectual riches, to the repository of na

tional talent, and of popular declamation.

The electors of Bergues were determined

not to be outdone; and, ignorant that though

De Lamartine was a poet and an author, he

was also a landed proprietor and a wine

grower, they determined that they would

not be outstripped on the score of “intel

lectual capacity” in their representative.

The next time I saw De Lamartine he

was pleading for the abolition of the pun
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ishment of death at the tribune of the Cham

ber. “I am aware,” he said, “that you

are not prepared to abolish the punishment

of death by a prompt and decisive resolu

tion ; but this supplies no argument against

my pleading for its abrogation. It is the

duty of those who plead for great princi

ples to originate, as well as to conduct, a

discussion. The real philosophical legisla

tor is patient. He neither deceives himself

nor others. He does not expect, that be

cause he sees with clearness a principle,

which all mankind have hitherto rejected,

that his convictions are to be followed by

the instantaneous conversion of others to

his views. He knows, also, that although

a principle may be good in itself, its appli

cation to large masses of society will not

always be equally desirable. A nation

might be sacrificed by the enforcement of

abstract principles. i. bringing forward,

then, this question of the abolition of capi

tal punishment, I am not about to set at

nought the usages, customs, or even preju

dices of a great nation. Society itself is a

traditional work, and we must not touch the

edifice with other feelings than those of re

spect and deference. We must think of

the millions of lives, of properties, of rights,

which repose in the shade of this vast and

this secular edifice ; and we must remem

ber that even one stone rashly and inop

portunely removed may crush whole gene

rations by the fall which will ensue. Our

duty is not to curse, but to enlighten socie

ty. He who curses what he does not ap

prove, does not feel what is his real duty,

and shews that he does not comprehend

society. The sublimest of all social theo

ries which should teach insubordination, or

revolt against the laws, would be, in the

end, far less beneficial to the world than

that respect and obedience which the citi

zen owes even to that which the philoso

pher condemns.” These were hard and

difficult sayings for a chamber of deputies

rincipally composed of the men of the

evolution. Those men were for deciding

the excellence of a system, and the morali

ty of a theory, by the test of how many

white and how many black balls were

placed for it in the balloting-box! and would

test truth, not by truth, but by numbers!

The next time I saw De Larmartine he had

received from his own native town an invi

tation to represent it in the new parliament.

This was indeed flattering; not that the

electors of Macon were more enlightened,

or royalist, or patriotic than those of Ber

gues, but as it is true that, generally speak

ing, a prophet hath no honor amongst

his own people, it was complimentary to

him, that those who knew him best were

most anxious to be represented by him.—

The family of De Lamartine, indeed, is

one of noble and honorable antiquity. In

the memorial of the states of Burgundy

his family was registered. The old château

and estate of Monceaux have descended

from generation to generation. At the very

Macon which now De Lamartine represents,

his relations were imprisoned for their

faithful adherence to the cause of Louis

XVI. ; and the mother of the subject of

this sketch, hired a house near the prison

that she might, from a window which looked

over its gate, shew daily to his father their

beloved child Alphonso through the bars

of the gaol. Faithful to the old Bourbon

race, the De Lamartines would have all

suffered for that fidelity at the close of the

last century had not Robespierre expired.

How true it is that time is the great reveal

er of mysteries, the mighty magician which

reconciles all contradictions, clears up all

doubts, and removes all obstacles; for here

is De Lamartine, once the puling infant smil

ing at its imprisoned father through the

prison gates of Macon gaol, now represent

ing, in the French Chamber of Deputies, the

very same principles for which his father

was incarcerated, and returned by the elect

ors of that self-same Macon |

When, for the second time, the little old

town of Bergues, so cold and so uninterest

ing, entreated De Lamartine to represent it

in the Chamber of Deputies, he caused not

only its electors, but the whole of France to

resound with his political profession of

faith ; and to this document I invite atten

tion, because the very same line of conduct

he therein condemned with so much of

truth and eloquence, he has unhappily pur

sued himself; and has of late, attacked with

vehemence the government of M. Guizot,

not with distinct and precise charges, but

with vague and most uncertain inuendoes.

Such creatures we are, the very best of us,

of momentary influences and of transient

impressions; so exposed, by our passions

or our follies, to do that to-day which our

reason has beforehand condemned

“I am no party man. I am neither an

out-and-out ministerialist on the one hand,

nor a systematic oppositionist on the other

hand. Parties rise, have their little day of

life, vehemence, and strife, and then expire.

Cabinets are called into being, perpetuate

vast errors, and are systematically opposed.

The opposition ceases to be regarded with

respect because it is systematic, and it dies

with the ministry it opposes.”
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How singular it is that this self-same De

Lamartine has declared, within the last

month, against the ministry of M. Guizot,

a systematic and untiring opposition, and in

terms so precisely opposite to those which

he formerly made use of, that it would be

easy to believe that he had taken the speech

which 1 am now referring to, as a model, not

to imitate, but to deny and oppose. When

he addressed the electors of Burgues, he

said,

“I endeavor to act on higher principles, I

seek to rise to the elevation of truth, of im

partiality, of political morality. I look above

and beyond party, to the social good of my

fellow-citizens. I know that the party men

who care for themselves and their faction,

and not for the whole commonwealth, will

inquire, “And pray what is a social man º'

Is he a man of the droit, or is he one of the

gauche What is his journal 1 What his

coterie 1 Does he vote with one of the four

great parties in the Chamber; and if so,

with what party does he act 1 And what is

the answer to these, and to like inquiries 1

—It is this:—A man of the Social party

knows political parties too well to serve

them; refuses to degrade himself to their

trival personalities, leaves to egotistical

men the rivalry of name, and will not con

sent to become the mere partisan of the hour,

but seeks to be the man of his age.”

This was noble language, and its philos

ophy was high and attractive. But this

same De Lamartine, whose eloquent and

patriotic language I love to transcribe, and

whose bright example at the time it was ut

tered produced so beneficial an effect on

the whole of France, has recently joined

the ranks of a democratic faction against

M. Guizot ; and, forgetting all his previous

declarations, has become a party man to the

extent of entirely setting aside the rules he

had himself so well defined, for the conduct

of an honest and well-principled opposition.

Alas! from such facts as these we learn to

distrust all men, and finally to distrust our

selves. How is it, we ask, that the De La

martine of January 1832 to 1842, should

renounce his oft repeated declarations, and

join the general yell against M. Guizot, for

his “Protestantism,” for his “English pre

judices,” and for his attachment to the cause

“of peace without dishonor,” and of “lib

erty without licentiousness "

“A man of the Social party,” exclaimed

De Lamartine, “is one who takes for the

basis of his policy, not a shifting and

changeable sort of passion, of hate, of pre

judice, of affection for dynasties and for

princes, but the prominent soil of justice,

of truth, and of the real and solid interests

of the country. This man does not attach

undue importance to forms of government.

He values them for their true merit; he

looks upon the race of man not by isola

ted examples, but as a race, and he sees

every where improvement and progression.

The real Social man believes that true liber

ty can be enjoyed under opposing forms of

government; that all governments may fall;

and that we should regard them as instru

ments of civilization,'of which it is neces

sary to make use, that the happiness of so

ciety may be forwarded. Such a man seeks

to bend, not to break governments; and

whilst he loves liberty, it is the liberty of

the law, and social power, because that

power is the mighty lever which God hath

given man to enable human associations to

act upon themselves, and to raise them

eventually to Him.”

How happens it, then, that this self-same

De Lamartine, within the last month, has

seceded not only from the royalist party,

for that he did long ago, but now from the

conservative party of the present dynasty,

and has vowed perpetual hostility to all

ministries and parties which shall have for

their policy that system of peace, order, and

rational liberty, which Louis Philippe has

so long sought to found, and to perpetuate

in France 1 This is one of those enigmas

which the biography of otherwise great

men sometimes presents for the considera

tion of philosophers, statesmen, and sages;

but generally so presents in vain. There is

something not merely contradictory, but

almost chaotic, in these opposing systems

in the same character and man; and we

shall seek in vain, in secondary causes, for

their explanation.

De Lamartine is one of the most zealous

supporters of La Société de la Morale Chré.

tienne at Paris. It professes to amend the

condition of the human species by the in

fluence of Christian morals; and to reduce

the number and character of the evils which

spring out of the present condition of hu

man societv. This institution is one of the

glories of France, and it has contributed

more to her moral regeneration than all

other associations combined. To its ener

getic and patriotic efforts France is indebt

ed for the abolition of lotteries. The evils

which lotteries engendered were as count

less as they were demoralizing. The small

ness of the sums which could be deposited,

and the large and tempting bribes which

were held out by the government to the

working classes as temptations to gambling,

were of the most enticing character. É.
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England lotteries were bad enough, and the

cause of public morals demanded their ab

rogation; but in France the evils were quite

of another class. In England the price of

sixteenths was not low enough to be reached

by the lowest of the working classes. There

must have been some saving up, and no

small portion of care and providence, even

in war times, on the part of the working

man in England, to spare the sum necessa

ry for one-sixteenth in a lottery prize at

Cornhill or in Lombard Street. But at Pa

ris, so great were the temptations offered to

the working classes to put into the govern

ment lotteries, that they might purchase a

“simple ertrait ’’ on four out of ninety num

bers for as low a sum as twopence-halfpenny;

and the ticket for two francs, an “extrait,”

yielding (if only one number came up) fif

teen times the sum deposited. Then if an

ambe, or two of the numbers, came up, on

which they staked their money, they re

ceived several thousand times more than

their little investment. A “terme,” or three

lucky numbers offered them 37,500 times

more than the sum they risked ; and if the

whole four numbers made their appearance,

75,000 times more than the amount paid in,

was given to the fortunate winner. But

how rare was such an occurrence when con

trasted with the millions of failures 1 Per

sons might deposite on one, two, three,

four, five, or any number from one to

ninety, and small sums of one penny or

twopence on each ;... and the lotteries at

Bordeaux, Lyons, Lille, Strasbourg, Paris,

followed with such rapidity, that the work

ing classes had no sooner got over the ex

citement, success, or defeat of one lottery,

than others in the very same week attrac

ted new attention, and raised new curiosity,

anxiety, and sorrow, or joy. It was at once

curious and painful to watch the physiog

nomies of the parties surrounding the al

most innumerable small lottery-offices at

Paris, on the days of the various drawings

of the provincial lotteries. When the

weather was clear, and the telegraphs could

work with effect and rapidity, the gamblers

in lotteries knew full well within a few min

utes when the news would arrive, and they

waited round the offices in question in the

respective districts of the metropolis in

which they might happen to be for the mo

ment, watching with the most breathless

anxiety for the arrival of the messenger

from the central office, with the numbers

which had been just drawn. There they

would stand with their tickets in their

hands, and as the numbers appeared, their

countenances would become dejected and

mournful, or lighted up and joyous. When

it is remembered that these lotteries were

a source of the most positive and certain

revenue to the government, it may well be

imagined how seldom were the features of

the wretched and uncertain watchers for

good luck to be seen beaming with joy.

But how many tens of thousands of disap

pointed, dejected, wretched countenances

were to be beheld on the mornings of these

lottery drawings, calculating one moment

how they would expend their anticipated

prizes; and a few seconds afterwards

wholly ignorant where they should procure

even their next meal of bread | -

This is no ideal case, or one of but rare

occurrence. Hundreds—nay, thousands—

of such occurred every week, and so great

was the infatuation of the provincial as well

as the Parisian working classes for this

species of excitement, that they would

pawn all their smaller articles of finery and

jewelery in order “to try their luck once

more,” in the Strasbourg or some other lot

tery. The dearest heir-loom of a poor

man's family, the jewel round which were

centered a thousand dear and interesting as

sociations; the new dress, or the new coat,

which was purchased out of the savings

arising from hour after hour of extra work

and bondage ; all—all would be taken to

some commissionarie of the “mont de piété,”

or the great national pawning bank, in or

der to raise money enough to purchase

“one more ticket,” which could be effect

ed at as low a price as one shilling and

eight pence!! Oh! the families that

were ruined, and the hearts that were

broken, and the peace that was disturb

ed, by these wretched lotteries . They

led to family quarrels, to domestic misery,

to separation of man and wife, to want of

providence in family expenditure, to inat

tention to the comforts of husband, wife,

and children; to intoxication, desertion of

family, and very often, indeed, to assassin

ation and suicide. It would be impossible to

record the number of suicides to which the

fatal loss of the last two or three FRANcs

by lotteries led to in France . The working

à: in that country, easily and cheaply

excited by the “vin ordinaire,” deteriora

ted by intoxicating drugs, having no prin

ciples to guide or to restrain them, and

soon affected by the loss of their idol—

money, had no object to pursue, no real and

rational hope to sustain them, and having

no religion to influence them, they resorted

to suicide as to their only resource, and

terminated (as they thought) with a pistol,

or in the Seine, their sorrows and forebod
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ings. I have witnessed some of these

scenes of cheap gambling, of cruel disap

pointments, and of heartless and wretched

suicide, or I should not dwell upon them.

When considering abroad, and when re

flecting at home, on these evils and their

causes, men like De Lamartine turned their

attention to the best means of putting a

stop to the vices which were generally ad

mitted and deplored. Was it to beº

that a positive and regular portion of the

revenue of the French Government should

be dependent on the success of such lotte

ries as these ? Was the government of

France to be allowed to be permanently

dependent, even for one centime, (the fifth

part of a halfpenny) for its stated income

on such sources of revenue as these ?”

Then what was to be done 1 Some said,

“Tax the gambling-houses to a greater

amount.” Others said, “Make the amount

to be deposited for each separate lottery

ticket higher?” And, finally, the mass of

those who loved gambling, urged that this

“innocent game of the people” should not

be taken away from them. Not so reason

ed De Lamartine, and it is not because I

blame his recent conduct with regard to M.

Guizot, that, therefore, I am to refuse to the

great Christian poet and legislator of France

the merit of having most powerfully con

tributed to put an end to the gambling lot.

teries of his native land.

But De Lamartine addressed the powers

of his mind and the energies of his heart

to the removal of another evil;--it was to

the overthrow of Parisian GAMBLING Houses!

It is quite impossible for any one who has

not witnessed in all the length and the

breadth of its hideousness the demoralizing

character of this national evil, to judge of

the immense—nay, even incomprehensible

good effected by De Lamartine and his

friends, when they likewise procured the

closing of the Paris gambling-houses. They

were the scenes of such awful woes, of

such certain and extensive ruin, of such

excitement to the display of the very worst

passions, and of so many and such awful

deaths, that the closing of the Paris gam

bling-houses was an immense national good.

I have visited expressly those receptacles

of needy and unprincipled gamesters, that

I might watch the effects of the lowest and

most degrading of passions upon them, viz.

that of the love of wealth. I have seen

the boy, sent on his errand of business,

enter with the five-franc piece of his master,

risk two francs of the same ; double, treble,

and more than decuple the amount; but not

satisfied with his successes, he has remain

ed behind in the hope of further multiply

ing his gains. What has been the result 1

All his first gains have been lost, all his

hopes extinguished, his small and stolen

capital has vanished, and he has rushed

from the Palais Royal so incompetent to

decide what should be his fate, that very—

very often the next few minutes have found

such an one a wretched and a miserable

suicide. I have always watched, when I

have entered these dungeons of misery for

that purpose, with the most intense interest,

alarm, and concern, my own countrymen,

and especially those whose youth and inex

perience rendered them doubly the objects

of vigilance and anxiety. Many of them

were medical students. They were sent

to Paris with limited means to complete

their anatomical studies. With prudence

and good conduct, those means were am

ple ; but extravagance or gambling was

quite out of the question. The first time

they entered these establishments of “rouge

et noir,” they themselves often became

“rouge” enough as they placed their first

five-franc piece on the fatal board. But,

as success attended their exploits, they

became flushed with victory, and looked

bold and daring. If, perchance, good luck

crowned their efforts during the first por

tion of the sitting, they sometimes retired

with their booty, in order to convince others

as well as themselves “that they knew when

to leave off.” But the first visit was soon

followed by the second, and the second by

the third, until not only all their money

had been consumed, but until all their books,

anatomical instruments, watches, and every

disposable article, had been sacrificed to

gratify that appetite which grows on what

it feeds. Then anxiety, misery, debt, dis

grace, have followed, and arrest for rent

or board and lodging has ensued. It is

useless to follow up the subject. Thank

God, these GAMBLING-Houses have been for

ever closed, and the municipality of Paris,

and the government, no longer derive a

portion of their revenues from the vices

and disorders of society But it must not be

forgotten that it was greatly to the untiring

efforts of De Lamartine, and his noble co

adjutors, that this result is to be ascribed.

The position which De Lamartine first

took on his entrance into public life he has

not been able to maintain. He set out with

the resolution not to become a party man,

i. e., in the ordinary acceptation of the word

party; and to be the chief of those who

looked to the social evils of France, and

sought to remedy them. Education, the

condition of the poor, “agiotage,” and its
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influence on society, the ſoundling asylums,

illegitimate children, the condition of un

fortunate females; these, and a variety of

other subjects, together with the penal

code, slavery, and the slave-trade, were to

engross his time, and absorb his energies.

But this is the case no longer. I do not

find fault with the change which has taken

place, because in France it is really very

difficult, if not impossible, to steer clear of

party politics, and of political partizanship.

But yet the fact is the same. De Lamar.

time has become in his turn a colleague of

Berryer, a supporter of Guizot, an approver

of Count Mole politics, and, finally, (“tell

it not in Gath, and publish it not in the

streets of Askalon,”) the most forward,

bold, decisive opponent of that Conserva

tive policy which himself and his party

often pronounced to be the only one com

patible with peace on the one hand, and

with the honor and happiness of France

on the other. Is De Lamartine no longer

satisfied that England and France may be

good allies, and yet honorable and enlight

ened rivals Or has he also joined the “An

fl. faction, which sees in Great

ritain an immense obstacle to French ag

grandizement, and to French power 1 I

fear the latter is the case; and that he is

now pledged to oppose all governments

which are not constructed on the basis of

“ultra French politics and views. Now,

what is meant by this expression is this:—

that France shall refuse the right of search;

that France shall claim to take precedence

in regulating, at all times, the affairs of the

East; that France shall exercise authority

in the affairs of Spain; that France shall

extend her frontiers to the limits claimed

by the republican party of the last century;

that France shall be permitted to dictate to

the rest of Europe on the fate of smaller

states; that France shall become the most

formidable military and naval power in the

west of Europe; that France shall extend

her conquests in the north of Africa, estab

lish settlements in the continent of Amer

ica, especially of South America, and form

colonies and governments in the Pacific

Ocean. And, I regret to state, that the

Legitimist party in France will lend itself

to these demands, not because it regards

them as politically sound or wise, but in

order to extend the influence of the Romish

church throughout the nations of the earth.

This is the policy of Abbé de Genoude, the

able and eloquent proprietor and editor of

the Gazette de France. This is the policy

of all who are under the influence of the

court of Rome, and none are more so than

De Lamartine. It is Protestantism they

oppose. It is Protestantism they abhor. I

have watched with attention their proceed

ings with reference to Polynesia, and I

know that they are more anxious to expel

from those islands the Protestant mission

aries of Great Britain, Germany, and Amer

ica, than they are to convert the heathen to

the Christian faith. Alas! alas! they be

lieve, and they act on that belief, that it

would be better, spiritually speaking, for

the Pagans to remain so, than to be con

verted to Christianity by Protestant mis

sionaries, and to remain Protestants.

De Lamartine, as a poet, is the boast and

admiration of his country; and he most

unquestionably merits all the ſame and

popularity he enjoys. But his poetical at

tributes render him a fluctuating and in

different statesman. To-day, he pleads the

cause of Poland with fire and energy. To

morrow, he proclaims at the tribune the ad

vantages of a close alliance between France

and Russia. To-day, he pleads for the

abolition of slavery, and, as the magical

words drop from his lips, he rivets the at

tention and secures the suffrages of even

an unwilling audience. To-morrow, he in

dignantly rejects the right of search, and

tells the best and most honest minister

France has known for a century, “You are

unfit to govern. You are repugnant to the

glory, interests, and nationality of France!”

And why I Because that minister, M. Gui

zot, will not violate the treaties which

were deliberately signed with Great Britain

for putting an end to that very slavery of

which he complains. He would arrive at

the end without making use of the means.

He would put down the slave-trade by visit

ing other vessels, and by seizing the law

less pirates; but he would not allow of

similar searches being made on board

French vessels.

Again: to-day he pleads with incompar

able eloquence on the subject of the affairs

of the East, and places before you “Tur

key,” a mere corpse, a body without a

soul, a form without animation. He tells

you that this is as it ought to be, that pro

phecy requires it, that the march of events

will have it so, that Mahommedanism must

be supplanted by Christianity, and the

Crescent by the Cross; and then, in his

own poetic strain, he presents before you

that cross, triumphing over all prejudices,

and subduing eventually all things to

itself. But, to-morrow, he pleads for

French influence in Turkey, for French in

fluence at Constantinople ; and talks of the

advantages of the Turkish alliance and the
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revival of olden times; and is angry with

Sir Stratford Canning because he does not

consent to be outwitted by the French am

bassador; and the corpse of yesterday has

been suddenly transformed into a valuable,

living, acting, formidable ally.

Louis Philippe said, some few months

ago, when De Lamartine still remained

faithful to the moderate Conservative party

of the new dynasty, and when threatened

by the chiefs of the Anglo-phobia factions

with a union against his government, “I

suppose, then, I shall be compelled to ap

ply to M. De Lamartine to become my min

ister; and I may reckon myself very for

tunate to have so honest and able a man to

apply to.” But Louis Philippe can say

this no longer. After the late harangue of

the poet in the Chamber of Deputies, he can

no longer be regarded as a Conservative,

but as one of the chiefs of a systematic op

position. Louis Philippe cannot confide

in such a man. He might do well enough

to run in the same political vehicle, neck

by neck, along-side of M. Thiers, and they

might together hurl the national car with

themselves over some fearful precipice;

but De Lamartine has demonstrated that

he is no statesman, and that he is without

a clear, distinct, and accomplishable poli

tical system. He either knows not, or does

not feel, that politics cannot be made a

matter of imagination and feeling, but that

the great interest of a great nation must be

treated without passion, prejudice, or poet

ry. Louis Philippe has very naturally

some sentiments of affection for De La

martine. Mademoiselle des Roys was the

mother of the poet, and she was as good

as she was charming. Her mother was

governess to the royal princes, and brought.

up her daughter with the now King of the

French, and with Madame Adelaide, his

sister. The King of the French never for.

gets the associates of his earlier years, and

the family of De Lamartine, at least on the

maternal side, is regarded by him with re

spect and interest. Yet De Lamartine can

never now become his minister.

Whoever desires to see this extraordi

nary man to advantage, should make a

journey to Macon with a letter of intro

duction. There, in the neighboring Chá

teau de St. Point, the author of the Har

monies, the JMeditations, and the Souvenirs,

will be seen as the man who has never

made a personal enemy and never lost a

friend. Gentle, noble, pure, serene, gene.

rous, kind, he will welcome the stranger to

his interesting and antique dwelling, and

amuse, delight, and improve him. His

visitor will find him a glorious host, and

an inimitable companion. His large heart

admits within it all who are entitled to es

teem and admiration, and he is ever ready

to sympathise with human suffering, and

to seek to provide a remedy for every wo.

As a man and a friend he cannot be sur

passed ; as a poet he is unrivalled in

France; as a statesman and politician he

is most deſective. Some would style him

a “girouette.”

And thus it is with the best of men

They mistake so often their own qualifi

cations, and are in favor of their weaker

points. For myself I can only admire and

love De Lamartine, and wish him years of

happiness and a life of delight, for his hap

piness is virtue, and his delight is to do

good, and render others joyful.

MARBLES OF XANTHUS.

From the London Literary Gazette.

Acts of public interest are often attended

by circumstances of private sorrow: thus

the removal of these memorials of ancient

art has been marked by the loss of a young,

promising, and dear relative, whose prema.

ture death is the subject of the ºl.
lines from the pen of a sweet and gifted

female poet:—

Marbles of Xanthus vanish'd from that shore,

Rich in remembrance of heart-stirring lore,

Scene of heroic deeds, of arts refined,

Proofs indestructible of mightier mind,

Would Heaven ye still, from artist's gaze conceal’d

Stood in your deep retirement unreveal’d 1

Treasures of ancient glory though ye be,

Records of death ye only are to me !

Marbles of Xanthus ! why, with poisonous toil,

Have ye been dragg'd to grace a stranger soil

Why scorn'd the passionate appeal of love,
The curse denounced on him who dared remove

Tombs to departed spirits consecrate,

Making the grieved heart yet more desolate tº

The curse has fallen—speak, Marbles, for the dead,

Not on th' offending, but the innocent head.

Marbles of Xanthus ! on the Lycian strand

Better had ye been spoil'd by Moslem hand :

Could ye not scape the traveller's hungry eye,

Dooming the loving and the loved to die A

Could ye not spare the sapling, when the oak

Had fall'n, all verdant, by the lightning's stroke 3

Was it for you a widow’d mother gave

Her dear first-born to fill a Grecian grave 1

Marbles of Xanthus monuments of fame,

Henceſorth ye bear indelible his name ºf

Nor his alone—others there are who fell

In the same reckless toil, whose doom ye tell.

Can kindred hearts abjure fond nature's tie,

And feel no anguish when their loved ones die

Ask the reſt father and the sorrowing wife,

Are ye not bought with waste of human life 2

* Wide Mr. Fellowes' work.

+ Lieut. Alfred Burton (son of the lamented Captain A.

B.), Major Much (leaving an aged father), and eight pri

vates of the Royal Marines of the crew of H.M.S. Monarch,

ſell victims to the malaria in this ill-fated expedition.



1843.] sTEPHENs's INCIDENTs of TRAvel IN YucatAN. 249

STEPHENS'S INCIDENTS OF TRAVEL IN

YUCATAN.

From the Spectator.

It may be remembered, that on the re

turn of Mr. Stephens from his mission to

Central America, he passed through Yu

catan, visiting some of the ruined cities of

the aboriginal inhabitants, and hearing of

many more. Circumstances prevented him

from then pursuing his researches, or

bringing away any considerable relics; but

he left Yucatan with the full intention of

returning to make a more thorough ex

ploration, and to form an American mu

seum : a purpose which he carried into

effect in about a year after his first visit ;

and these volumes contain a narrative of

his travels, and the result of his researches.

Mr. Stephens was accompanied on this,

as on the former occasion, by Mr. Cather

wood, an artist, to survey the sites and copy

the ruins. Dr. Cabot, a physician and or

nithologist, also volunteered to accompany

the present expedition; but his presence

contributes little to the story beyond an

occasional account of the effects produced

by his medical skill. With a few trifling

exceptions, the explorations of the party

were limited to two degrees of longitude

(88-90), and little more than one of lati

tude, (20-21): further progress was check

ed by the scantily-inhabited and primeval

condition of the country; and Mr.Stephens,

as it seems to us, was not amply provided

in funds or appliances proportioned to the

object, but trusted, American-like, to the

chance of good-natured help. A further

difficulty was the nature of the climate,

which induced fever and ague when exposed

at certain places in certain seasons. |. de

spite of all such drawbacks, Mr. Stephens

visited upwards of forty ruins of cities,

nearly forty of which are within the limits

before mentioned. The most perfect dis

played remains of extensive and elaborate

buildings erected on artificial mounds, and

for the most part rising above each other

in a succession of triple terraces; the

others exhibited ruins more analogous to

those of Babylon, the ground being thickly

strewed with fragments, but no building re

maining sufficiently perfect to enable the

spectator to determine its character from

that particular ruin. Startling as these re

sults are, Mr. Stephens thinks that a more

accurate survey, or, properly speaking, a

thorough clearing of the Tropical forest,

would discover greater wonders; for some

of his most successful ſeats were the result

of accident—a haphazard line through a

forest which happened to strike a building,

or the local knowledge elicited from some

particular Indian, after the man had seen,

with wonder, the interest the foreigners

attached to what the natives term “old

walls.” In the use of the word cities, how

ever, some limitation should perhaps be

placed upon the modern European notions

of the term. It seems probable that the

greater number of these buildings were de

voted to religious purposes, the mass of

the people remaining in a state of abject

slavery or degradation of caste. The mere

power of erecting them would augur con

siderable scientific knowledge in the super

intendents, a high degree of mechanical

dexterity in the workmen, and a thickly

peopled country. It would, however, be

going too far to conclude that the cities or

sites of these buildings were inhabited by

an active and industrious population, bear

ing a proportion, as in modern Europe, to

the character of the public buildings of the

place. They were the works of super

stition : it is probable that such knowledge

as existed was confined to the priestly

caste, and that while these gorgeous but

barbaric piles were erected for them, the

builders were in a state of abject ignorance

and poverty, differing little from that in

which they are now found. The religious

piles erected by the same people under the

arts and influence of the Romish mission

aries, afford an analogous example of what

we mean,—a splendid church and convent;

a congregation of Indians in the lowest

condition both material and mental.

These researches more than confirm the

assertion, as to the number of ruins to be

found within a small space, hazarded by

Mr. Norman in his touch-and-go tour,

from the information of the natives, or

probably from Mr. Stephens himself. The

descriptions also exhibit considerable diver

sity of style in the details, amidst a con

siderable uniformity of building. In other

respects, no new discoveries have been

made respecting the advancement or the

character of this mysterious people ; per

haps they are rather lowered than raised,

If they equal in mechanical execution the

builders of Palenque, and approach them in

design for (perhaps symbolical) ornaments,

they fall far below them in imitation of the

human figure. To us, who profess no

minute knowledge of American antiquities,

the points of novelty which Mr. Stephens

has elicited appear to be these. The arch

was known to this people. The mounds

and terraces which support the upper build

ings appear at first sight to be solid masses
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of heaped-up earth; but on exploring what

was traditionally said to be a cave, it was

discovered, and a systematic examination

confirmed the fact, that in many cases these

mounds contained chambers, sometimes

square, sometimes in the shape of a small

hay-rick, and once connected by passages.

They were all, however, empty, and their

uses could not be ascertained. Both pil

lars and columns have been discovered; the

latter, in their most perfect form, approach

ing a bald Greek Doric. At Kabah, one

of the cities till now unvisited, greater

variety in the arrangement of the apart

ments was seen: in one city an internal

staircase was found leading to the top of

the building ; in another, the interior rooms

were built up with solid masonry, evident

ly as the work proceeded, the ceiling being

finished last. At the ruins of Tuloom, on

the sea-coast, the entire wall of a city was

traceable, the perpendicular cliff forming

the defence on the sea-side: and we may

remark that the remains on the coast and

the island of Cosumel often appear to be

of a superior character to those in the in

terior—less elaborate in ornament, but

more simple and useful-looking in design.

The only exception to this opinion is a

gateway and connected ruins at Labna,

which Mr. Stephens pronounces equal to

any Egyptian remains; and the plate con

firms this opinion. It may be observed

that the serpent is constantly found among

the ornaments; and there is a represen

tation of a Death's head and cross-bones

which would do honor to any English

church-yard. Mr. Stephens attaches great

importance to some carved wooden lintels;

but carving on wood is by no means rare

—the paddle of the veriest savage is often

carved. A paved causeway, perfect for a

short space, has been discovered ; and it is

said by Indian tradition to have led from

one of the principal ruins to the present

º
he zeal, energy, and perseverance of

Mr. Stephens in exploring these ruins, is

worthy of high praise; and, with the ex

ception of Uxmal, whither Waldeck had

been before him, all that he has done is

clear accession, and which no one else

seems likely to have attempted. Allow

ance must also be made for the difficulties

Mr. Stephens had to contend with, in

limited means, listless laborers, indiffer

ence, and ignorance in the native whites,

(except here and there a padre,) as well as

the labor of clearing in a tropical country,

and the effects of fever, which sometimes

prostrated the travellers amid the ruins they

were exploring. The discoveries, how

ever, might have been presented in a more

specific and satisfactory form. Aiming at

a popular narrative, the author's plan of

composition is too particular for a general

view and yet not sufficiently detailed for

an antiquarian exposition. Large and ela

borate drawings, with the drily technical

account of a mere surveyor, were not de

sirable : but we think a better effect would

have been produced and a more distinct

impression left of the ruins of Yucatan,

had he entirely separated the architectural

accounts from the narrative of his travels,

presented each ruin successively, and ac

companied the more important ones with

fuller details. The story might have been

shorter, but its effects would have been

more telling.

In such parts of the work as belong more

immediately to travels, Mr. Stephens ex

hibits his wonted spirits and animation

In the account of his contrivances at the

ruins, there is often a Robinson Crusoe-like

character; and in their exploration of the

caves and subterranean wells, from which

in the dry season the inhabitants labori

ously draw their supplies of water, there is

often considerable interest. Wandering in

the remoter parts of the country, the author

saw the people—Indians, Whites, and mix

ed breeds—in their genuine and undis

guised character; and his pictures of this

primitive society have a curious novelty.

But as a whole, there is something of the

tediousness of a twice-told tale about these

mere “incidents of travel.” The proba

bility of this Mr. Stephens seems to have

felt; but, instead of shortening his book, he

has labored his descriptions.

It is the confirmed opinion of Mr. Ste

phens, that the cities whose ruins he has

investigated were not the work of an ex

tinct people, but of the race which Cortes

found in Mexico, and which still inhabits

the country. His arguments for this view

are entitled to attention ; and one of the

most cogent is the general destruction of

the Indian priesthood and nobility by the

policy and religion of the Spaniards. But

if the people were the same, they were in

their decline: they might have the ine

chanical skill to practise arts which had

descended to them, just as the Roman war

like machines in the decline of the Empire

were equal or superior to those of their an

cestors; but the spirit of their ancestors

was gone. To the mere argument of their

antiquity Mr. Stephens opposes the effects

of tropical vegetation and rains in hasten

ing ruin; and this not altogether as a mat
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ter of reasoning, but of experience. On his

first arrival he saw

The Effect of A YEAR’s vEGETATION IN THE

Tropics.

On the fi teenth at eleven o'clock, we reached

the hacienda of Uxmal.

sombre gray, with cattle-yard, large trees, and

tanks, the same as when we left it; but there

were no friends of old to welcome us: the Del

monico major domo had gone to Tobasco, and

the other had been obliged to leave on account

of illness. The Mayoral remembered us, but

we did not know him; and we determined to

pass on and take up our abode immedia'ely in

the ruins. Stopping but a few minutes to give

directions abou', theſuggage, we mounted again,

and in ten minutes, emerging from the woods,

came out upon the open field ; in which, grand

and lofty as when we saw it before, stood the

House of the Dwarſ: hut the first glance show

ed us that a year had made great changes. The

sides of the lofty structure, then bare and nak

ed, were now covered with high grass, bushes,

and weeds, and on the top were bushes and

young trees twenty fee high. The House of

the Nuns was almost smothered; and the whole

field was covered with a rank growth of grass

and weeds, over which we could barely look as

we rode through. The foundations, terraces,

and tops of the bu'ldings, were overgrown;

weeds and vines were rioting and creeping on

the façades; and mounds, terraces, and ruins,

were a mass of destroying verdure. A strong

and vigorous nature was struggling for mastery

over art, wrapping the city in its suffocating em

braces, and burying it from sight. It seemed

as if the grave was closing over a friend, and

yºu arrived barely in time to take our fare

well.

Amid this mass of desolation, grand and state

ly as when we leſt it, stood the Casa del Gober

mador, but with all its terraces covered, and se

parated from us by a mass of impenetrable ver
dure.

On the left of the field was an overgrown mil

a, along the edge of which a path led in front

of this building. Following this path, we turned

the corner of the terrace, and on the farthest

side dismounted, and tied our horses. The grass

and weeds were above our heads, and we could

see nothing. The Mayoral broke a way through

them, and we reached the ſoot of the terrace,

Working our way over the stones with much

toil, we reached the top of the highest terrace.

Here, too, the grass and weeds were of the same

rank growth. We moved directly to the wall

at the East end, and entered the first open door.

Here the Mayoral wished us to take up our

abode ; but we knew the localities better than

he did, and, creeping along the front as close to

the wall as possible, cutting some of the bushes

and tearing apart and trampling down others,

we reached the centre apartment. Here we

stopped. Swarms of bats, roused by our ap

proach, fluttered and flew through the long

chamber, and passed out at the doors.

The want of Yucatan is water. On the

large plantations it is preserved in immense

It stood in its suit of

cisterns; and the neighboring Indians,

though nominally free, are in reality slaves

of the tank. In the remoter villages, when

the natural or artificial ponds are exhaust

ed in the dry season, they have to draw a

supply from subterranean wells, which, if

water were expended in the English man

ner, would occupy the whole time of every

body in procuring this necessary fluid. Be

fore the civilization of the country had de

clined, this natural want was supplied by a

great number of ponds, with wells or im

mense jars at the bottom, artificially paved

by two layers of stones, the upper cover

ing the joints of the lower layer, and the

interstices carefully closed with cement.

Neglected, and half filled with mud, the

discovery of these artificial reservoirs,

like most discoveries in Yucatan, was only

made by the accident of some speculative

Spaniard clearing out his pond. Still Mr.

Stephens thinks the country could not have

watered the population it formerly contain

ed, according to English modes of drink

ing; and he offers this ingenious solution.

“Among the wonders unfolded by the disco

very of these ruined cities, what made the

strongest impression on our minds was the fact

that their immense population existed in a re

gion so scantily supplied with water. Through

out the whole country there is no stream, or

spring, or living fountain; and, but for the ex

traordinary caves and hollows in the rocks from

which the inhabitants at this day drink, they

must have been entirely dependent upon arti

ficial fountains, and literally upon the rain that

came down from heaven. But on this point

there is one important consideration. The abo

rigines of this country had no horses or cattle

or large domestic animals, and the supply re

quired for the use of man only was comparative

ly small. Perhaps at this day, with different

wants and habits, the same country would not

support the same amount of population. And

besides, the Indian now inhabiting that dry and

thirsty region illustrates the effect of continual

scarcity, habit, and training, in subduing the

appetites. Water is to him as to the Arab of

the desert, a scarce and precious commodity.

When he puts down the load from his back, his

body streaming with perspiration, a few sips of

water dipped up in the palm of his hand from a

hollow rock suffice to quench his thirst. Still,

under any circumstances, the sources of supply

present one of the most interesting features con

nected with the discovery of these ruined cities

and go to confirm belief in the vast numbers an

power as well as the laborious industry of the

ancient inhabitants.”

From the nature of the subject, and the

necessity of plans and engravings to illus

trate it with effect, we must refer to the

volumes for any specific account of the

discoveries of Mr. Stephens; but an ex

tract will convey a notion of the difficul
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ties he had to encounter from the charac

ter, of his laborers, and give a specimen of

his style.

INGLESES AT KABAii.

Late in the aſternoon we returned to the vil

lage, and in the evening had a levee of visitors.

The sensation we had created in the village had

one on increasing, and the Indians were really

indisposed to work for us at all. The arrival of

a stranger even from Merida or Campeachy

was an extraordinary event, and no Ingleses had

ever been seen there before. The circumstance

that we had come to work among the ruins was

wonderful, incomprehensible. Within the me

mory of the oldest Indians these remains had

never been disturbed. The account of the dig

ging up of the bones in San Francisco had

reached them, and they had much conversation

with each other and with the padrecito about us.

It was a strange thing, they said, that men with

strange faces, and a language they could not

understand, had come among them to disinter

their ruined cities; and, simple as their ances

tors when the Spaniards first came among them,

they said that the end of the world was nigh.

It was late the next day when we reached the

ruins. We could not set out before the Indians,

for they might disappoint us altogether, and we

could do nothing until they came ; but, once on

the ground, we soon had them at work. On

both sides we watched each other closely,

though from somewhat different motives; they

from utter inability to comprehend our plans and

purposes, and we from the fear that we should

get no work out of them. If one of us spoke,

they all stopped to listen; if we moved, the

stopped to gaze upon us. Mr. Catherwood's

drawing-materials, tripod, sextant, and compass,

were very suspicious; and occasionally Doctor

Cabot filled up the measure of their astonish

ment by bringing down a bird as it flew through

the air. By the time they were fairly broken in

to know what they had to do, it was necessary

to return to the village.

The same labor was repeated the next day

with a new set of men; but, by continual super

vision, and urging, we managed to get consider

able work done. Albino was a valuable auxili

ary; indeed, without him I could hardly

have got on at all. We had not fairly discover

ed his intelligence until we left Uxmal. There

all had a beaten track to move in : but on the

road little things were constantly occurring in

which he showed an ingenuity and a fertility of

resource that saved us from many annoyances.

He had been a soldier; and at the siege of

Campeachy had received a sabre-cut in a fleshy

part of the body, which rather intimated that he

was moving in an opposite direction when the

sabre overtook him. aving received neither

º for his services nor pension for his wound,

e was a little disgusted with patriotism and

fighting for his country. He was by trade a

blacksmith; which business, on the recommend

ation of Donna Joaquina Peon, he had given up

to enter our service. His usefulness and capacity

were first clearly brought out at Kabah. Know

ing the character of the Indians, speaking their

language, and being but a few degrees remov

ed from them by blood, he could get out of them

twice as much work as I could. Him, too, they

could ask questions about us, and lighten labor

by the indulgence of social humor; and very

soon I had only to give instructions as to what

work was to be done, and leave the whole

management of it to him.

Turning from the past to the present,

here is a lively sketch of

ELECTIONS IN YUCAtAN.

Though practically enduring, in some re

spects, the appendage of an aristocratic govern

ment, the Indians, who carried us on their shoul

ders and our loads on their backs, have as good

votes as their masters; and it was painful to

have lost the opportunity of seeing the Demo

cratic principle in operation among the only

true and real native American party; the spec

tacle being, as we were told, in the case of the

hacienda Indians, one of exceeding impressive

ness, not to say sublimity. These, being criados,

or servants, in debt to their masters and their

bodies mortgaged, go up to the village unani

mous in opinion and purpose, without partiality

or prejudice either in favor of or against

º ar men or measures: they have no

ank questions, nor questions of internal im

provement, to consider; no angry discussions

about the talents, private characters, or public

services of candidates; and, above all, they are

free from the degrading imputation of man-wor

ship, for in general they have not the least idea

for whom they are voting. All they have to do

is to put into a box a little piece of paper given

to them by the master or major-domo, for which

they are to have a holyday. The only danger

is, that, in the confusion of greeting acquain

tances, they may get their papers changed;

and when thishº they are almost invari

ably found soon after committing some offence

against hacienda discipline, for which these in

dependent electors are pretty sure to get flog

ged by the major-domo,

In the villages, the indifference to political

distinctions, aud the discrimination of the public

in rewarding unobtrusive merit, are no iess

worthy of admiration; for Indian alcaldes are

frequently elected without being aware that the

have been held up for the suffrages of their ſel

low-citizens; they pass the day of election on

the ground, and go home without knowing an

thing about it. The night before their term is

to commence, the retiring functionaries go round

the village and catch these unconscious favor

ites of the people, put them into the cabildo, and

keep them together all night, that they may be

at hand in the morning to receive the staves and

take the oath of office.

These little peculiarities were told to us as

facts; and of such a population I can believe

them to be true. At all events, the term of the

incumbent officers was just expiring: the next

morning the grand ceremony of the inaugura

tion was to take place; and the Indians going

out of office were actively engaged in hunting

up their successors and bringing them together

in the cabildo. Before retiring, we went in with

the Padrecito to look at them. Most of them had

been brought in, but some were still wanting.
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They were sitting round a large table, on which

lay the record of their election; and, to beguile

the tediousness of their honorable imprison

ment, they had instruments by them, called mu

sical, which kept up aj. noise all night.

Whatever were the circumstances of their elec.

tion, their confinement for the night was, no

doubt, a wise precaution, to insure their being

sober in the morning.

The Mestiza ball will give an idea of

Yucatan society in the interior. It must

be understood that it is altogether the

fancy-ball of a sort of saturnalia; the sup

posed Mestizas being White ladies in mas

querade dress, but without a mask.

The BALL.

The bayle de dia was intended to give a pic
ture of life at a hacienda: and there were two

prominent personages, who did not appear the

evening before, called fiscales, being the officers

attendant upon the ancient caciques, and repre

senting them in their authority over the Indians.

* * * These were the managers and masters of

ceremonies, with absolute and unlimited authori.

ty over the whole company; and, as they boast.

ed, . had a right to whip the Mestizas if they

pleased.

As each Mestiza arrived, they quietly put

aside the gentleman escorting her and conducted

the lady to her seat. If the gentleman did not

give way ...}; they took him by the shoul

ders and walked him to the other end of the floor.

A crowd followed wherever they moved; and all

the time the company wasassembling, they threw

every thing into laughter and confusion by their

whimsical efforts to preserve order.

At length they undertook to clear a space for

dancing; backing the company in a summary

way as far as they could go, and then taking the

men and boys by the shoulder and jamming

them down upon the floor. While they were

thus engaged, a stout gentleman, of respectable

appearance, holding some high office in the vil

lage, appeared in the doorway, quietly lighting

another straw cigar; and as soon as they saw

him they desisted from the work they had in

hand, and in the capricious and wanton exercise

of their arbitrary power, rushed across, seized

him, dragged him to the centre of the floor, hoist

ed him upon the shoulders of a vaquero and pull

ing apart the skirts of his coat, belabored him

with a mock vigor and earnestness that convulsed

the whole company with laughter. The sides

of the ...' dignitary shook, the vaquero

shook under him, and they were near coming

down together.

This over, the rogues came directly upon me.

El Ingles had not long escaped their eye. I had

with difficulty avoided a scene, and my time
seemed now to have come. The one with the

cacique's mantle led the way with long strides,

lash raised in the air, a loud voice, and his eyes,

sparkling with frolic and mischief, fastened upon

mine. The crowd followed, and I was a little

aſraid of an attempt to hoist me too on the shoul

ders of a vaquero; but all at once he stopped

short, and, unexpectedly changing his language,

opened upon me with a loud harangue in Maya.

All knew that I did not understand a word he

said, and the laugh was strong against me. I was

a little annoyed at being made such a mark; but,

recollecting the achievement of our vernacular

at Nohcacab, I answered him with an English

oration. The effect was instantaneous. He had

never before heard a language that he could not

understand; bent his ear earnestly, as iſ by close

attention he could catch the meaning; and looked

up with an air of real perplexity, that turned the

laugh completely against him. He began again;

and I answered with a stanza of Greek poetry,

which had hung by me in some unaccountable

way. This again completely silenced him; and

he dropped the title Ingles, put his arms around

my neck, called me “amigo,” and made a cove

nant not to speak in any language but Castilian.

This over, he ordered the music to commence,

Fº a vaquero on the floor, and led out a

Mestiza to dance, again threw all the bystanders

into confusion, and sat down quietly on the floor

at my feet. All the Mestizas were again called

out in order, presenting the same pretty spectacle

I had seen the evening before. And there wasone

whom I had noticed then, not more than fifteen

delicate and fragile, with eyes so soft and dovelike

that it was impossible to look upon them without a

feeling of tenderness. She seemed sent into the

world to be cherished and cared for, and closeted

like the finest china, the very emblem of purity,

innocence and loveliness; and, as I had learned,

she was the child of shame, being the crianza or

natural daughter of a gentleman of the village.

Perhap sit was that she seemed so ill fitted to buſ

ſet with contumely and reproach that gave such

an indescribable interest to her appearance; but

fortunately brought up in her father's house, she

may go through life without meeting an averted

face or feeling that a stain rests upon her name.

As may be supposed, the presence of this se

norita on the floor did not escape the keen eyes of

the mercurial fiscal. All at once he became ex

cited and restless; and, starting to his feet, gazed

at her for a moment as if entranced by a vision;

and then, as if carried away by his excitement,

and utterly unconscious of what he was about,
heº aside the vaquero who was dancing

with her, and flinging his sombrero on the

ground, cried out in a tone of ecstasy, “Voy

baylar con vd, mi corazon.” I am going to

dance with you, my heart.” As he danced, his

excitement seemed to increase: forgetting every
thing around him, the expression # his face be

came rapt, fixed, intense; he tore off his ca

cique's mantle, and, dancing toward her,

spread it at the lady's feet. This seemed only to

excite him more; and, as if forgetful of every

thing else, he seized the collar of his camisa, and

dancing violently all the time, with a nervous

grasp, tugged as if he meant to pull it over his

head, and throw all that he was worth at her feet.

Failing in this, for a moment he seemed to give

up in despair; but all at once, he thrust his hands

under the long garment, seized the sash around

his waist, and, still dancing with all his might, un

wound it, and, moving up to her with mingled

grace, gallantry, and desperation, dropped it at

her feet, and danced back to his place. By this

time his calzoncillos, kept up by the sash, were

giving way Grasping them furiously, and hold
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ing them up with both hands as if by a greateſ.

fort, he went on dancing with a desperate expres

sion of face that was irresistibly ludicrous.

During all this time, the company was con

vulsed with laughter; and I could not help re

marking the extreme modesty and propriety of

the young lady, who never even smiled or looked

at him, but when the dance was ended, bowed

and returned to her seat. The poor fiscal stood

gazing at the vacant place where she had stood,

as if the sun of his existence had set. At length

he turned his head, and calling out “amigo.”

asked if there were any such Mestizas in my

country 3 if I would like to take her home with

me? then said that he could not spare this one,

but I might take my choice of the others; insisting

loudly upon my making a selection, and promising

to... any one I liked to me at the convent.

At first I supposed that these fiscales were,

like the vaqueros, the principal young men of

the village, who for that day gave themselves up

to frolic and ſun ; but I learned that these were

not willing to assume such a character, but em

ployed others known to them for wit and humor,

and at the same time for propriety and respec

tability of behavior. This was a matador de

cochinos, or pig-butcher, of excellent character,

and muy viro—by which may be understood “a

fellow of infinite wit and humor.” The people

of the village seemed to think that the power

given him to* the Mestizas was the ex

tremity oflicense; but they did not consider that,

even for the day, they put him on equal terms

with those who, in his daily walks, were to him

as beings of another sphere: for the time he

might pour out his tribute of feeling to beauty

and attraction; but it was all to be regarded as

a piece of extravagance, to be forgotten by all

who heard it, and particularly by her to whom it

was addressed. Alas, poor matador de cochinos

It may be desirable to add, that many

specimens of these ancient cities were

brought safely to the States by Mr. STE

PHENs, but a considerable portion of them

were lost in the great fire at New-York.

FATHER OSWALD.

Father Oswald ; a Genuine Catholic Story.
8vo. London: 1843.

From the Edinburgh Review.

It was anciently usual, when opinions

differed upon any point of importance, to

discuss the question according to the forms

of logic—each party stating his own argu

ment, and refuting that of his opponent

with all the dexterity in his power. But

this custom, however rational in itself, has

proved so inconvenient to many controver

sial writers, that it is now very sparingly

resorted to. It has been found that unskil

ful combatants in these intellectual con

flicts cannot always escape serious injury

to their vanity and their reputation; and

therefore a new mode of discussion has

been adopted, in which victory, if not quite

so honorable, is far more secure. The

challenger now excludes the party assailed

from all share in the dispute. He takes

both sides of the argument under his own

management, and arranges the attack, de

fence, and victory, with the secure pre

cision of a general directing a mock fight

at a review. Political and theological con

troversies are now decided by fictitious

narrations, in which the various characters

discuss the question; and the conversion

of the hero or heroine to the author's own

opinion forms the catastrophe. We have

abandoned the ancient judicial combat, in

which arms and horses, sun and wind,

were divided with scrupulous impartiality;

and we have begun to imitate the adroit

duelists of Brantôme, who not only exerted

their own skill to the utmost, but took

care to supply their antagonists with un

serviceable weapons.

SONNET,

By the Author of the Life of Burke, of Goldsmith, &c.,

on viewING MY Mother's picture.

How warms the heart when dwelling on that face.

Those lips that mine a thousand times have

prest,

The swelling source that nurture gav'st her race,

Where found my infant head its downiest rest

How in those features aim to trace my own,

Cast in a softer mould my being see ;

Recall the voice that sooth'd my helpless moan,

The thoughts that sprang for scarcely aught save

me

That shaped and formed me ; gave me to the day,

Bade in her breast absorbing love arise; v

O'er me a ceaseless tender care display,

For weak all else to thee maternal ties 1

This debt of love but One may claim ; no other

Such self-devotion boasts, save thee, my Mother!

We have selected the Novel" before us

* The number of Novels of a far different, and

far more eligible description, daily issued from the

Press—two or three sometimes appearing in one

day—makes it impossible for any Quarterly Jour

nal to overtake even those that rise greatly above me

diocrity. It is with some regret, certainly, that we

have felt ourselves obliged to omit all notice of

such publications as “The Last of the Barons"—

a work of great power and brilliancy; the charming

tales of Swedish Life by Frederika Bremer, lately

translated ; “Widows and Widowers,” the chef

dauvre, in fictitious narrative, of its highly respect

able authoress ; and the “Adventures of Susan

Hopley, -published previously to the other works

just named, but now again brought under our observ

ation by its reappearance in the unusual form of

weekly Numbers. With some blemishes, it has

merits altogether peculiar, and well-fitted to recom

mend it to readers of all classes, were it not for an

impression which has somehow arisen that it is ad

dressed chiefly, if not solely, to maid-servants—

than which no supposition can be more wide of the

fact, or more likely to circumscribe the attraction,

and limit the utility, of what we feel it to be a duty
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as the occasion, rather than the principal

subject, of a few observations upon this

point, for these reasons: It is the latest

controversial novel with which we have

happened to meet; it combines in itself

many of the most unpleasing peculiarities

of its class: and it proposes to decide a ques

tion of the utmost importance—the author

ity of the Church of Rome as opposed to

the doctrines of the Reformation, and the

Right of Private Judgment.

We need scarcely stop to point out to

our readers how useless in all respects,

and how much worse than useless in many,

such a work upon such a subject must al

ways be. It is obviously impossible to

make it at once conclusive and impartial.

The author's grand object is of course to

give a decisive victory to his own side of

the question. But he cannot be sure of

doing this to the satisfaction of his readers,

if he argues as real Protestants would argue

with real Catholics. If he conducts the

dispute by fairly matching the arguments

of Luther and Chillingworth against those

of Erasmus and Bossuet, he will have their

comparative force as undivided in fiction

as in reality. He must therefore either

run the risk of making converts the wrong

way, or betray, by a pious fraud, the cause

which he thinks in error. However skil

fully his article is performed, it can seldom

escape detection. The simplest reader,

when he observes that the writer never

allows an attack which he cannot parry,

and never notices an objection which he

cannot solve, will ask himself whether

questions, upon which the wisest men have

differed for centuries, could, if they were

fairly stated, be unanswerably solved by an

indifferent novel. The more skilful critic

will at once contrast the feeble sophisms of

the mock disputant, set up merely to be

defeated, with the forcible reasoning of

those advocates who have elsewhere es

poused the same cause in truth and sin

cerity. Those who already agree with the

work will not be benefited by it. Those

who think otherwise, will throw it aside

with the incredulous contempt of a French

man witnessing a puppet-show of the battle

of Waterloo; or of an Englishman reading,

in Mr. Fenimore Cooper's Romances, the

defeat of the British regiments by Captain

Lawton, and the capture of British cruisers

by Tom Coffin.

Where the deception is successful, the

case is much worse. It is certainly possi

ble, by artful misrepresentation, to per

to pronounce a highly meritorious and widely-in

teresting story.

suade an ignorant Catholic that all Pro

testants are skeptics, or an ignorant Pro

testant that all Catholics are idolaters; but

it is impossible to prevent such an opinion

from being dispelled by correct information

on the subject; and thus a delusion, which

certainly will not promote Christian char

ity while it lasts, may bring on a dangerous

reaction when it is removed. Intolerance

is no security whatever for consistency.

The poise of the mind, like that of the

body, is safest when it stands upright—

not when it exerts its force in one particu

lar direction. And we see by experience

that no man is in general so ready to aban

don the substance of his opinions, as the

bigot who has become ashamed of their

superfluous bitterness.

Some of our readers may recollect that

a little tale, entitled “Father Clement, a

Roman Catholic Story,” was published

about twenty years ago. Though intended

to present a contrast between the Roman

Catholic and Calvinistic creeds, to the de

cided advantage of the latter, it was pre

served, by the good taste of its author,

from many of the worst faults common in

controversial novels. But in spite of this,

and in spite of much that is both striking

and pleasing in the fictitious part of the

story, it is a work whose spirit, we think,

no liberal-minded Protestant can approve.

The author, though not expressly denying

the possible existence of a truly religious

Roman Catholic, has taken care to repre

sent every member of that Church but one,

in whom the reader takes any interest, as

a knave, a fool, or a Protestant convert.

The single exception is the character of an

interesting Jesuit, who, after a life of re

ligious doubt and distress, is worn out by

mental suffering and corporeal austerities,

and dies in peace, unconsciously abandon

ing, though not openly abjuring, the opin

ions of his church. A sincere Catholic

must strongly resent the injustice of such

a picture of his creed; but this is the very

reason why, if he were a man of sense and

feeling, he would scorn to retaliate by a

similar attack upon Protestantism. “Father

Oswald” is intended as “an antidote to the

baneful production of “Father Clement.’”

It is the history of an English Protestant

whose wife has become a convert to the

Church of Rome. The husband, after treat

ing the unfortunate proselyte with the most

inhuman harshness, goes to the Continent

to escape from her society. At every stage

of his tour he is silenced by the reasoning,

or edified by the piety, of saintly priests,

simple peasants, and blue-eyed sisters of
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charity. He receives a severe wound dur

ing the Revolution of 1830—which is re

presented as the causeless persecution of

a pious Catholic by fanatical Deists—and

is shocked by the neglect of all his liberal

friends. At length, after resisting proofs of

Catholic virtue and Protestant depravity

which might have converted John Knox

himself, he visits Italy, when his apparent

ly insane incredulity is finally dispelled by

witnessing the miracle of the blood of St.

Januarius.

The spirit of the work is as uncharitable

as its plan is unskilful. The author of

“Father Clement,” though frequently dis

playing the gloomy prejudices sometimes

attributed to extreme Calvinism, has at

least the sense to refrain from coarse abuse

and pointless ridicule. ... But the present

writer, though in his dedication he expres

ses great anxiety for the welfare of the

“many noble and generous individuals in

the British isles” who have the misfortune

to be Protestants, is perfectly unable to

keep his hatred of those whom he courte

ously styles “madcap biblicals” within de

cent bounds. It is not too much to say,

that he does not appear to believe in the

existence of a virtuous or rational Protest

ant. His hero, whom he represents as a

strict and exemplary member of the Church

of England, is a domestic tyrant, a politi

cal Jacobin, and, until he becomes a Ro

man Catholic, little better than a religious

infidel. But it is upon the clergy of the

Established Church that the full measure of

the author's insolence is poured forth. He

introduces the characters of several, and

never without doing his utmost to ridicule

and degrade them. They are all depicted

in the coarsest strain of dull malignity—as

ignorant, indolent, corpulent priests, en

cumbered with tawdry wives and innumer

able children, and devoted to the sports of

the field and the pleasures of the table.

The Catholic divines, on the other hand,

are all upon the model of Sterne's senti

mental Friar, and are endowed with every

imposing quality of mind and body which

the author's imagination can furnish. We

shall not allow such absurd misrepresenta

tions to lead us into a discussion of the

general character borne by the Protestant

and Catholic clergy; but we must say that

charges of pride, luxury and ambition,

come but ungracefully from the advocates

of a Church which placed Wolsey and Du

bois among its Cardinals, and still retains

Dunstan and Becket among its Saints.

After this, we need scarcely describe the

plan on which the controversial part of the

work is carried on. A man who will not

believe that Protestants can be decent mem

bers of society, is not likely to represent

them as rational Christians. Accordingly,

we find that the author of “Father Oswald”

has carefully abstained from placing in the

mouth of any of his Protestant characters

a single sentence bearing even the sem

blance of an argument. Wague assertion

and angry abuse are the sole weapons al

lowed to these devoted champions; and

they are seldom permitted to employ even

these, without being interrupted by the fa

cetious remarks of the writer upon the ab

surdity of their manners and gestures. It

is impossible to witness the author's com

plaisant triumph over the discomfiture of

the senseless puppets whom he has con

jured up, without being reminded of the

duellist in the “Tatler,” who practises the

art of fence by making passes at figures

chalked upon the wall, and boasts that he

seldom fails to hit them in a mortal part.

“Father Oswald” caricatures the nnfair

ness which may generally be detected in

controversial tales. In a fictitious dispute

upon such a controversy as that between

the Catholic and Reformed Churches, a de

cisive victory is at best a suspicious event.

But a rapid, easy, unresisted victory, is too

much for the credulity of the most careless

reader. Surely, he will reflect, there must

be some plausible arguments for a creed

which satisfied Newton and Locke. Sure

ly there must be some excuse for doubts

which did not shock Hooker or Tillotson.

These eminent men may have been mista

ken; but they must have had something to

say in their defence. The triumph of

“Father Oswald” resembles that of the

English at Agincourt, or of the Americans

at New Orleans—it loses its chief glory by

the very ease and impunity with which it

is achieved. Every one knows that no vic

tory worth having is gained without hard

fighting and severe loss; and therefore,

when the conquerors are found to have sus

tained no injury at all, it is impossible to

believe that the vanquished have had fair

play.

The author of “Father Clement” does not

escape. We have said that we cannot con

sider the plan of that work as at all satis

factory to a candid mind; and, therefore,

we do not intend to undertake its defence.

There is much in it which a well-instructed

Catholic could no doubt refute. There is

therefore the less excuse for an ignorant

Catholic, who wilfully misrepresents its

arguments. But the author of “Father

Oswald” is perpetually misquoting passages
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from his antagonist, in order the more eſ

fectually to refute them. We will give a

single instance out of many. In ºff.

Clement,” a Presbyterian clergyman is made

to cite a text of scripture as opposed to the

Roman Catholic custom of bestowing the

paternal title on priests. This is perfectly

consistent with the known doctrine and

practice of the Scottish Church. But the

author of “Father Oswald” has the folly to

place the same sentence in the mouth of

an Episcopalian Dean; purely in order that

his Catholic opponent mayº re

mind him, that the Bishops of the Anglican

Church are styled “Right Reverend Fathers

in God.”

It is not, as may be supposed, our inten

tion to discuss in this place the theological

opinions of the Catholic church. If it were,

we certainly should have taken the pains to

select some more responsible opponent

than the author of the slight and feeble

work before us. There would be little cre.

dit, and less real utility, in exposing the

blunders of a writer who believes that the

Sovereign of Great Britain is head of the

Scottish Church;” who advocates the wor

ship of Saints without an attempt to explain

the express prohibition of Scripture;f who

argues the question of clerical celibac

without noticing the advice of St. .
that a Bishop should be “the husband of

one wife:”f and who endeavors to prove

that St. Peter possessed supreme authority

over the primitive Church, in apparent ig

norance of the remarkable passage, in

which another Apostle speaks of “having

withstood him to the face, because he was

to be blamed.”

The only subject mentioned in the work

before us, upon which we intend to permit

ourselves a few remarks, is the doctrine

of Ecclesiastical Infallibility—a doctrine

which has caused an intolerant spirit, the

shame and scandal of every other Christian

sect, to become a necessary article of the

Roman Catholic creed. It is on this ac

count, and not merely because we think it

a theological error, that we desire to no

tice it; and we shall discuss it in the cha

racter, not of polemical disputants, but of

advocates for universal peace and good

will—in the hope, not of making Protes:

tant converts, but of making candid and
charitable Catholics.

The strictest Catholic will scarcely main

tain that the passages of Scripture which

refer to an Infallible Church are either very

numerous or wholly unequivocal. They

* P.261. t Col. ii. 18. # 1 Tim. iii. 2,

§ Gal. ii. 11. -

Wol. II. No. II.

consist chiefly of general promises of Di

vine support and consolation, or of injunc

tions to obey the Church; most of which,

as appears by the context, allude solely to

the maintenance of the moral discipline, so

necessary in a community of Christians

living under a heathen government. There

is only one text which we remember to

have heard cited as absolutely decisive

upon the point. This is the express pro

mise made to St. Peter, that the gates of

hell should not prevail against the Christian

Church. To us these words appear a

simple prediction of final triumph to the

Christian religion. We are perfectly satis

fied with their fulfilment, when we find that

religion, after a lapse of eighteen centuries,

still flourishing, and likely to flourish. We

are unable to comprehend by what subtle

process a Catholic can extract from them

an assurance of the uninterrupted existence

of a Church holding an entirely pure faith.

Nor can we conceive how the gross prac

tical abuses which are admitted to have

abounded during the dark ages, can be

thought consistent with a prophecy which

excludes the most trifling and transitory

theoretical error. A Pope might profess

himself an Atheist—he might commit par

ricide, and incest, and sacrilege—he might

encourage crime by the open sale of Indul

gences—he might destroy the souls of un

born generations, by disgusting whole na

tions of good Catholics into incurable here

sy. All these abominations gave no triumph

to the powers of darkness. But that a Pope

who hated and despised Christianity should

misrepresent the ". of its doctrines—

that a Pope who had poisoned his father

should consecrate an unworthy Saint—this

was a scandal precluded by the express

promise of Scripture. . We certainly can

not understand why the bad advice of a

Pope should be more permicious to the

Church, or more gratifying to its enemies,

than his bad example; and we own, that a

victory over the gates of hell, which was

maintained by Alexander Borgia and would

have been lost by Melancthon, appears to

us very far from unequivocal.

Our limits will not permit us to discuss

the evidence of the various modern mira

cles upon which most Catholics place such

strong reliance. We shall but remark that

the facts, supposing them proved, are mere

exceptions from the ordinary laws"of mat

ter, occurring spontaneously, and without

any perceptible cause or object. When

S. Paul healed the sickness of a believer,

or struck blind a blaspheming fanatic, it

was easy to see the connexion between his
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miraculous powers and the truth of the

doctrines he preached. But we cannot

perceive any such connexion, between a

supernatural phenomenon and the religious

i.; of the nation in whose country it

appears. Take, for instance, the miracle

which converts the hero of the present

tale. Suppose that, fifteen hundred years

ago, Providence was pleased, for some

mysterious purpose, to endow a phial of

blood with certain miraculous properties—

can any one presume to say, that the relic

must necessarily lose those qualities while

in the custody of persons holding an erro

neous faith 1 Can any one prove that it

would not retain them, though transferred

to Westminster Abbey or the mosque of

St. Sophia 1 Every one has heard of the

extraordinary stories which several intelli

ent travellers have related respecting the

eats of certain Egyptian necromancers.

They are as well attested, and appear as

inexplicable, as any miracle of the Romish

Church. But would it have been reasonable

in Lord Prudhoe to turn Mahomedan, be.

cause he could neither doubt nor explain

what he has told us 1 Or was a devout Jew

bound to accept the miraculous qualities of

the pool of Bethesda, as a Divine confirma

tion of all the absurd subtleties taught by

the Rabbinical schools 1

We have thought it necessary to touch

upon these subjects, because we are unwil

ling to test the pretensions of the Roman

Catholic Church by human rules of reason,

without at least stating our opinion on her

claims to the support of revelation. It is

not for us to doubt the inspired writings on

rounds of expedience or of probability.

É. iſ—as we think will be agreed by most

ersons who minutely examine the well.

nown arguments, at which we have mere

ly hinted—it is more than doubtful whether

this supreme authority interferes with the

question, we have then less scruple in giv

ing our own opinion. To us, indeed, the

mere existence of a reasonable doubt upon

the point we have noticed, appears almost

conclusive. How strange that a book like

the Bible, written for the express purpose

of being expounded by an infallible human

tribunal, and of a nature to prove most per

nicious to those who reject that assistance,

should not be full of references to the aux

iliary guidance which can alone make it a

blessing, to mankind! How strange that it

should nowhere inform the reader in what

precise quarter all his doubts may be re

solved How strange that the Catholic

should be unable to discover in its pages a

single distinct recognition of the Church

as an infallible authority in matters of doc

trine ! And how much more strange that

it should contain two or three passages,

apparently, if not indisputably, recommend

ing the inspired writings as a rule of Chris

tian faith !

Before we proceed to mention a few of

the most plausible arguments against the

Right of Private Judgment,” we must

briefly notice, a misapprehension which

very commonly prevails on the subjeet.

Catholics are accustomed to speak with as

tonishment of the presumption which Pro

testants display in rejecting the authority

of the Church. They are apt to talk as if

they could conceive no possible motive ſor

doubting it, except a desire to exercise the

intellect upon forbidden subjects. To us,

we confess, implicit submission on such a

subject appears no such safe or innocent

measure. We can easily conceive the con

solation which fancied relief from respon

sibility bestows on those minds which mis
take indolence and indifference for faith

and humility. But to a conscientious Chris

tian we think that the admission of a guide

pretending to infallibility, must appear a

most serious and anxious step—a step to

be taken with the calmest deliberation and

the deepest solicitude. This is the feeling

of a religious Protestant. He would gladly

shelter himself under the authority of an

infallible Church, if he could satisfy himself

that any such Church existed. But he is

unable to feel this conviction. He knows

that Providence has given him faculties

which enable him, in some measure, to

weigh the evidences, and understand the

nature of revelation; and he dares not

abandon this security until he is confident

that it will be replaced by a better. He

may be wrong; but we are sure that his

error is one which a candid mind would

rather pity than blame. It is the error of

over-scrupulous timidity rather than of pre

sumptuous self-conceit.

We shall not meddle with the arguments,

addressed rather to the imagination than

the understanding, which Catholics found

upon the venerable antiquity of their

Church. We shall leave them to discuss

their chronological priority with the Ghe

bir and the Brahmin ; and their claims to

primitive immutability with the Anglican

high-churchman and the Greek schismatic.

Nor shall we dispute their boasts of the

affecting and consoling nature of their pe

culiar doctrines. We know that every

* We have discussed this subject at sufficient

length, and in a different fashion, in an article de

voted to it, in our preceding Number.
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thing is captivating to human weakness

which tends to substitute the excitement of

the imagination for the devotion of the

heart. We have no doubt that the minds

of the Israelites were deeply impressed by

the sight of the golden calf, and by the

rites of Moloch or Ashtaroth. The history

of religion, in short, is but a series of di

vine revelations, each in its turn defaced

and corrupted by the inveterate repugnance

of mankind for the pure and rational wor

*} of a spiritual being.

he great argument against the expedi

ency of private judgment is, of course, the

variety of dissensions and errors to which

it leads. Catholics ask, whether it is not

incredible that this should be the will of

Providence—whether it is not certain that

there must be somewhere a constantly ac

cessible oracle, able to solve each new

doubt, and detect each new heresy as it

arises. We shall not pause to discuss the

abstract question. We shall not decide

whether an infallible Church, possessing

such sanctions that no rational being could

at once profess Christianity and doubt her

authority, would have been a benefit to

mankind. One thing is certain: the Church

of Rome does not possess such sanctions.

Thousands of the best and wisest men that

ever existed, have lived happily, and died

peacefully, in open dissent from her doc

trines. Whether they were right or wrong,

their example is amply sufficient to show

that the most patient and unprejudiced in

quirer will frequently be unable to convince

himself of the existence of an infallible

Church. Even if we go no further, the diffi

culty is clearly unresolved. Incredible as

it may be, that Providence has appointed

no certain guide to salvation, it is far more

incredible that Providence has made the

attempt and failed.

But we may go much further. What we

have said of Ecclesiastical Infallibility is

far from applying to those great doctrines

which are common to Catholics and Pro

testants. It is certain that there are secta

rians who profess to draw opinions from

the Bible, which would reduce Christianity

to the level of Deism. We do not wish to

judge such persons harshly or hastily. But

it cannot be denied that they form a very

small minority; and that few eminent

names are to be found among them. This

is a distinction which no Catholic can deny.

No Catholic can deny that, where one Chris

tian has doubted the great truths of the

Gospel, fifty have doubted the authority of

the Church of Rome. Of those who have

professed Christianity during the last three

centuries, a very large minority have re

fused to believe in the existence of an in

fallible Church. Of the same body, how

many have denied the doctrines comprised

in the Apostles' Creed 1 Probably not one

in a hundred. And if we subtract the pre

judiced, and the careless, from this com

paratively small number, we shall really

find reason to doubt whether the Bible ever

leads a candid and sincere inquirer into

dangerous error. But be this as it may,

the facts are undeniable ; and the conclu

sion, reason as we will, is irresistible. Dif

ficult as it may be to interpret the Scrip

tures, to ascertain the existence of an in

spired interpreter is more difficult still.

The weight of this consideration is in

creased tenfold when we find that, accord

ing to the Roman Catholic, Ecclesiastical

Infallibility is, to many well-meaning men,

not merely ai.º. but a new

and formidable danger. The Church of

Rome has determined, that submission to

her authority is an essential, as well as an

assistance, to happiness in a future state.

It is thus that the most trifling misconcep

tion becomes a fatal heresy, by infusing

distrust of the Church. It is thus the most

faultless orthodoxy ceases to be a security,

if it is not the consequence of implicit be

lief in her infallibility. Surely we must

pause before we admit the monstrous con

clusion, that an institution, which has nar

rowed and limited the path of safety, was

intended by Divine goodness to smooth and

secure it.

Even if we acknowledge the Church of

Rome to be in theory an infallible guide,

this does not make her so in practice. It

is one thing to possess unerring means of

discovering the truth, and another to pos

sess unerring means of communicating it.

Catholics indeed, are apt to speak as if their

oracular Church were continually at their

elbow. They seem to imagine that an Irish

peasant, or a South American guacho, or

a Paria convert at Goa, can put himself in

communication with the Pope whenever he

wants advice or consolation. But we know,

and they know, that the truth is far other.

wise. #. uneducated Catholic is compel

led to receive all the doctrines of his Church

upon the bare word of his Confessor. It is

not pretended that a Priest is supernatural

ly inspired in instructing his flock, or su

pernaturally restrained from betraying

them. Instances of public scandal have

proved that all Jesuits are not so learned or

high-minded as “Father Oswald.” Hence

nine Catholics in ten must submit to have

their faith dictated, not by an infallible
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Church, but by a mortal like themselves—

an instructor always fallible, often ignorant,

and sometimes interested or malevolent.

One such instance is enough to show that

a Catholic is not safe from error merely be

cause his church is infallible ; for he can

never be sure that he has received her true

and genuine decisions.

Catholics, we are aware, will contend

that, when a layman acts in good faith up

on the advice of his Confessor, the guilt of

his errors will rest upon the Priest who mis

leads him. We might retort, that when a

Protestant does his best to understand his

Bible, he cannot be held answerable for the

weakness of his intellect. But this is not

the point in dispute. In both cases mischief

is done, let who will be answerable for it.

The question is, which is the more common

and the more probable mischief ?

There is no doubt that an ignorant lay

man is as likely to blunder as an ignorant

Confessor; but, if he is a conscientious

man, he will at least do his best to be right.

He will not go astray from indolence, or

recklessness, or wilful obstinacy. Every

motive which can mislead a sincere man in

judging for himself, may mislead him in

judging for another. But there are a thou

sand motives which might induce a man to

deceive another, which would not influence

him in deciding for himself. Our meaning

will be best illustrated by examples. Nei

ther Catholics nor Protestants can deny that

many may be cited on both sides. If Crom

well thought it right to sack Drogheda be

cause Joshua sacked Ai, did not Sixtus W.

offer public thanksgivings for the massacre

of St. Bartholomew 1 lſ Balfour justified

the murder of an Archbishop because Sam

uel hewed Agag in pieces, did not Clement

and Ravaillac commit regicide at the insti

gation of their spiritual advisers? Now,

we leave it to any impartial reader to de

cide which error is the more natural, and

the more consistent with sincerity—the

blind credulity which follows evil counsel,

or the impious sophistry, which is its own

deceiver ? The ignorant bigotry of Charles

IX. or Philip II. is surely a thousand times

more likely to find imitators than the per

verse fanaticism of Knipperdoling or Hugh

Peters. We therefore think it clear that

where one well-meaning Protestant is mis

led by his Bible, ten well-meaning Catho

lics are likely to be misled by a wicked

Confessor. he inference is obvious.-

The wiser system of discipline is that

which guards against the more probable

danger—which protects the simple Chris

tian from being deluded by others, and

leaves Providence to protect him from de

luding himself.

But even when the decrees of the Church

are correctly received, we do not see why

they are less liable to misconstruction than

the Bible. The wisest Catholic, when he

has ascertained what they are, must use

his own understanding to expound and ap

ply them. This is what Protestants do

when they consult the Scriptures; and

what Catholics think so absurd and so per

ilous. But, it will be replied, the Commen

tary of the Church gives us the meaning

of the Bible in less ambiguous language.

On points of real importance we deny that

this is possible. No language can be less

ambiguous than that in which the Bible

states those religious truths which practi

cally concern mankind. If there are men

who persist in explaining away those truths

when declared by an inspired book, we can

not see why they might not explain them

away when declared by an infallible Church.

If there are men who will not believe that

St. Paul means what he says, we do not

know what is to make them believe that

the Council of Trent meant what they said.

If a Socinian cannot understand the asser

tion,that the Author of Christianity “thought

it no robbery to be equal with God,” we

know no language by which the Church

could make him credit her belief in the

Trinity. If the command “Do this in re

membrance of me,” is not explicit enough

for the Quaker, we cannot perceive by

what form of words the Church can con

vince him that she thinks it his duty to at

tend the sacrament. An angel from heaven

could aot persuade men who will not com

prehend what is plainly told them; and we

know that inspiration has declared, that

when conscience and common sense are

silenced, an angel from heaven would plead

in vain.

The truth is, that Popes, Councils, and

Confessors, are all insufficient to insure

true, or detect erroneous belief. The more

we examine their nature, the more con

vinced we shall be, that they are the expe

dients of human weakness, ever anxious to

interpose some visible interpreter between

itself and the spiritual world. The more

we examine their effects, the more con

vinced we shall be, that they are the expe

ents are. There is a point at which lan

guage ceases to communicate the workings

of the mind; and beyond that point there

is an infinite field for wandering or for dis

covery. Let casuists define and distin

guish as they will, the subtle infidelity of

the human heart will extract doubt and
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heresy from their most skilful definitions.

Let Conſessors probe the consciences of

their penitents as they may, there are re

cesses which their penetration cannot ex

plore, nor their counsels enlighten. It is,

in short, impossible for one man to em

brace another's belief in its full perfection,

or comprehend another's error in its full

peril.

Butlet us suppose these preliminary diffi.

culties surmounted, and the authority of

the Roman Catholic Church admitted: still

it may well strike the proselyte as strange,

that the difference in faith, or rather the

additional articles of faith, which she

teaches, should be thought to justify such

high pretensions and such rigid intolerance.

He will be surprised to find that the hopes

and the duties of the true believer, and the

heretic, are practically the same ; and that

the exclusive privileges of the Church con

sist in pronouncing upon mysteries which

no human being is called on to explain,

and in ordaining ceremonies which, whether

beneficial or not, are certainly but of sec

ondary importance. Catholic ingenuity has

provided an answer, such as it is, to these

complaints. It is not, we are told, because

he is authorized to recognise a miracle in

the Eucharist, or to worship saints, or to

pray for the souls of the departed, that the

Catholic is superior to the Protestant. It

is from the nature of his belief. His faith

is grounded upon the authority of an in

fallible Church, not upon his own uncer

tain views of Scripture, and therefore it is

firm and undoubting to a degree which no

other Christian can imagine. Catholics

“deny entirely that Protestants have any

faith at all; they have nothing but opinion.

. . . Opinion is the persuasion of man's

mind grounded upon probable, though not

certain motives. . . É. faith, on the

contrary, is founded on the certain and in

fallible word of God, which can never suffer

change. Protestants often change their

opinions, as they see more or less of proba

bility in their interpretation of the Bible;

hence they have opinion, not faith.”—(Fa

ther Oswald, p. 225.

We need not detain our readers by meta

physical definitions of opinion, faith, and

certainty. Any man of common sense can

}. the situation of each party. The

rotestant possesses a book which he be

lieves to be the genuine work of inspira

tion. Much of it, as any reasonable stu

dent might expect, is obscure ; but he finds

there the great outlines of revealed religion

defined with all the clearness of which lan

guage is capable. He knows that few per

sons, not grossly ignorant or bitterly pre

judiced, have ever denied the authority of

the Bible; and that fewer still have doubt

ed its obvious interpretation upon any ma

terial point. The Catholic, on the other

hand, receives the same great truths from

a Church which he believes infallible. Be

it so, but why does he believe in her infalli

bility ? Has he no better reason than that

he happened to be born and educated with

in her pale 1 There is but one answer.

He believes because his reason is satisfied.

He believes because he has applied to the

evidence of Papal authority the same test

which the Protestant is so severely blamed

for applying to the text of the Bible. His

faith, like that of the Protestant, is more or

less firm according to the strength of his ra

tional conviction. Like the Protestant, he

may be firm, or wavering, or lukewarm, in

his religious opinions; and, like the Pro

testant, he may be betrayed into unbelief

by fear, interest, or delusion.

Let us see how the attempted distinction

looks when applied to the ordinary exerci

ses of the understanding. One mathemati

cal student believes that the square of the

hypothenuse is equal to the squares of the

sides inclosing the right angle, because

he has read Euclid's forty-seventh proposi

tion. Another, wholly ignorant of geome

try, believes the same upon the statement

of his tutor. Both are perfectly reasona

ble, and may be equally firm, in their con

viction. But how absurd to say, that one

believes by opinion and the other by faith !

Nothing can be clearer than that the same

effect takes place in the mind of each,

though produced by different processes.

One has mastered a demonstration in Eu

clid, the other has been instructed by a

skilful mathematician who has no motive

for deceiving him. In both cases, reason

mayºundo what reason has done. . The ge

ometrician will abandon his conclusions if

he is shown a flaw in his theorem. The

tyro is of course inaccessible to such rea

soning as this; but prove that his inform

ant knows nothing of geometry, or has an

interest in misleading his pupils, and his be

lief is shaken at once.

So far we have reasoned as if Catholics

and Protestants stood on the same ground.

But we might easily insist upon giving the

superiority to the latter. We might easi

ly argue that a chain of historical evi

dence, almost every link of which has

been questioned by learned and disinterest

edj; cannot produce the same effect

upon the understanding with a few plain

words, written in a Book which almost
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every man of worth and sense, during

eighteen centuries, has admitted to possess

divine authority. A reasonable man may

be brought to believe that he has given too

much weight to the testimony of such a

Father, or too little to the arguments of

such a Reformer; but he can scarcely be

persuaded that he does not comprehend his

own native language.

Still there is no great and undoubted diſ

ference between the belief of the Protest

ant and that of the Catholic; The former

holds fast such doctrines as are distinctly

and uniformly laid down in Scripture; but

does not think himself bound to explain all

obscurities or reconcile all conflicting pas

sages. The latter clings as scrupulously

to the use of holy water, and the sign of

the cross, as to the most solemn truths of

religion. But we cannot see the merit or

the advantage of this. Suppose that Pro

testants cannot agree about Church gov

ernment, or that they differ in interpreting

the Book of Revelation—what have such

doubts to do with the religious or moral

duties of a Christian 1 To us, we acknow

ledge, nothing appears more irrational than

the anxious craving after certainty, upon

all religious subjects alike, which Catholics

appear to encourage. We are wholly un

able to comprehend their compassion for the

miserable vacillation of personswho are con

tent to hold different opinions, or no opinion

at all, upon the expediency of liturgies, and

surplices, or the mysteries of election, as

surance, and final perseverance. They

seem utter strangers to a state of content

ed doubt upon speculative questions—to

that disposition of mind, which, even

when musing with the deepest interest up

on the secrets of religion, resigns the hope

of completely resolving them. But this is

what a Protestant feels—and feels without

a touch of uneasiness or repining—mpon

most of the points so dogmatically decided

by the Church of Rome.

Catholics are accustomed to interpret the

assertion of the Right of Private Judgment

into a refusal to believe any doctrine which

appears mysterious or unintelligible. No

error can be more unreasonable. Evidence

may establish a fact, without explaining its

nature. It would be easy to multiply cases

in which no man of sense would hesitate

to believe the truth of a proposition which

he is unable to comprehend. May not a

third man be convinced of the existence of

light 1 May not a man believe, upon the

assurance of Sir John Herschel, that the

earth describes an ellipse round the sun,

though he does not know what an ellipse

is? This is peculiarly the case in religion.

A rational mind will expect, and even re

quire, some obscurity in a revelation of the

secrets of a future state. There is nothing

which more distinctly exposes the human

origin of false faiths, than their clumsy at

tempts to influence the imagination by at

tributing corporal pains and pleasures to

..f. The whips and chains of

Tartarus, the houris of Mahomet, and the

inexhaustible ale-cups of Walhalla, are re

jected by men of sense, principally because

they are too familiar and intelligible. And,

therefore, religious Protestants do not think

themselves justified in denying doctrines

otherwise well supported, because they can

not pretend fully to understand them.

If Catholics require any thing more than

this, we are certainly unable to compre

hend their reasons. We know they are

fond of contrasting their own simplicity

and humility with the intellectual pride of

the Protestant. But we presume that the

scarcely mean to commend the habit of be

lieſ without examination. We own we

cannot discern the merit of a lucky guess

upon religious subjects. We always be

lieved that the ready faith, so much com

mended by Scripture was the triumph of

reason in a candid and humble mind, unre

sisted by pride, or prejudice, or the delu

sions of the fancy. We are persuaded that

the keenest, the calmest, and the most

purely rational intellect is precisely that

which is likely to be most strongly im

pressed by the evidences of the Christian

religion. We think, in short, that the be

liever in the Bible ought to feel a stronger

conviction that he is right, than the believ

er in the Koran or the Shastra; and we can

not perceive how he can effect this, while

he shrinks from the presumption of exer

cising his natural faculties on the subject.

Still, it does not follow, from what we

have said, that no man is responsible for

his belief. It is true that the natural in

firmity of the mind is no more a crime than

that of the body. A man that is an infidel

purely from the obliquity of his understand

ing, is as blameless as a Hindoo or a Mus

sulman; for intellectual inability to com

prehend religious truth, is as involuntary

as physical inability to hear it. But men

tal, like bodily infirmity, may be produced

by the neglect or the vices of the individu

al; and in that case he is responsible for

the consequences of his own fault and folly.

Though belief itself is not an act of the

will, yet the acts of the will may directly

influence it; and when this is knowingly

done, it ceases to be irresponsible. There



1843.] 263FATHER oswald, A CATHolic story.

is the greatest difference between a belief

dictated by the unbiased decision of the

reason, and a belief arising from pampered

prejudices, suppressed scruples, and ne

glected means of information.

The misapprehension upon which we

have just animadverted, has naturally led

Catholics to believe that infidelity is the

consequence of Protestant principles; and

that, if all Protestants are not infidels, it is

only because they shrink from following up

their own reasoning. This opinion is ex

p. in the work before us, by a

rench Deist. “No sooner,” says this phi

losopher, “do we take leave of Notre

Dame, than we seek refuge in the temple

of reason and universal philosophy. No

half-way house can for a moment detain

us in our ardent career. In one word, we

see intuitively the final conclusions of

your admirable principles; for, to do you

justice, we cannot, but allow that the true

principles of philosophy—independence

of thought, and freedom from the tram

mels of authority—passed from Britain

into France.”—(P. 187.) This is no doubt

the true language of a bigot-minded infi

del—of a weak man, who is ashamed of

having believed too much, and is therefore

determined to believe nothing at all. But,

does not the writer perceive that such a

man’s “intuitive” views of Protestantism

are not to be relied upon 1 It is perfectly

natural that an apostate Catholic should

think he is carrying out the principles of

the Reformation by becoming an atheist;

just as Cloots and Marat thought they were

carrying out the principles of British liber;

ty, by instituting “Feasts of Reason” and

*Revolutionary Tribunals.” But a man who

has never lived but at the Pole or the Equa

tor, is no judge of the merits of a temper

ate climate. Before we settle that “inde

pendence of thought, and freedom from the

trammels of authority,” are inconsistent

with Christianity, let us look at their prac

tical consequences. Before we condemn

the Protestant religion, let us inquire its

effect upon those who are acquainted with

it, not, #. this Deist, by intuition, but by

long and happy experience.

Undoubtedly, Protestantism is, in sober

earnest, what he calls it in silly irony—a

“half-way house.” It is a half-way house

between Popery and Deism—between su

perstition and infidelity—between the weak

enthusiasm which accepts without proof,

and the weak prejudice which rejects with

out examination. We never heard of a so

ber, rational belief on any disputed subject,

which was not a half-way house between

some two extreme opinions. Nicknames

for moderation have always been common

among zealots. But the assertion that Pro

testantism is the usual or natural road to

skepticism, is contradicted by every prin

ciple of human nature, and every page of

ecclesiastical history.

... one has seen instances of the

principle of excessive reaction—of the

tendency which leads men to mistake re

verse of wrong for right. It is the nature

of weak and passionate minds to fly from

one error into that which is diametrically

opposed to it. But who ever saw such a

change take place gradually, or by mea

sured intervals 1 We know that there is no

rebel so desperate as a slave outwearied by

tyranny; and no loyalist so submissive as a

Jacobin scared by a Reign of Terror. But

we never heard that the subjects of Louis

XIV. became moderate Whigs before they

became Anarchists: or that the colleagues

of Robespierre began by turning liberal

Conservatives, and ended by crownin

Napoleon. We can understand the .#

ings which change a despot into an ascetic

recluse, or a voluptuary into a cynical mis

anthrope; but we should have been sur

prised indeed if Charles had prepared for

his Convent by becoming a private noble,

or Timon for his Cave by settling in re

tired lodgings.

The history of Christianity, in all ages,

offers the strongest proof of the compara:

tive safety of moderate opinions from sud

den and violent change. In religion, as in

politics, slavery has always been the surest

precursor of anarchy. Whether we look

at the epicurean skepticism of Italy under

Leo, or at the fanatical infidelity of France

before the Revolution, we constantly ob

serve the same process—unreasoning faith

converted, by a short and easy metamor

phosis, into unreasoning disbelief. We

know of no such change in any community

familiar with the exercise of Private Judg

ment.

The truth is, that in the great majority

of Protestants, St. Dominic himself could

discover no heresy, except that they scruple

to profess any decided faith on points

which are neither distinctly revealed nor

essential to religious practice. They differ

from the Catholic, not so much by positively

denying what he believes, as by not pre

suming to enforce it as undoubted truth.

They do not condemn the faith of the Pa

pal Church, even on most points where

they consider it most improbable. They

condemn the presumption with which, on her

own authority alone, she has declared that
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faith infallible, and has taken it for granted

in her most solemn forms of worship.

A Protestant, for example, may speculate

as he pleases upon the precise nature of a

future state, or upon the intercourse of de

parted spirits with mankind. But he does

not venture to act upon his speculations.

He does not intercede for souls in purga

tory, or offer prayer to Saints, because he

thinks it presumption to take for granted

any opinions, or to offer up any devotions,

not directly warranted by Scripture.

same reasoning may be applied without

irreverence to the most solemn rite known

among Christians. A Protestant finds him

self expressly commanded to perform a

certain ceremony in commemoration of

the Founder of his religion. This com

mand he scrupulously obeys; and his obe

dience is enough to satisfy his conscience.

He has no certain means of comprehend

ing, nor is he called upon to comprehend,

the precise nature and consequence of the

act in which he partakes. His own senses

compel himself to believe that the only

inspired words which explain this myste

rious subject must be in some degree

figurative ; because their literal meaning

º to a material transformation, which,

y the admission of Catholics themselves,

is never perceptible. How far those words

are figurative, he cannot contrive positively

to decide. He may form what opinion he

will, or he may decline to form any at all;

but he must recollect that his conjectures

are unsupported by revelation. If he con

siders the Eucharist to be a symbolical

rite, it is not because he doubts the power

of heaven to work a miracle, or because he

rejects the benefit of such a supernatural

interference. If he considers it a miracu

lous solemnity, it is without venturing to

adore a Presence, the precise nature of

which is not intelligibly defined by in

spiration.

Let any wise and liberal Catholic con

sider the arguments we have been using.

Let him look upon his Protestant fellow

Christians, not as malignant enemies to his

Church, but as prevented, by their involun

tary doubts, from staking their souls upon

her infallibility—not as insolently despis

ing her peculiar doctrines, but as fearing to

be guilty of presumption, by making them

matter of religious obligation. Let him

look upon them as men warmly attached

to the great truths of Christianity, but ex

cluded, by acquired prejudice or natural

weakness, from the enjoyment of those

auxiliary benefits in which Catholics pro

fess to find so much consolatiou. Surely

The

the Church of Rome, if she were indeed the

indulgent mother which her children es

teem her, could not denounce such be

wildered wanderers as exiles from her

pale, and strangers to her hope Surely

the Christian who believes himself to pos

sess an infallible guide to heaven, should

look with hope and interest, not with scorn

and abhorrence, upon the unassisted exer

tions of those whose conscientious scruples

compel them to attempt the arduous path

alone !

Epucation.—Lord J. Russell, in the British House

of Commons, Monday, April 10, said, that he was

ready to-day to lay on the table of the house the

resolutions which he should propose on the sub

ject of education. It was not his intention to bring

them on before Easter. It might be desirable that

he gave some explanation of them, but as that was

not the regular course, he should only say that he

had framed them, not to meet all the objections, but

with a view to make arrangements which appeared

to be reasonable. They were as follows:—“1. That

in any bill for the promotion of education in Great

Britain, by which a board shall be authorized to

levy or cause to be levied parochial, rates for the

erection and maintenance of schools, provision

ought to be made for the adequate representation of

the rate-payers in such boards—2. That the chair

man of such board ought to be elected by the board

itself—3 That the Holy Scriptures, in the autho

rized version, should be taught in all schools estab

lished by any such school.-4. That special pro

vision should be made for cases in which Ronan

Catholic priests may object to the instruction of their

children in the Holy Scriptures, in such schools—

5. That no other books of religious instruction

should be used in such schools unless with the

sanction of the Archbishops of Canterbury and

York, and the concurrence of the Committee of

Privy Council for Education.—6. That in order

to prevent the disqualification of competent school

masters, books of religious instruction other than

the Holy Bible introduced into the schools should

be taught by the clergyman of the parish, or some

person appointed by him, to the children of parents

who belong to the established church, or who may

be desirous that their children should be so instruct

ed.—7. That all children taught in such schools

should have free liberty to resort to any second

schools, or any place of religious worship which

their parents may approve—8. That any school

connected with the National Society, or the British

and Foreign School Society, or any Protestant dis

senters' school, or any Roman Catholic school

which shall be found, upon inspection, to be effi

ciently conducted, should be entitled, by license of

the Privy Council, to grant certificates of school

attendance for the purpose of the employment in

factories of children and young persons—9. That,

in the opinion of this house, the Committee of Priv

Council for Education ought to be furnished wit

the means to enable them to establish and maintain

a sufficient number of training and model schools

in Great Britain.—10. That the said committee

ought, likewise, to be enabled to grant gratuities to

deserving schoolmasters, and to afford such aid to

schools established by voluntary contributions as

may tend to the more complete instruction of the

people in religious and secular knowledge, while,

at the same time, the rights of conscience may be

respected.”
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THE FRENCH GOVERNMENT AND THE

ISLANDS IN THE PACIFIC.

From “Le Semeur.” Paris, 5th April, 1843.

Translated for the Eclectic Museum.

THE invasion of Tahiti by Admiral du

Petit-Thouars has produced in England

the precise effect which we anticipated:

The indifference of statesmen has been as

profound, as the grief and astonishment of

the friends of religion has been vivid. Lord

Aberdeen declared, in the House of Lords,

“That he was not among those who look

with so much apprehension on our relations

with the Society Islands, but that he rather

had reason to look upon them in a favora

ble light.” Sir Robert Peel made use of

nearly the same language in the lower

House. There is, therefore, not the least

political jar existing between the two Gov.

ernments on this head. There are circum

stances even, which induce us to believe

that a friendly understanding has obtained

between them for above a year, and before

the French Admiral had received the or

ders which have guided his subsequent pro

ceedings. No sort of rivalship can find

room here between the French and English

Cabinets; national pride is out of the ques.

tion; and we have already made it appear

that national interest is equally quiescent.

Political considerations being thus set

aside, there remains surely none but those

of a religious character; and here the ob

ject of the French Government to push the

interests of the Propaganda of Rome among

the islands of the Pacific, becomes suffi.

ciently manifest. The odium of this prose

lyting crusade cannot fairly be attached to

Monsieur du Petit-Thouars, though some

persons think that he acted entirely by his

own counsel. It is quite certain, however,

that be the well-known antipathy of this

Commander of the “Venus” and of “la

Reine Blanche” (as he is at present) against

all Protestant missions, whatever it may,

he once leaned towards the opinion that

Roman Catholic missions could not be in

grafted per vi et armis upon these simple

hearted Islanders. In 1837, or the year

preceding his ungallant demeanor towards

Queen Pomare, in compelling her to dis

burse the sum of two thousand dollars, in

consequence of her refusal to suffer two

priests who came to inculcate the tenets of

Rome, Mons. du Petit-Thouars had found

the king and chiefs of the Sandwich Islands

quite as determined not to suffer two other

riests to reside on their territory—one, a

É.i. Monsieur Bachelot, and the

other an Englishman, named Short, who

had once, some years before, been sent out

of the Islands, but returned “merely to

stop en passant on their tour,” as they al

leged, but not forgetting to add, “that they

were quite willing to change their plans,

provided they had met with religious tole

ration on their arrival.” At this period

Monsieur du Petit-Thouars recognized the

inalienable right of the insular governments

to permit or to prohibit the exercise of any

particular mode of worship; and while la

menting the troubles encountered by the

two Catholic ecclesiastics, ascribing them

solely to the machinations of the American

Missionaries who had brought the Gospel

to these islands as early as the year 1820,

he contented himself with extending his

protecting aegis over Monsieur Bachelot,

on account of his being a countryman, but

without claiming for him the privilege of

preaching. Having an interview with the

King, this sovereign replied to his remarks,

that “he conceived having done nothing

but his duty in stopping Monsieur Bache

lot's teaching his Roman Catholic tenets.”

Kaukui, the Governor of Hawaii, rose

after him, and said: “The American Mis

sionaries were the first that came into

these Islands; to them we are indebted for

the very first advances which we have

made in civilization, and from a feeling of

gratitude we will suffer none but these

missionaries to teach religion among us.”

Monsieur du Petit-Thouars, in recording

these answers, adds in his journal: “Having

no desire to interfere with the interior re

gulations of this country, and being without

instructions to guide me in this delicate

and sudden affair, I informed the King that

I should submit this whole business about

religion to the decision of my own Sove

reign, as I had no authority to interfere in

the matter.” All he did at this time, was

to look upon Mons. Bachelot as a French

man, whom necessity had compelled to re

sort to Honolulu, to find a passage from

thence to his native country, besides ob

taining from the King the following decla

ration, under date of 21st July, 1837:

“We,Tamehameha III., King of the Sand

wich Islands, give our consent for Monsieur

Bachelot to reside in the island of Oahu,

unmolested and undisturbed, until he may

find a favorable opportunity to leave the

country, and to proceed 'i. to Manilla,

Lima, Walparaiso, or any other part of the

civilized world.”

Mons. du Petit-Thouars on his part sign

ed on the same day the following agree:

ment: “The undersigned, Post-captain and

Commander of the frigate Venus, does here

by promise on behalf of Mons. Bachelot,

*
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that this foreigner shall embrace the first

favorable opportunity to quit these islands,

in order to proceed to Manilla, Lima, Wal

paraiso, or to any other civilized country;

and that in case no such opportunity should

present itself, he shall be put on board the

first man-of-war visiting the islands, and

that in the mean time, he shall not preach.”

Captain Belcher, commanding the British

frigate Sulphur, who found the Venus at

Honolulu, took the other missionary, Mr.

Short, under his protection, obtaining from

the King in his behalf a similar permit to

reside in the island, and signed an engage

ment couched in the same terms as that

just quoted from Monsr. du Petit-Thouars

for Mons. Bachelot. These reciprocal en

gagements become the more worthy of no

tice from the fact that a treaty had recentl

been formed between the King of thej.

wich Islands and Lord Russell, commanding

the Acteon, authorizing Englishmen to re

side in the islands while conforming to their

laws, and that Mons. du Petit-Thouars was

negotiating for the same purpose, a treaty

being actually concluded and signed three

days afterwards, or on the 24th July, 1837,

in one of the clauses of which, it is stipu.

lated * -

“That the French can come and leave at

pleasure in all the dominions of the Sand

wich Islands, and that they shall be received

and protected in the enjoyment of the same

privileges conceded to the subjects of the

most favored nation.”

At this juncture then, neither the French

nor the English commander considered

himself warranted to impose the creed of

Rome on the islands of the Pacific, not even

where a free sojourn had been granted to

their respective countrymen; as religious

tolerance did not prevail in the Sandwich

Islands any more than it did in the Society

Islands, they thought it even incumbent on

them to pass their word that their respec

tive missionariesshould refrain from preach

ing during the remainder of their stay. The

two priests, in pursuance of the conventions

referred to, quitted Oahu a few months af.

terwards, and repaired to the island of As

cension in the Archipelago of western Poly

neSla.

We have dwelt on this point so emphati

cally, because it goes to prove the manner

in which Mons. du Petit-Thouars confront

ed this question at that time. If his con

duct at Tahiti in 1838 has been at variance

with that at the Sandwich Islands in 1837,

something must have occurred since then

to produce the change. More than a year,

in fact, had elapsed; the Venus had been at

Kamtschatka and in Mexico, while the re

port of her commander, touching the diffi

culties attending the Roman Catholic Mis

sions in the Pacific, was finding its way to

Paris; on his return to Valparaiso, he re

ceived despatches from his government in

structing him to set these things in order.

“It is this,” the despatch went on to say,

“which is the main object of sending out the

Venus to Tahiti; you must therefore compel

Queen Pomaré to render proper satisfaction,

and demand payment of damages and inter

est thereon, on behalf of Messrs. Laval and

Carret, who were so flagrantly abused and

obliged by such high-handed oppression to

take passage back to the place whence they

had come.” The result of this was, that

Mons. du Petit-Thouars, who had recog

nized the inherent right of the government'

of the Sandwich Islands to prohibit the

teaching of the Roman faith, did not ac

knowledge the same right with regard to

the government of the Society Islands, sim

ly because the new instructions he had re

ceived forbid his doing so. We have said

above how he executed his orders. He de

manded from the queen, within twenty-four

hours' time, a letter to the king of the

French, written both in the Polynesian and

in the French languages; the sum of $2000

to indemnify the. Laval and Carret,

and finally a salute of twenty-one guns to

be given the French flag; declaring, that in

default of compliance with these conditions

within the stipulated time, “he would in

stantly commence hostilities against all the

states under her sway, and that these hos

tilities would be carried on by all the ships

of war which might successively approach

these islands, until France should have ob

tained satisfactory restitution.” Resistance

was vain, compliance inevitable, and Queen

Pomaré wrote to the king a letter worded

thus:

TAHITI, 31st August, 1838.

To THE KING :

Peace be with you. This is what I wish

to make known to you. . I did wrong to

hinder the two French citizens from taking

up their abode here. I hope that your Ma

jesty may not be incensed against me for

what I did with regard to them; may peace

be restored. I am the sovereign of nothing

but a small and insignificant country. May

wisdom, glory and power abide with your

Majesty; let your anger be appeased, and

pardon the error which I have committed.

“Peace be with your Majesty,

“PoMARE.”

The other conditions were more difficult

to comply with. The queen succeeded in
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borrowing the requisite sum, and paid over

to the commander 125 ounces of gold as an

indemnity for the compulsory departure of

Messrs. Laval and Carret; as respects the

salute, the queen having no powder, she

was obliged to beg a supply of that sine qua

non of modern warfare from Mons. du

Petit-Thouars, in order to render him this

token of humiliation. A few days after

wards, on the 4th September, a treaty with

the queen was concluded, nearly similar to

the one already ratified by the king of the

Sandwich Islands. One of its principal ar

ticles runs thus:

“The French, of whatever profession they

may be, shall have full liberty to come and

to leave as they please, and to establish

themselves for the purposes of trade in any

of the islands under the government of Ta

hiti; they shall be received and protected

equally with the most favored foreign na

tions.”

The words given here in italics, are of

immense importance ; they sanction and

authorize by solemn treaty, without ex

pressly saying so, the sojourning of Priests,

and the enterprise of proselyting, for the

futherance of which aims this expedition,

as has been shown, was undertaken.

It will be remembered that the Astrolabe

and la Zelée arrived at Tahiti about the same

time as the Venus, Captain Dumont d'Ur

ville, commanding these Corvettes, enlight

ens us how the controversy originated.

“In 1835,” he says, “the Messrs. Laval

and Carret, emboldened by the advantages

obtained at Manga-Reva, and being apprised

of the favorable disposition entertained to

wards them by several chiefs of Tahiti, be

lieved the hour had come to introduce the

principles of the church of Rome and ex

punge the doetrines of the Reformation;

and consequently repaired to Tahiti in an

English vessel.” Eluding the law which

forbid their landing without leave, they dis

embarked on the south side of the island,

at a great distance from the seat of govern

ment, and from thence turned their steps

toward Pape-Iti, where the course to be pur

sued was canvassed in a meeting held with

the Chiefs. Captain Dumont d'Urville,

opines that if a public discussion had been

brought about at this time, between the

Missionaries of the two opposing sects, it

would have caused the immediate downfall

of Protestantism among these islanders.

“The ritual of the Roman Church,” says

he, “with its fascinating splendor, if ex

hibited before the eyes of the natives,

would speedily have led them to despise

the dry and insipid forms of the Protest

ants.” But Messrs. Laval and Carret had

deliberately trespassed on the requirements

of the law; and were therefore solicited to

retire ; but having obtained a footing on

the island by stratagem, they hoped, by

gaining time, to find means of remaining

there ; they set up their tabernacle in a

house placed at their disposal by a Mr.

Moërenhout, and here by celebrating the

mass, &c., they commenced the precise

work for which they had made their ap

pearance at Tahiti, taking no notice of the

prohibition enjoined upon them, and which

even Mons. Dumont d'Urville admits to

have been perfectly in order—“the native

inhabitants,” he says, “certainly being their

own masters.” . Refusing to depart, they

were finally made to do so by compulsion.

Mons, Laval returned to Manga-Reva,

while Mr. Carret found his way back to

France, to invoke the help and the avenging

thunder-bolts of his government. Thus we

learn, how this whole series of exactions

and violence, in which Mons. du Petit

Thouars figures as the principal actor, have

sprung up. These two priests, we have

seen, “wished to substitute the dogmas of

their Church in place of the doctrines of

the Reformation,” and for this they con

veyed themselves by stealth into the island

of Tahiti; they were sent away; and

France, on their complaints and in support

of interests exclusively of a religious na

ture, commences war.

The object contemplated by sending out

the Venus, had already been accomplished

before Mons. Dumont d'Urville's arrival.

The Protestant Missionaries conceived the

idea that the Commander of the Astrolabe

and la Zelée might peradventure disclaim

the doings of Mons. du Petit-Thouars;

and feeling themselves aggrieved by his en

croachment on their rights, as well as on

those of the Queen, they intended presenting

an appeal to the former, as being the senior

in point of rank; but they soon perceived

that such a step could effect no good. The

Queen received the two Commanders ;

Mons. Dumont d'Urville told her, that he

had gone out of his regular course, be

cause he had been informed of the treat

ment the Catholic Missionaries had expe

rienced ; to which the Queen simply re

plied, that the existing state of things in her

dominions had made it necessary to effect

their removal. A scene then ensued, in

which the behavior of Mons. du Petit

Thouars can hardly be credited, were we

not assured of its reality by the testimony

of his colleague Mons. Dumont d'Urville.

“I merely replied,” he says, “that un
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doubtedly the Queen is free in her own

States, and no person in the world, not even

the King of the French excepted, can de

mand of her to change her religion; she

would have been perfectly right, had she

restricted herself to simply denying the

French Missionaries all exhibition of their

rites in public ; but the severe treatment

manifested toward two citizens of France

(we were speaking of their expulsion from

the island, where they had assayed to in

troduce the controversy) was of such a na

ture, that we could not let it pass without

some sort of satisfaction. I moreover said

that the Queen Pomaré-Wahiné ought to

esteem herself very fortunate in having

been able to extricate herself from her em

barrassing position with the French Em

pire, at so small a cost. These words,

rather severe as they were, I observe the

interpreter has faithfully transmitted, for I

see Pomaré is sensibly affected, and the

tears begin to course from her eyes, which

she fixes on me with an expression of an

ger sufficiently apparent. At the same in

stant I observe also that Captain du Petit

Thouars seems to use his efforts to dissipate

her displeasure by means of several amica

ble little tricks, such as to pull her gently

by the hair, or tapping her on the cheek;

he even adds in an affectionate tone that it

is wrong for her to take on so.”

Here we behold with what degree of be

coming dignity the orders of the French

Government are executed, and what mock

ery is practised upon a Princess threatened

with fire and sword ' the Artemise has fin

ished the work begun by the Venus. Cap

tain Laplace, her Commander, has in due

form extorted the grant of unobstructed

ingress for the Roman Catholic Missiona

ries to propagate their doctrines; and hav

ing secured these privileges at Tahiti, he

has been to the Sandwich-Islands to extort

the same concessions there. The French

government, has then, it seems, taken upon

itself the ungracious task of establishing

the right of diffusing Popery among the

islanders of the Pacific, in defiance of their

Kings, their Chiefs and their laws.

We have drawn the particulars now pre

sented to our readers, relating to the expe

dition of the two Commanders du Petit

Thouars and Dumont d'Urville, from the

most authentic sources accessible in such

matters, viz., their own published Journals,

and these particulars furnish a key to sub

sequent events; they certainly suffice, to

justify that burst of indignation which this

last act of the French government has call

ed forth from the entire Protestant popula

tion of this country, and which has found

vent in those energetic paragraphs which

may be seen in every publication with

out exception, claiming to be an organ of

Protestant principles. It is an iniquitous

act, and notwithstanding the disclaimer put

forth in the JMoniteur, there is besides room

for strong surmises that all moral obliga

tions have been outraged in the most base

and brutal manner by our seamen. Mons.

du Petit-Thouars has, it is true, paid some

homage to the British Navy, by saying that

they have taught the natives to regard all

vessels as taboués or in accessible ; but we

do not forget the answer given by Monsr.

Dumont d'Urville to father Jean-Chrysos

tome, when entreated by him to use his

power to prohibit the sailors under his

command from destroying the fruits of the

labors of the Roman Catholic Missionaries

at Manga-Reva, by their odious vices. He

told the holy father, in terms not proper to

be used in this place, “that he positively

could not make himself responsible for the

conduct of his men; and that all he could

do to put a stop to the scandal, was to put

out to sea the very day similar offences

should again occur.” These well ground

ed fears of the Roman Catholic Missiona

ries, amply justify the measures taken by

those of the Protestant faith, in order to

keep off these corrupters of the native

population; to save one Mission the an

chor is instantly hove—to destroy another

it is suffered to rest in its bed. But this is

not all; this same Mr. Moërenhout, who for

seven or eight years has been the principal

and most virulent enemy of the Protestant

Missions in those islands, and who by his

slanders, has made the French sailors be

lieve that the Missionaries were “the most

oppressive vampires of the natives,” as

Mons. Dumont d'Urville expresses it, has

been appointed to fill the station of Royal

Commissary. This is the man, who has

persecuted the Protestant Missions with in

veterate hatred, and labored with all his

might to promote the interests of the Ro

man Catholics, and is now made, as it were,

the sole and sovereign arbiter of the fate

of those institutions which have raised the

Tahitians to some degree of christian civ

ilization, as well as of the fate of those

men who founded these institutions, inas

much as there is no appeal from his deci

sions but to the King of France, which, it

is well known, can at best afford no redress

for a whole year. It will be appreciated

from these data, how illusory are the hopes

founded on that kind of guarantee which

has been extended to the English Mission
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aries now actually on the spot. They are

not liable to be expelled; granted—this

would be too bold a procedure; but their

work will be undermined and ultimately

destroyed. The past throws abundant light

on the future, on this point.

Politicians in England, as we have said,

evince the utmost apathy in view of these

events ; but we are informed, on the other

hand, that the religious community, which

in that country is so large and influential,

feel the same with regard to these things

as Protestants do in France; we have been

assured that the Ministry of Peace have by

this act of intolerant bigotry, drawn down

upon their head as much odium from the

most respectable classes in England, as the

agitation of the question concerning the

right of search has done in France. It

seems strange that while professing to la

bor for the closer approximation of the

two nations, they have made themselves so

active in meriting the execrations of so

large a portion of both.* We are unable

to explain this paradox, unless by admit

ting the hypothesis that there exists more

latent motives for making these conces

sions to a party already too highly favored

to be easily managed.

* The London Missionary Society have just pub

lished a work called “A brief statement of the ag

gression of the French on the island of Tahiti,”

which we have received, and which is now in the

hands of the translator. The Missionary Society

of Paris have likewise published a kind of protest,

and spread a great number of copies over the land.

I ASK THEE TO FORGET ME.

From the Court Journal.

Not while my form is still before thine eyes—

Not while my voice is ringing in thine ears—

Not while my sigh still breathes upon thy lips—

Not while thy cheek is moistened with my tears;

But when in calmer, brighter, happier hours,

Our love appears but as a passing dream,

Half-veiled in mystery; for the heart soon finds

Its transient passions are not what they seem.

Let not my fading image haunt thy soul,-

Remember not the one whose aching heart

Hath dwelt within thy bosom, till its griefs,

Its joys, its woes with thine have taken part?

• And yet, l ask thee to forget my name,

My very being, and the hours we passed

In all-confiding love, een when we knew

Its saddened sweetness could not, must not last.

Oh! drink the offered cup from Lethe's spring,

Life's rugged path leads to the mountain's brow

We might have climb'd together, but our lot

Is cast in utter desolation now.

I ask thee to forget me ! and when time

Hath darkened with his wing our fleeting years,

This grief fraught hour upon thy memory's page

Shall be effaced, and blotted out with tears.

DRUIAD.

THE BATTLE OF THE BLOCKS.

THE PAVING QUESTION.

From Blackwood's Magazine.

The subject of greatest metropolitan in

terest which has occurred for many years,

is the introduction of wood paving. As the

main battle has been fought in London, and

nothing but a confused report of the great

object in dispute may have penetrated be

yond the sound of Bow bells, we think it

will not be amiss to put on record, in the

imperishable brass and marble of our pages,

an account of the mighty struggle—of the

doughty champions who couched the lance

and drew the sword in the opposing ranks

—and, finally, to what side victory seems

to incline on this beautiful 1st of May in the

year 1843.

Come, then, to our aid, oh ye heavenly

Muses! who enabled Homer to sing in such

persuasive words the fates of Troy and of

its wooden horse; for surely a subject which

is so deeply connected both with wood and

horses, is not beneath your notice; but

perhaps, as poetry is gone out of fashion at

the present time, you will depute one of

your humbler sisters, rejoicing in the name

of Prose, to give us a few hints in the com

position of our great history. The name of

the first pavier, we fear, is unknown, unless

we could identify him with Triptolemus,

who was a great improver of Rhodes; but

it is the fate of all the greatest benefactors

of their kind to be neglected, and in time

forgotten. The first regularly defined paths

were probably footways—the first carriages

brond-wheeled. No record remains of what

materials were used for filling up the ruts;

so it is likely, in those simple times when

enclosure acts were unknown, that the cart

was seldom taken in the same track. As

houses were built, and something in the

shape of streets began to be established,

the access to them must have been more

attended to. A mere smoothing of the ine

qualities of the surface over which the

oxen had to be driven, that brought the

grain home on the enormous plaustra of

the husbandman, was the first idea of a

street, whose very name is derived from

stratum, levelled. As experience advanced,

steps would be taken to prevent the soft

ness of the road from interrupting the

draught. A narrow rim of stone, just wide

enough to sustain the wheel, would, in all

probability, be the next improvement; and

only when the gentle operations of the farm

were exchanged for war, and the charger

had to be hurried to the fight, with all the

equipments necessary for an army, great
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roads were laid open, and covered with

hard materials to sustain the wear and tear

of men and animals. Roads were found to be

no less necessary to retain a conquest than

to make it; and the first true proof of the

greatness of Rome was found in the long

lines of military ways, by which she main

tained her hold upon the provinces. You

may depend on it, that no expense was

spared in keeping the glorious street that

led up her Triumphs to the Capitol in ex

cellent repair. All the nations of the Orbis

...Antiquus ought to have trembled when

they saw the beginning of the Appian

road. It led to Britain and Persia, to

Carthage and the White Sea. The Britons,

however, in ancient days, seem to have

been about the stupidest and least enterpris

ing of all the savages hitherto discovered.

After an intercourse of four hundred years

with the most polished people in the world,

they continued so miserably benighted, that

they had not even acquired masonic know

ledge enough to repair a wall. The ram

part raised by their Roman protectors be

tween them and the Picts and Scots, be

came in some places dilapidated. The un

fortunate natives had no idea how to mend

the breach, and had to send once more for

their auxiliaries. If such their state in re

gard to masonry, we cannot suppose that

their skill in road-making was very great;

and yet we are told that, even on Caesar's

invasion, the Britons careered about in war

chariots, which implies both good roads

and some mechanical skill ; but we think

it a little too much in historians to ask us

to believe Both these views of the condition

of our predecessors in the tight little

island; for it is quite clear that a people

who had arrived at the art of coach-making,

could not be so very ignorant as not to

know how to build a wall. If it were

not for the letters of Cicero, we should

not believe a syllable about the war-cha

riots that carried amazement into the hearts

of the Romans, even in Kent or Surrey.

But we here boldly declare, that if twenty

Ciceros were to make their affidavits to

the fact of a set of outer barbarians, like

Galgacus and his troops, “ sweeping their

fiery lines on rattling wheels” up , and

down the Grampians—where, at a later

period, a celebrated shepherd fed his flocks

—we should not believe a word of their

declaration. Tacitus, in the same manner,

we should prosecute for perjury.

The Saxons were a superior race, and

when the eightsome-reel of the heptarchy

became the pas-seul of the kingdom of

England, we doubt not that Watling Street

was kept in passable condition, and that

Alfre (, amidst his other noble institutions,

invented a highway rate. The ſortresses

and vassal towns of the barons, after the

Conquest, must have covered the country

with tolerable cross-roads; and even the

petty wars of those steel-clad marauders

must have had a good effect in opening

new communications. For how could Sir

Reginald Front-de-Boeuf, or Sir Hildebrand

Bras-de-Fer, carry off the booty of their

discomfited rival to their own granaries

without loaded tumbrils, and roads fit to

pass over ?

Nor would it have been wise in rich ab

bots and fit monks to leave their monaste

ries and abbeys inaccessible to pious pil

grims, who came to admire thigh-bones of

martyred virgins and skulls of beatified

saints, and paid very handsomely for the

exhibition. Finally, trade began, and pa

viers flourished. The first persons of that

illustrious profession appear,from the sound

of the name, to have been French, unless

we take the derivation of a cockney friend

of ours, who maintains that the origin of

the word is not the French pavé, but the

indigenous English pathway. However

that may be, we are pretty sure that paving

was known as one of the fine arts in the

reign of Queen Elizabeth; for, not to men

tion the anecdote of Raleigh and his cloak—

which could only happen where puddles

formed the exception and not the rule—we

read of Essex's horse stumbling on a pa

ving-stone in his mad ride to his house in

the Strand. We also prove, from Shaks

peare's line—

“The very stones would rise in mutiny"—

the fact of stones forming the main body

of the streets in his time; for it is absurd

to suppose that he was so rigid an observer

of the unities as to pay the slightest re

spect to the state of paving in the time of

Julius Caesar at Rome.

Gradually London took the lead in im

proving its ways. It was no longer neces

sary for the fair and young to be carried

through the mud upon costly pillions, on

the backs of high-stepping Flanders mares.

Beauty rolled over the stones in four

wheeled carriages, and it did not need

more than half a dozen running footmen—

the stoutest that could be found—to put

their shoulders occasionally to the wheel,

and help the eight black horses to drag the

ponderous vehicle through the heavier parts

of the road. Science came to the aid of

beauty in these distressing circumstances.

Springs were invented that yielded to every
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jolt ; and, with the aid of cushions, ren

dered a visit to Highgate not much more

fatiguing than we now find the journey

to Edinburgh. Luxury went on—wealth

flowed in—paviers were encouraged—

coach-makers grew great men—and Lon

don, which our ancestors had leſt mud, was

now stone. Year after year the granite

quarries of Aberdeen poured themselves

out on the streets of the great city, and a

million and a half of people drove, and

rode, and bustled, and bargained, and cheat

ed, and throve, in the midst of a din that

would have silenced the artillery of Trafal

gar, and a mud which, if turned into bricks,

would have built the tower of Babel. The

citizens were now in possession of the “fu

mum et opes strepitumque Roma';” but

some of the more quietly disposed, though

submitting patiently to the “fumum,” and

by no means displeased with the “opes,”

thought the “strepitumque” could be dis

pensed with ; and plans of all kinds were

proposed for obviating the noise and other

inconveniences of granite blocks. Some

proposed straw, rushes, sawdust ; ingenui

ty was at a stand-still ; and London ap

peared to be condemned to a pºpº at

mosphere of smoke and sound. It is plea

sant to look back on difficulties when over

come—the best illustration of which is

Columbus's egg ; for, after convincing the

skeptic, there can be no manner of doubt

that he swallowed the yell; and white, leav

ing the shell to the pugnacious disputant.

In the same way we look with a pleasing

kind of pity on the quandaries of those whom

we shall call—with no belief whatever in

the pre-Adamite theory—the pre-Macadam

ites.

A man of talent and enterprise, Mr. Mac

adam, proposed a means of getting quit of

one of the objections to the granite cause

ways. By breaking them up into small pie

ces, and spreading them in sufficient quan

tity, he proved that a continuous hard sur

face would be formed, by which the uneasy

jerks from stone to stone would be avoided,

and the expense, if not diminished, at all

events not materially increased. When the

proposition was fairly brought before the

§ it met the fate of all innovations.

imid people—the very persons, by the by,

who had been the loudest in their ex

clamations against the ancient causeways–

became alarmed the moment they saw a

chance of getting quit of them. As we never

know the value of a thing till we have lost

it, their attachment to stone and noise be

came more intense in proportion as the

certainty of being deprived of them be

came greater. It was proved to the sat

isfaction of all rational men, if Mr. Mac

adam's experiment succeeded, and a level

surface were furnished to the streets, that,

besides noise, many other disadvantages of

the rougher mode of paving would be avoid.

ed. Among these the most prominent was

slipperiness: and it. was impossible to be

denied, that at many seasons of the year,

not only in frost, when every terrestrial

pathway must be unsafe : but in the dry

months of summer, the smooth surfaces of

the blocks of granite, polished and rounded

by so many wheels, were each like a convex

mass of ice, and caused unnumbered falls

to the less adroit of the equestrian portion

of the king's subjects. One of the most

zealous advocates of the improvement was

the present Sir Peter Laurie, not then ele

vated to a seat among the Equites, but im

bued probably with a foreknowledge of his

knighthood, and therefore anxious for the

safety of his horse. Sir Peter was deter

mined, in all senses of the word, to leave no

stone unturned; and a very small mind, when

directed to one object with all its force, has

more effect than a large mind unactuated by

the same zeal—as a needle takes a sharper

point than a sword. Thanks, therefore, are

due, in a great measure, to the activity and

eloquence of the worthy alderman for the

introduction of Macadam's system of road

making into the city.

Many evils were certainly got rid of by

this alteration—the jolting motion from

stone to stone—the slipperiness and une

venness of the road—and the chance, in

case of an accident, of contesting the hard

ness of your skull with a mass of stone,

which seemed as if it were made on pur

pose for knocking out people's brains. For

some time contentment sat smiling over the

city. But, as “man never is, but always

to be, blest,” perfect happiness appeared

not to be secured even by Macadam. Ruts

began to be formed—rain fell, and mud was

generated at a prodigious rate; repairs

were needed, and the road for a while was

rough and almost impassable. Then it was

found out that the change had only led to

a different kind of noise, instead of destroy

ing it altogether; and the perpetual grind

ing of wheels, sawing their way through

the loose stones at the top, or ploughing

through the wet foundation, was hardly an

improvement on the music arising from the

jolts and jerks along the causeway. Men's

minds got confused in the immensity of the

uproar, and deafness became epidemic. In

winter, the surface of Macadam formed a

series of little lakes, resembling on a small
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scale those of Canada; in summer, it form

ed a Sahara of dust, prodigiously like the

great desert. Acres of the finest alluvial

clay floated past the shops in autumn; in

spring, clouds of the finest sand were waſt

ed among the goods, and penetrated to

every drawer and wareroom. And high

over all, throughout all the main highways

of commerce—the Strand—Fleet-Street—

Oxford-Street—Holborn—raged a storm of

sound, that made conversation a matter of

extreme difficulty without such stentorian

an effort as no ordinary lungs could make.

As the inhabitants of Abdera went about

sighing from morning to night, “Love'

love!” so the persecuted dwellers in the

great thoroughfares wished incessantly for

cleanliness! smoothness silence

“Abra was present when they named her

name,” and, after a few gropings after

truth—a few experiments that ended in

nothing—a voice was heard in the city, that

streets could be paved with wood. This

was by no means a discovery in itself; for

in many parts of the country ingenious in

dividuals had laid down wooden floors

upon their farm-yards; and, in other lands,

it was a very common practice to use no

other material for their public streets. But,

in London, it was new ; and all that was

wanted, was science to use the material (at

first sight so little calculated to bear the

wear and tear of an enormous traffic) in

the most eligible manner. The first who

commenced an actual piece of paving was

a Mr. Skead—a perfectly simple and inar

tificial system, which it was soon seen was

doomed to be superseded. His blocks

were nothing but pieces of wood of a hex

agon shape—with no cohesion, and no

foundation—so that they trusted each to

its own resources to resist the pressure of

a wheel, or the blow of a horse's hoof; and,

as might have been foreseen, they became

very uneven after a short use, and had no

recommendation except their cheapness

and their exemption from noise. The fibre

was vertical, and at first no grooves were

introduced; they, of course, became round

ed by wearing away at the edge, and as

slippery as the ancient granite. The Me

tropolitan Company took warning from the

defects of their predecessor, and adopted

the patent of a scientific French gentleman

of the name of De Lisle. The combination

of the blocks is as elaborate as the structure

of a ship of war, and yet perfectly easy,

being founded on correct mechanical prin

ciples, and attaining the great objects re

quired—viz., smoothness, durability, and

quiet. The blocks, which are shaped at

such an angle that they give the most per

fect mutual support, are joined to each

other by oaken dowels, and laid on a hard

concrete foundation, presenting a level sur

face, over which the impact is so equally

divided, that the whole mass resists the

pressure on each particular block; and yet,

from being formed in panels of about a

yard square, they are laid down or lifted

up with far greater ease than the causeway.

Attention was immediately attracted to this

invention, and all efforts have hitherto been

vain to improve on it. Various projectors

have appeared—some with concrete foun

dations, some with the blocks attached to

each other, not by oaken dowels, but by

being alernately concave and convex at the

side; but this system has the incurable de

fect of wearing off at the edges, where the

fibre of the wood, of course, is weakest,

and presents a succession of bald-pated

surfaces, extremely slippery, and incapable

of being permanently grooved. A speci

men of this will be often referred to in the

course of this account, being that which

has attained such an unenviable degree of

notoriety in the Poultry. Other inventors

have shown ingenuity and perseverance;

but the great representative of wooden

paving we take to be the Metropolitan

Company, and we proceed to a narrative

of the attacks it has sustained, and the

struggles it has gone through.

So long ago as July, 1839, the inventor

explained to a large public meeting of no

blemen and men of science, presided over

by the Duke of Sussex, the principle of his

discovery. It consisted in a division of the

cube, or, as he called it, the stereotomy of

the cube. After observing that, “although

the cube was the most regular of all solid

bodies, and the most learned men amongst

the Greeks and other nations had occupied

themselves to ascertain and measure its

proportions, he said it had never hitherto

been regarded as a body, to be anatomized

or explored in its internal parts. Some

years ago, it had occurred to a French

mathematician that the cube was divisible

into six pyramidical forms; and it there

fore had struck him, the inventor, that the

natural formation of that figure was by a

combination of those forms. Having de

tailed to his audience a number of experi

ments, and shown how the results thereby

obtained accorded with mathematical prin

ciples, he proceeded to explain the various

purposes to which diagonal portions of the

cube might be applied. By cutting the

body in half, and then dividing the half in

a diagonal direction, he obtained a figure—
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namely, a quarter of a cube—in which, he

observed, the whole strength or power of

resistance of the entire body resided; and

he showed the application of these sections

of the cube to the purposes of paving by

wood.” Such is the first meagre report

of the broaching of a scientific system of

paving; and, with the patronage of such

men of rank and eminence as took an inte

rest in the subject, the progress was sure

and rapid.

In December, 1839, about 1100 square

yards were laid down in Whitehall, and a

triumph was never more complete; for

since that period it has continued as smooth

and level as when first it displaced the Mac

adam ; it has never required repair, and

has been a small basis of peace and quiet

ness, amidst a desert of confusion and tur

moil. Since that time, about sixty thou

sand yards in various parts of London, be

ing about three-fourths of all the pavement

hitherto introduced, attest the public appre

ciation of the Metropolitan Company's sys

tem. It may be interesting to those who

watch the progress of great changes, to par.

ticularize the operations (amounting in the

aggregate to forty thousandº that

were carried on upon this system in 1842:—

St. Giles's, Holborn

Foundling Estate

Hammersmith Bridge

St. Andrew's, Holborn

Jermyn Street

Old Bailey

Piccadilly

Newgate Street, eastern end

Southampton Street

Lombard Street

Oxford Street

Regent Street;

besides several noblemen's court-yards,

such as the Dukes of Somerset and Suther

land's, and a great number of stables, for

which it is found peculiarly adapted.

The other projectors have specimens

principally in the Strand; that near the

Golden Cross, being by Mr. Skead; that

near Coutts's Bank, Mr. Saunders; at St.

Giles's Church, in Holborn, Mr. Rankin;

and in the city, at Gracechurch Street,

Cornhill, and the Poultry, Mr.º: The

Poultry is a short space lying between

Cheapside and the Mansion-house, consist.

ing altogether of only three hundred and

seventy-eight square yards. It lies in a

hollow, as if on purpose to receive the river

of mud which rolls its majestic course from

the causeway on each side. The traffic on

it, though not fast, is perpetual, and the

system from the first was faulty. In addi

Wol. II. No. II. 18

tion to these drawbacks, its cleansing was

totally neglected; and on all these ac

counts, it offered an excellent point of at

tack to any person who determined to

signalize himself by preaching a crusade

against wood. Preachers, thank heaven!

are seldom wanted; and on this occasion

the part of Peter the Hermit was under

taken by Peter the Knight; for our old ac

quaintance, the opponent of causeways, the

sworn enemy to granite, the favo er of

Macadam, had worn the chain of office;

had had his ears tickled for a whole year

by the magic word, my lord; was as much

of a knight as Sir Amadis de Gaul, and

much more of an alderman; had been a

great dispenser of justice, and sometimes

a dispenser with law; had made himself a

name, before which that of the Curtises and

Waithmans grew pale; and, above all, was

at that very moment in want of a grievance.

Sir Peter}. gave notice of a motion

on the subject of the Poultry. People be

gan to think something had gone wrong

with the chickens, or that Sir Robert had

laid a high duty on foreign eggs. The

alarm spread into Norfolk, and affected the

price of turkeys. , Bantams fell in value,

and barn-door fowls were a drug. In the

midst of all these fears, it began to be whis

pered about, that if any chickens were con

cerned in the motion, it was Cary's chick

ens; and that the attack, though nominally

on the hen-roost, was in reality on the

wood. It was now the depth of winter;

snowy showers were succeeded by biting

frosts; the very smoothness of the surface

of the wooden pavement was against it; for

as no steps were taken to prevent slipperi

ness, by cleansing or sanding the street—

or better still, perhaps, by roughing the

horses' shoes, many tumbles took place on

this doomed little portion of the road; and

some of the city police, having probably,

in the present high state of English morals,

little else to do, were employed to count

the falls. Armed with a list of these acci

dents, which grew in exact proportion to

the number of people who saw them—(for

instance, if three people separately report

ed, “a gray horse down in the Poultry,” it

did duty for three gray horses)—Sir Peter

opened the business of the day, at a meet

ing of the Commissioners of Sewers for the

City of London, on the 14th of February,

1843. Mr. Alderman Gibbs was in the

chair. Sir Peter, on this occasion, tran

scended his usual efforts; he was inspired

with the genius of his subject, and was as

great a specimen of slip-slop as the streets

themselves. He requested a petition to be
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read, signed by a Mr. Gray, and a conside

rable number of other jobmasters and live

ry-stable keepers, against wood pavement;

and, as it formed the text on which he

spoke, we quote it entire :—

“To the Commissioners of Sewers—

“The humble memorial of your memorialists,

humbly showeth, That in consequence of the

introduction of wood pavements into the City of

London, in lieu of granite, a very great number

of accidents have occurred; and in drawing a

comparison between the two from observations

made, it is found where one accident happenedon

the granite pavement, that ten at least took place

upon the wood. Your memorialists therefore

pray, that, in consequence of the wood pave

ment being so extremely dangerous to travel

over, you would be pleased to take the matter

into your serious consideration, and cause, it to

be removed; by doing which you will, in the

first place, be removing a great and dangerous

nuisance; and, secondly, you will be setting a

beneficial and humane example to other metro

politan districts.”

Mr. Gray, in addition to the memorial,

begged fully to corroborate its statements,

and said that he had himself twice been

thrown out by the falling of his horse on

the wood, and had broken his shafts both

times. As he did not allude to his legs

and arms, we conclude they escaped unin

jured; and the only effect created by his

observation, seemed to be a belief that his

horse was probably addicted to falling, and

preferred the wood to the rough and hard

angles of the granite. Immediately after

the reading of the stablemen's memorial,

a petition was introduced in favor of wood

pavement from Cornhill, signed by all thein

habitants of that wealthy and flourishing dis

trict, and, on the principles of fair play, we

transcribe it as a pendant to the other :-

“Your petitioners, the undersigned inhabit

ants of the ward of Cornhill and Birchen Lane,

beg again to bring before you their earnest re

quest, that that part of Cornhill which is still

paved with granite, and also Birchen Lane, may

now be paved with wood.

“Your petitioners are well aware that many

complaints have been received of the wood pav

ing in the Poultry; but they beg to submit to

you that no reports which have been, or which

may be made, of the accidents which have oc

curred on that small spot, should be considered

as in any way illustrative of the merits of the

general question. From its minuteness, and its

slope at both extremities, it is constantly covered

with slippery mud from the granite at each end;

and that, together with the sudden transition

from one sort of paving to another, causes the

horses continually to stumble on that spot.

Your petitioners therefore submit that no place

could have been selected for experiment so ill

adapted to show a fair result. Since your peti

tioners laid their former petition before you, they

have ascertained, by careful examination and

inquiry, that in places where wood paving has

been laid down continuously to a moderate ex

tent—viz. in Regent Street, Jermyn Street,

Holborn, Oxford Street, the Strand, Coventry

Street, and Lombard Street—it has fully effect

ed all that was expected from it; it has freed

the streets from the distracting nuisance of in

cessant noise, has diminished mud, increased the

value of property, and given full satisfaction to

the inhabitants. Your petitioners, therefore,

beg to urge upon you most strongly a compli

ance with their request, which they feel assured

would be a further extension of a great public

good.” -

In addition to the petition, Mr. Fernie,

who presented it, stated “that the inhabi

tants (whom he represented) had satisfied

themselves of the advantages of wood pa.

ving before they wished its adoption at

their own doors. That inquiries had been

made of the inhabitants of streets in the

enjoyment of wood paving, and they all

approved of it; and said, that nothing

would induce them to return to the old

system of stone; that they were satisfied

the number of accidents had not been

greater on the wood than they had been on

the granite; and that they were of a much

less serious characterj.

Sir Peter on this applied a red silk hand

kerchief to his nose; wound three blasts

on that wild horn, as if to inspire him for

the charge ; and rushed forth into the mid

dle of the fight. His first blow was aimed

at Mr. Prosser, the secretary of the Me

tropolitan Company, who had stated that

in Russia, where wooden pavements were

common, a sprinkling of pitch and strong

sand had prevented the possibility of slip

ping. Orlando Furioso was a peaceful

Quaker compared to the infuriate Laurie.

“The admission of Mr. Prosser,” he said,

“proves that, without pitch and sand, wood

pavements are impassable ;” and fearful

was it to see the prodigious vigor with

which the Prosser with two s's, was press

ed and assaulted by the Proser with only

one. Wonder took possession of the as

semblage, at the catalogue of woes the im

passioned orator, had collected as the re

sults of this, most dangerous, and murder

ous contrivance. An old woman had been

run over by an omnibus—all: owing to

wood; a boy had been killed by a cab–all

owing to wood ; and it seemed never to .

have occurred to the speaker, in his anti

silvan fury, that boys' legs are occasionally

broken by unruly cabs, and poles of omni

buses run into the backs of unsuspecting

elderly gentlemen on the roads which con

tinue under the protecting influence of
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granite or Macadam. He had seen horses

fall on the wooden pavements in all direc

tions; he had seen a troop of dragoons, in

the midst of the frost, dismount and lead

their un-roughed horses across Regent

Street; the Recorder had gone round by

the squares to avoid the wooden districts;

one lady had ordered her coachman to

stick constantly to stone; and another, when

she required to) go to Regent Street, dis

missed her carriage and walked. The thanks

he had received for his defence of gran

ite were innumerable ; an omnibus would

not hold the compliments that had been

paid him for his efforts against wood; and,

as Lord Shaftsbury had expressed his obli

gations to him on the subject, he did not

doubt that if the matter came before the

House of Lords, he would bestow the de

gree of attention on it which his lordship

bestowed on all matters of importance.

Working himself up as he drew near his

peroration, he broke out into a blaze of el

oquence which put the Lord Mayor into

some fear on account of the Thames, of

which he is official conservator. “The

thing cannot last !” he exclaimed; “and if

you don't, in less than two years from this

time, say I am a true prophet, put me on

seven years' allowance.” What the mean

ing of this latter expression may be, we

cannot divine. It seems to us no very se

vere punishment to be forced to receive

the allowance of seven years instead of

one ; the only explanation we can think of

is, that it contains some delicate allusion

to the dietary of gentlemen who are sup

osed to be visiting one of the colonies in

R. Holland, but in reality employ them

selves in aquatic amusements in Ports

mouth and Plymouth harbor “for the

space of seven long years”—and are not

supposed to fare in so sumptuous a manner

as the aldermen of the city of London.

“The poor horses,” he proceeded, “that are

continually tumbling down on the wood pave

ment, cannot send their representatives, but I

will represent them here whenever I have the

opportunity”—(a horse laugh, as if from the

orator's constituents, was excited by this sally.)

“But, gentlemen, besides the danger of this

atrocious system, we ought to pay a little atten

tion to the expense. I maintain you have no

right to make the inhabitants of those streets to

which there is no idea of extending the wood

paving, pay for the ease and comfort, as it is

ed, of persons residing in the larger tho

roughfares, such as Newgate Street and Cheap

side. But the promoters say, ‘Oh! but we

will have the whole town paved with it'—(hear,

hear.) What would this cost? A friend of

mine has made some calculations on this point,

and he finds that, to pave the whole town with

wood, an outlay of twenty-four millions of mo

ney must be incurred ''

It was generally supposed in the meeting

that the friend here alluded to was either

Mr. Joseph Hume or the ingenious gentle

man who furnished Lord Stanley with the

statistics of the wheat-growing districts of

Tamboff. It was afterwards discovered to

be a Mr. Cocker Munchausen.

Twenty-four millions of money! and all

to be laid out on wood The thought was

so immense that it nearly choked the wor

thy orator, and he could not proceed for

some time. When at last, by a great effort,

he recovered the thread of his discourse,

he became pathetic about the fate of one of

the penny-post boys, (a relation—“we

guess”—of the deceased H. Walker, Esq.

of the Twopenny Post,)—who had broken

his leg on the wooden pavement. The au;

thorities had ordered the lads to avoid the

wood in future. For all these reasons, Sir

Peter concluded his speech with a motion,

“That the wood pavement in the Poultry

is dangerous and inconvenient to the pub

lic, and ought to be taken up and replaced

with granite pavement.”

“As in a Theatre the eyes of men,

After some well-graced actor leaves the stage,

Are idly bent on him who enters next,

Thinking his prattle to be tedious,

Even so, or with more scorn, men's eyes

Were turned on—Mr. Deputy Godson 1"

The benevolent reader may have observed

that the second fiddle is generally a little

louder and more sharp set than the first.

On this occasion that instrument was play

ed upon by the worthy deputy, to the amaze
ment of. the connoisseurs in that species

of music in which he and his leader are

known to excel. From his speech it was

gathered that he represented a district

which has been immortalized by the genius

of the author of Tom Thumb; and in the

present unfortunate aspect of human affairs,

when a comet is brandishing its tail in the

heavens, and O'Connell seems to have been

deprived of his upon earth—when poverty,

distress, rebellion, and wooden pavements,

are threatening the very existence of Great

Britain, it is consolatory to reflect that un

der the guardianship of Deputy Godson,

Little Britain is safe; for he is resolved to

form a cordon of granite round it, and keep

it free from the contamination of Norway

pines or Scottish fir. “I have been urged

by my constituents,” he says, “to ask for

wood pavement in Little Britain; but I am

adverse to it, as I think wood paving is cal

culated to produce the greatest injury to

the public.
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“I have seen twenty horses down on the

wood pavement together—(laughter.) I

am here to state what I have seen. I have

seen horses down on the wood pavement,

twenty at a time—(renewed laughter.) I

say, and with great, deference, that we are

in the habit of conferring favors when we

ought to withhold them. I think gentlemen

ought to pause before they burden the con

solidated rate with those matters, and make

the poor inhabitants of the City pay for the

fancies of the wealthy members of Corn

hill and the Poultry. We ought to deal

even-handed justice, and not introduce into

the City, and that at a great expense, a

pavement that is dirty, stinking, and every

thing that is ... "...;
In Pope's Homer's Iliad, it is very dis

tressing to the philanthropic mind to reflect

on the feelings that must agitate the bosom

of Mr Deputy Thersites when Ajax pass

es by. In the British Parliament it is a

melancholy sight to see the countenance

of some unfortunate orator when Sir Ro

bert Peel rises to reply, with a smile of aw

ful import on his lips, and a subdued can

nibal expression of satisfaction in his eyes.

Even so must it have been a harrowing

spectacle to observe the effects of the an

swer of Mr. R. L. Jones, who rose for the

urpose of moving the previous question.

}. said, “I thought the worthy alderman

who introduced this question would have

attempted to support himself by ...;
some petitions from citizens against woo

aving—(hear.) He has not done so, and

f may observe, that from not one of the

wards where wood pavement has been laid

down has there been a petition to take any

of the wood pavement up. What the mover

of these resolutions has done, has been to

travel from one end of the town to the

other, to prove to #. that wood paving is

bad in principle. Has that been establish

ed 1–(Cries of ‘no, no.") I venture to say

they have not established any thing of the

kind. All that has been done is this—it

has been shown that wood pavement, which

is comparatively a recent introduction, has

not yet been brought to perfection—(hear,

hear.) Now, every one knows that com

plaints have always been made against

every new principle, till it has been brought

to perfection. Look, for instance, at the

steam-engine. How vastly different it now

is, with the improvements which science

has effected, from what it was when it was

first introduced to the notice of the world !

Wherever wood pavement has been laid

down, it has been approved of. All who

have enjoyed the advantages of its exten

sion, acknowledge the comfort derived

from it. Sir Peter Laurie asserts that he

is continually receiving thanks for his agi

tation about wood paving, and that an om

nibus would not hold the compliments he

receives at the West End. Now, I can

only say, that I find the contrary to be the

case ; and every body who meets me ex

claims, ‘Dear me ! what can Sir Peter

Laurie be thinking about, to try and get the

wood paving taken up, and stone paving

substituted 1' So far from thanking Sir

Peter, every body is astonished at him.

The wood pavement has now been laid

down nearly three years, and I say here, in

the face of the Commission, that there have

not been ten blocks taken up; but had gra

nite been put down, I will venture to say

that it would, during the same period, have

been taken up six or seven times. Your

books will prove it, that the portion of gra

nite pavement in the Poultry was taken up

six or seven times during a period of three

years. When the wood paving becomes a

little slippery, go to your granite heaps

which belong to this commission, or to

your fine sifted cinder heaps, and let that

be strewed over the surface; that contains

no earthy particles, and will, when it be

comes imbedded in the wood, form such a

surface that there cannot by any possibili

ty be any slipperiness—(hear, hear!) Do

we not pursue this course in frosty weather

even with our own stone paving 1 There

used to be, before this plan was adopted,

not a day pass but you would in frosty

weather see two, three, four, and even five

or six horses down together on the stone

paving—(“Oh! oh!’ from Mr. Deputy God

son.) My friend may cry ‘oh ! oh!” but I

mean to say that this assertion is not so in

congruous as the statement of my friend,

that he saw twenty horses down at once on

the wood pavement in Newgate Street,

(laughter.) I may exclaim with my wor

thy friend the deputy on my left, who lives

in Newgate Street, “When the mischief did

it happen? I never heard of it.' I stand for

ward in support of wood paving as a great

public principle, because I believe it to be

most useful and advantageous to the pub

lic ; which is proved by the fact, that the

public at large are in favor of it. If we

had given notice that this court would be

open to hear the opinions of the citizens of

London on the subject of wood paving, I am

convinced that the number of petitions in

its favor would have been so great, that

the doors would not have been sufficiently

wide to have received them.”

Mr. Jones next turned his attention to
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the arithmetical statements of Sir Peter;

and a better specimen of what in the Scotch

language is called a stramash, it has never

been our good fortune to meet with:—

“We have been told by the worthy knight

who introduced this motion, that to pave London

with wood would cost twenty-four millions of

money. Now, it so happens that, some time

since, I directed the city surveyor to obtain for

me a return of the number of square yards of

aving-stone there are throughout all the streets

in this city. I hold that return in my hand; and

I find there are 400,000 yards, which, at fifteen

shillings per yard, would not make the cost of

wood paving come to twenty-ſour millions of

money; no, gentlemen, nor to four millions, nor

to three, nor even to one million—why, the cost,

gentlemen, dwindles down from Sir Peter's

twenty-four millions to £300,000—(hear, hear,

and laughter.)

“If I go into Fore Street I find every body

admiring the wood pavement. If I go on Corn

hill I find the same—and all the great bankers

in Lombard Street say, ‘What a delightful thing

this wood paving is Sir Peter Laurie must be

mad to endeavor to deprive us of it.’ I told them

not to be alarmed, for they might depend on it

the good sense of this court would not allow so

great and useful an improvement in street paving

to retrograde in the manner sought to be effect

ed by this revolution. I shall content myself

witb moving the previous question”—(cheers.)

It is probable that Mr. Jones, in moving

the previous question, contented himself a

mighty deal more than he did Sir Peter;

and the triumph of the woodites was in

creased when Mr. Pewtress seconded the

amendment:

“If there is any time of the year when the

woodº is more dangerous than another,

probably the most dangerous is when the weath

er is of the damp, muggy, and ſoggy character

which has been prevailing; and when all pave

ments are remarkably slippery. The worthy

knight has shown great tact in choosing his

time for bringing this matter before the public.

We have had three or four weeks weather of

the most extraordinary description I ever re

member; not frosty nor wet, but damp and slip

pery; so that the granite has been ſound so in

convenient to horses, that they have not been

driven at the common and usual pace. And I

am free to confess that, under the peculiar state

of the atmosphere to which I have alluded, the

wood pavement is more affected than the gran

ite pavement. But in ordinary weather there is

very little difference. I am satisfied that, iſ the

danger and inconvenience were as great as the

worthy knight has represented, we should have

had applications against the pavement; but all

the applications we have had on the subject

have been in favor of the extension of wood

pavement.”

The speaker then takes up the ground,

that as wood, as a material for paving, is

only recently introduced, it is natural that

vested interests should be alarmed, and that

great misapprehension should exist as to its

nature and merits. On this subject he in

troduces an admirable illustration :-"In

the early part of my life I remember attend

ing a lecture—when gas was first introduced

—by Mr. Winson. The lecture was deliv

ered in Pall-Mall, and the lecturer proposed

to demonstrate that the introduction of gas

would be destructive of life and property.

I attended that lecture, and I never came

away from a public lecture more fully con

vinced of any thing than I’did that he had

proved his position. He produced a quan

tity of gas, and placed a receiver on the ta

ble. He had with him some live birds, as

well as some live mice and rabbits; and, in

troducing some gas into the receiver, he

put one of the animals in it. . In a few

minutes life was extinct, and in this way he

deprived about half a dozen of these animals

of their life. “Now, gentlemen,” said the

lecturer, “I have proved to you that gas is

destructive to life; I will now show you that

it is destructive to property.' He had a little

pasteboard house, and said, ‘I will suppose

that it is lighted up with gas, and from the

carelessness of the servant the stopcock of

the burner has been so turned off as to al

low an escape of gas, and that it has es

caped and filled the house.” Having let the

gas into the card house, he introduced a

light and blew it up. “Now,' said he, ‘I

think I have shown you that it is not only

destructive to life and property; but that,

if it is introduced into the metropolis, it

will be blown up by it.’”

We have now given a short analysis of

the speeches of the proposers and second

ers on each side in this great debate; and

after hearing Mr. Frodsham on the opposi

tion, and the Common Sergeant—whose ob

jection, however, to wood was confined to

its unsuitableness at some seasons for horse

manship—granting that a strong feeling in

its favor existed among the owners and in

habitants of houses where it has been laid

down; and on the other side, Sir Chapman

Marshall—a strenuous woodite—who chal

lenged Sir Peter Laurie to find fault with

the pavement at Whitehall, “which he had

no hesitation in saying was the finest piece

of paving of any description in London ;"

Mr. King, who gave a home thrust to Sir

Peter, which it was impossible to parry—

“We have heard a great deal about human

ity and post-boys; does the worthy gentle

man know, that the Postmaster has only

within the last few weeks sent a petition

here, begging that you would, with all pos

sible speed, put wood paving round the
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Post-office 7" and various other gentlemen

{. and con—a division was taken, when Sir

eter was beaten by an immense majority.

Another meeting, of which no public no

tice was given, was held shortly after to fur

ther Sir Peter's object, by sundry stable

keepers and jobmasters, under the presi

dency of the same Mr. Gray, whose horse

had acquired the malicious habit of breaking

its knees on the poultry. As there was no

opposition, there was no debate; and as no

names of the parties attending were pub

lished, it fell dead-born, although advertised

two or three times in the newspapers.

On Tuesday, the 4th of April, Sir Peter

buckled on his armor once more, and led the

embattled cherubim to war, on the modified

question, “That wood-paving operations be

suspended in the city for a year;” but after

a repetition of the arguments on both sides,

he was again defeated by the same over

whelming majority as before.

Such is the state of wood paving as a

party question among the city authorities

at the present date. The squabbles and

struggles among the various projectors

would form an amusing chapter in the his

tory of street rows—for it is seen that it is

a noble prize to strive for. If the experi

ment succeed, all London will be paved

with wood, and fortunes will be secured by

the successful candidates for employment.

Every day some fresh claimant starts up and

professes to have remedied every defect

hitherto discovered in the systems of his

predecessors. Still confidence seems un

shaken in the system which has hitherto

shown the best results; and since the intro

duction of the very ingenious invention of

Mr. Whitworth of Manchester, of a cart,

which by an adaptation of wheels and pul.

lies, and brooms and buckets, performs the

work of thirty-six street-sweepers, the per

fection of the work in Regent Street has

been seen to such advantage, and the objec

tions of slipperiness so clearly proved to

arise, not from the nature of wood, but from

the want of cleansing, that even the most

timid are beginning to believe that the op

position to the further introduction of it is

injudicious. Among these even Sir Peter

promises to enrol himself, if the public

favor continue as strong towards it for an

other year as he perceives it to be at the

present time.

And now, dismissing these efforts at re

sisting a change which we may safely take

to be at some period or other inevitable, let

us cast a cursory glance at some of the re

sults of the general introduction of wood

pavement.

In the first place, the facility of cleansing

will be greatly increased. A smooth sur

face, between which and the subsoil is inter

posed a thick concrete—which grows as

hard and impermeable as iron—will not gen

erate mud and filth to one-fiftieth of the

extent of either granite roads or Macadam.

It is probable that if there were no impor

tations of dirt from the wheels of carriages

coming off the stone streets, little scaven

gering would be needed. Certainly not

more than could be supplied by one of Whit

worth's machines. And it is equally evident

that if wood were kept unpolluted by the

liquid mud–into which the surface of the

other causeways is converted in the driest

weather by water carts—the slipperiness

would be effectually cured.

In the second place, the saving of expense

in cleansing and repairing would be prodi

gious, Let us take as our text a document

submitted to the Marylebone Westry in 1840,

and acted on by them in the case of Oxford

Street; and remember that the expenses of

cleansing were calculated at the cost of the

manual labor—a cost, we believe, reduced

two thirds by the invention of Mr. Whit

worth. The Report is dated 1837:—

“The cost of the last five

years having been, . £16,881

The present expense for

837, about - - 2,000

The required outlay 4,000

And the cleansing for 1837 900

Gives a total for six years of f23,781

“Or an annual expenditure averaging £3963;

so that the future expenses of Oxford Street,

maintained as a Macadamized carriage-way,

would be about £4000, or 2s. 4d. per yard per
annum.

“In contrast with this extract from the paro

chial documents, the results of which must have

been greatly increased within the last three

years, the Metropolitan Wood-Paving $.".
ny, who have already laid down above 4000

yards in Oxford Street, between Wells Street

and Charles Street, are understood to be willing

to complete the entire street in the best manner

for 12s. per square yard, or about £14,000—for

which they propose to take bonds bearing inte

rest at the rate of four-and-a-halfper cent per an

num, whereby the parish will obtain ample time

for ultimate payment; and further, to keep the

whole in repair, inclusive of the cost of cleansing

and watering, for one year gratuitously, and for

twelve years ſollowing at £1900 per annum,

being less than one-half the present outlay for

these purposes.”

Whether these were the terms finally a

greed on we do not know; but we perceive

by public tenders that the streets can be

paved in the best possible manner for 13s.

or 12s. 6d. a yard; and kept in repair for
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6d. a yard additional. This is certainly

much cheaper than Macadam, and we should

think more economical than causeways.

And, besides, it has the advantage—which

one of the speakers suggested to Sir Peter

Laurie—“that in case of an upset, it is far

more satisfactory to contest the relative

hardness of heads with a block of wood than

a mass of granite.”

We can only add in conclusion, that ad

vertisements are published by the Commis

sioners of Sewers for contracts to pave with

wood Cheapside, and Bishopsgate Street,

and Whitechapel. Oh, Sir Peter —how

are the mighty fallen

MISCELLANY.

FRENch Occupation of Tahiti.-A numerously

attended meeting of the friends of Protestant mis

sions was held on Wednesday at Exeter-hall, for

the purpose of considering what course it would be

most advisable to pursue in consequence of the

recent aggressions of the French at the island of

Tahiti. C. Hindley, Esq., M. P., was in the chair.

The chairman gave a brief history of the progress

of Protestant missionary exertions in Tahiti, from

which it appeared that after laboring for many

years without any apparent good resulting from

their exertions, the missionaries were cheered by

the change which began to manifest itself. The

King (Pomare,) was the first who embraced the

Gospel; from that moment down to the present

time the progress of the truth among the natives

has been of the most gratifying nature—every

vestige of idolatry being swept away, and the

inhabitants, almost universally, exhibiting in their

peaceful and industrious habits the power and pu

rity of the Gospel of Christ. In 1836, two Roman

Catholic priests landed clandestinely on the island.

The proceeding, being contrary to the law, they

were desired to leave, and on their refusing to com

ply, they were put on board the vessel in which

they came, without any injury being inflicted

upon them. For this alleged insult the Queen of

Tahiti was compelled, in 1838, to apologize and

pay a fine of 20,000 dollars, under threat of hostili

ties on the part of France. To save the island

from the horrors of war, some of the foreign resi

dents advanced the sum demanded. In 1839 a

French frigate, having received some damage on a

coral reef, put into the principal harbor of Tahiti

to repair; the natives rendered every assistance in

performing this work, and as an expression of his

gratitude, the French commodore compelled the

authorities to abrogate the law prohibiting the

residence of Roman Catholic priests on the island,

under the threat of landing 500 men, and establish

ing a new government. In consequence of the

olice of the island having put the captain of a

É. whaler into confinement for drunkenness

and rioting, a third visit was paid by the French,

who inflicted another act of humiliation upon the

Queen in compelling her to disband her police

force. The next and last aggression was that to

which the public attention is now so strongly di

rected, and the circumstances connected with

which have been fully detailed in our paper. The

meeting was addressed by several ministers, and

resolutions were passed, containing a solemn pro

test against the acts of injustice above referred to

and expressing a hope that the French govera

ment, when made acquainted with all the circum

stances of the case, would not confirm the acts of

sits admiral in his unwarranted aggression upon

Tahiti. We fear that this hope is ill grounded,

and that, having obtained a footing upon the Ta

hitian group, the French government will turn a

deaf ear to any remonstrance which may be ad

dressed to it.—Bell's Weekly Messenger.

CARDINAL Wolsey's CHAPEL AT WINDsor.—

From the extensive nature of the repairs and im

provements which are to be commenced in the in

terior of St. George's Chapel immediately after

Easter, it will be necessary to close that sacred

edifice for a period, it is expected, of upwards of

three weeks. Her Majesty has just been most

graciously pleased to give permission, upon the

application of the dean and canons of the Royal

Chapel of St. George, for Cardinal Wolsey's Chapel

to be used for the purpose of the performance of

divine worship during the period which will be

occupied by the workmen in the adjoining chapel.

The last time public worship was celebrated in

Wolsey's Chapel was in the reign of James II.,

(now upwards of 150 years ago,) who, upon his

accession to the throne, in 1685, had this magnifi

cent building converted into a chapel, where mass

was performed with unusual pomp and splendor.

Verrio (several of whose paintings still adorn the

ceilings of many of the apartments at Windsor

Castle,) was engaged by that monarch to execute

a richly-emblazoned and ornamented ceiling;

but this, including the superb stained windows

and all the internal decorations, was shortly after

wards wholly destroyed by a mob, during a popu

lar commotion, which was occasioned in conse

quence of the sovereign having given a public en

tertainment at Windsor to the Nuncio of the Pope.

It remained in the state in which it was thus left

until the reign of George III., and that monarch

having determined upon a royal cemetery being

constructed underneath the building, an excava

tion to the depth of 15 feet was made in the chalk

foundation, and of the length and width of the

building. In the mausoleum are deposited the

bodies of the following illustrious members of the

royal family:—The Princess Amelia, the Princess

Charlotte, Queen Charlotte, Duke of Kent, George

III., Duke of York, George IV., and William IV.

ForgERY of Tasso's Works.—A recent trial at

Rome has convicted the Count Mariano Alberti of

wholesale forgery of works which he had professed

to discover and publish as Tasso's. Some small

portion of these works, which is considered to be

genuine, he had interlarded with the rest, to leaven

the mass and give it the greater air of authenticity.

In his lodging were found an immense collection of

writing-tools, inks of different kinds and tints, old

copybooks, blank paper torn out of old books, and

innumerable exercises in imitation of the hand

writing of more than fifty eminent individuals of

Tasso's time. The Count's reply was not known

on the 10th March.-Spectator.

HEAT AND LIGHT.—The Emancipation of Brussels

announces that the directors of the Belgian rail

roads have made a discovery, and proved it by

trial on the southern line, whereby the consump

tion of fuel may be reduced by 50 per cent. It is

said to consist in the improvements of the drawers

of the engine and in the steam-pipe. The Presse

mentions that a trial of a mode of lighting by

means of a new voltaic pile is about to be made,

on the Boulevards. It is said that the light is ten

times more brilliant than that of gas.-Ibid.
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Revolution AT HAYTI.-This noble island, which

has been the scene of so many extraordinary chan

ges of Government, has been lately disturbed by

another political revolution, which, unlike those

that have preceded it, has been accomplished with:

out bloodshed. A letter published in the Times

gives the following narrative of proceedings. It

will be seen that both parties have appealed to the

British force off the island—a testimony of the

respect in which our name is held, and of the con

fidence reposed in our disinterestedness and sense

of justice —

Kingston, Jamaica, March 20.

The revolution which has for some time been

impending in the neighboring island of St. Domin

go has at length come to a crisis, and as yet, I am

happy to say, a bloodless one. The ex-President,

Ican Pierre Boyer, with thirty-two of his adherents,

having sought shelter in one of her Majesty's ships,

arrived here yesterday morning on board the Scyl

la. He had been driven to this step by the resist

ance which was offered to the means he had adopt

ed to get rid of the opposition to the measures of

his government in the national legislature. At the

head of this opposition was the Senator Dumeille,

the representative of the province of Aux Cayes,

who on five different occasions had been forcibly

expelled from the Senate Chamber at the point of

the bayonet, and on each occasion had been tri

umphantly re-elected by his original constituents.

Under the apprehension of proceedings of a still

more despotic and unconstitutional character, it

appears that M, Dumeille had addressed himself

to the regiment of artillery stationed at Aux Cayes,

by the whole of whom he was readily joined ; and

the feelings of the people were so strongly engaged

in his favor by what had previously taken place,

that in the course of a very few days he found

himself at the head of a force of 6,000 men, with

which he was preparing to march on the capital.

In the meantime, with the view of demonstrating

to his fellow-citizens that he was not actuated by

motives of personal ambition, he proposed to M

Beaugillard, the Governor of Aux Cayes, who has

been very generally regarded for the last ten or

twelve years as the probable successor of Boyer in

the Presidency, to declare the office vacant, and

to proclaim M. Beaugillard provisionally President

until an opportunity could be taken to assemble

the Senate and complete his election by the forms

which the Haytian constitution prescribes. It ap

pears that at the period in question, now some three

weeks ago, M. Beaugillard declined to avail him.

self of this offer of M. Dumeille, but I believe it

was perfectly understood that he did not look with

disfavor on the armed resistance which was offered

to the violent proceedings of the President, al

though he did not think that the time was yet

come for his placing himself at the head of this

revolutionary movement. In all probability, how.

ever, the embarkation of Boyer with his leading

adherents will have proved the signal for his defi

mitively declaring himselſ.

At the same time there is some reason to appre

hend, as those portions of the population who

speak the Spanish language have had but little in

tercourse with their fellow-citizens at the other end

of the island, whose manners and habits are framed

on the French model, that some attempt may now

be made to re-establish the political separation

which formerly existed between them. As yet

there is no palpable indication of any such design,

but, from what I know of the country personally,

and of the views of many of its inhabitants, I in

cline to think that the tranquil and permanent es

tablishment of its affairs will be exposed to more

danger from this cause than perhaps from any other.

There is, fortunately, at this moment a respecta

ble British force on this station, and, as both par

ties have appealed to us for protection, first those,

with M. Espinasse at their head, who had been

driven into exile by the arbitrary proceedings of

the president, and now Boyer himself, with his im

mediate adherents, reduced to a similar condition,

it is to be hoped that the peaceful portion of the

community will not be reduced to the necessity of

choosing between anarchy and slavery.—The Bri

tannia.

BRUTE INTELLIGENCE.-A rather remarkable

occurrence transpired a short distance from Dews

bury a few days ago. While two young men were

taking a walk down the side of the river Calder,

their master's warehouse dog, which was accom

panying them, strayed into an adjoining field, and

seeing an ass, suddenly fell upon it, worrying it

in a most ferocious manner. A number of men

being at a short distance, and seeing the dog likely

in a short time to worry the poor ass to death, went

and commenced a fierce attack upon the dog with

hedge stakes, but without succeeding in getting

him off the ass. A horse, belonging to Mr. G. Fell,

of Earlsheaton, witnessed these proceedings, evi

dently under most agitated feelings, and as if con

scious the poor ass must perish unless he inter

fered, made a rush through the hedge, cleared off

the men who were trying to liberate the ass, and

in a most ferocious manner seized the dog with

his teeth and dragged him off, and aimed several

blows with his fore and hind feet, and had not the

dog made off, the horse would have dispatched him

in a few minutes. When the horse had accom

plished this feat, he, with his head and tail erect,

scampered about the ass in a noble and most dig.

nified manner, as if proud of having gained a

mighty conquest, and manifested evident tokens of

pleasure, as if sensibly feeling that he had effected

an act of benevolence. All who beheld this won

derful deed of Mr. Fell's horse were powerfully

struck with his evident intelligence and sympathy

for his fellow brute.—Wakefield Journal.

DoRsaz, THE GUIDE of Bonapaate.—Dorsaz, the

man who acquired considerable celebrity as the

guide who saved the life of Napoleon, on the pas

sage of St. Bernard, died a few days ago in the vil

lage of St. Pierre, in the Wallais, where he had

been residing several years, and was known under

the name of the guide of Bonaparte. Dorsaz, on

the occasion which conferred this name upon him,

was close to the mule on which Napoleon was rid.

ing, when it made a false step, and would have

plunged its rider over a precipice, if the guide had

not, at the hazard of his life, prevented the accident.

In a little time afterwards, Dorsaz, ignorant of the

rank of the person whose life he had saved, and

ſearing that he would be compelled to accompany

the army as a guide farther, than he wished to go,

disappeared suddenly with his mule, which Napo

leon was no longer riding, and it was not until six

months after the battle of Marengo that he could be

heard of. At this time the authorittes were ordered

to seek him out, and to present to him a sufficient

sum of money to build a house for him to reside in,

if he was not already in possession of one; or, in

the latter case, to reſund to him the amount which

it had cost him. As Dorsaz had a house, this latter

course was adopted. The guides of this part of the

country, for many years after the event, raised am

ple contributions from travellers, by pretending to

each that the mule upon which he rode was the

identical mule crossed by Napoleon at the passage

of the St. Bernard. The truth, however, is, that

this mule was purchased by Napoleon, when he

had discovered the residence of his preserver.

-

i

!
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Ascent of the SAP.-Experimental Inquiry into

the cause of the Ascent and Continued Motion of

the Sap ; with a new method of preparing plants

for physiological investigation, by George#.
Esq.-The ascent of the sap in vegetables has been

generally ascribed to a vital contraction either of

the vessels or of the cells of the plant; the circum

stances of that ascent taking place chiefly at cer

tain seasons of the year, and of the quantity of

fluid, and the velocity of its motion being propor

tional to the development of those parts whose

functions are obviously vital, as the leaves and

flowers, have been regarded as conclusive against

the truth of all theories which professed to explain

the phenomenon on purely mechanical principles.

The aim of the author, in the present paper, is to

show that these objections are not valid, and to

prove, by a series of experiments, that the motion

of the sap is totally independent of any vital con

tractions, of the passages which transmit it; that it

is wholly a mechanical process, resulting entirely

from the operation of endosmose ; and that it takes

place even through those parts of a plant which

have been totally deprived of their vitality. The

lower extremity of a branch of Valeriana rubra

was placed, soon after being gathered, in a solu.

tion of bichloride of mercury. In a few hours a

considerable quantity of this solution was absorbed,

and the whole plant, which had previously some

what shrunk from the evaporation of its moisture,

recovered its healthy appearance. On the next

day, although the lower part of the branch had lost

its vitality, the leaves and all the parts of the plant

into which no bichloride had entered, but only the

water of the solution, were perfectly healthy and

filled with sap. On each of the following days

additional portions of the stem became affected in

succession; but the unaffected parts still preserved

their healthy appearance, and the flowers and

leaves developed themselves as if the plant had

vegetated in pure water, and the whole stem had

been in its natural healthy state. On a minute

examination, it was found that calomel, in the

form of a white substance, had been deposited on

the internal surface of the cuticle; but no bich o

ride of mercury could be detected in those parts

which had retained their vitality; thus showing

that the solution of bichloride had been decomposed

into chlorine, calomel, and water, and had destroy

ed the vitality of the parts where this action had

taken place: after which, fresh portions of the so

lution had passed through the substance of the

poisoned parts, as if they had been inorganic ca.

nals. Various experiments of a similar kind were

made on other plants, and the same conclusions

were deduced from them. As the addition of a

solution of iodide of potassium converts the bichlo

ride of mercury into an insoluble biniodide, the

author was enabled by the application of this test

to thin sections of the stems of plants into which

the bichloride had been received by absorption, to

ascertain, with the aid of the microscope, the parti

cular portion of the structure into which the latter

had penetrated. The result of his observation was,

that the biniodide is found only in the intercellular

and intervascular spaces, none appearing to be

contained within the cavities of either cells or ves

sels. As the fluids contained in the vessels and in

the cells hold in solution various vegetable com

pounds, their density is greater than the ascending

sap, which is external to them, and from which

they are separated by an intervening organized

membrane. Such being the conditions requisite

for the operation of the principle of endosmose, the

author inſers that such a principle is constantly in

-

action in living plants; and that it is the cause of

the continual transmission of fluids from the inter

vascular and intercellular spaces into the interior

of the vessels and cells, and also of the ascent of

the sap.--Athenaeum. -

THE NERVEs.—“On the Nerves,” by James

Stark, M. D.—The author gives the results of his

examinations, both microscopical and chemica!,

of the structure and composition of the nerves ;

and concludes that they consist, in their whole

extent, of a congeries of membranous tubes, cy

lindrical in their form, placed parallel to one an

other, and united into fasciculi of various sizes ;

but that neither these fasciculi nor the individual

tubes are enveloped by any filamentous tissue ;

that these tubular membranes are composed of

extremely minute filaments, placed in a strictly

longitudinal direction, in exact parallelism with

each other, and consisting of granules of the same

kind as those which form the basis of all the solid

structures of the body; and that the matter which

fills the tubes is of an oily nature, differing in no

essential respect from butter, or soft fat; and re

maining of a fluid consistence during the life of

the animal, or while it retains its natural tempera

ture, but becoming granular or solid when the ani

mal dies, or its temperature is much reduced. As

oily substances are well known to be non-conduct

ors of electricity, and as the nerves have been

shown by the experiments of Bischoff to be among

the worst possible conductors of this agent, the

author contends that the nervous agency can be

neither electricity nor galvanism, nor any property

related to those powers; and conceives that the

phenomena are best explained on the hypothesis of

undulations or vibrations propagated along the

course of the tubes which compose the nerves,

by the medium of the oily globules they contain.

He traces the operation of the various causes which

produce sensation, in giving rise to these undula

tions; and extends the same explanation to the

phenomena of voluntary motion, as consisting in

nndulations, commencing in the brain, as deter

minded by the will, and propagated to the muscles.

He corroborates his views by ascribing the effects

of cold in diminishing or destroying both sensibility

and the power of voluntary motion, particularly as

exemplified in the hybernation of animals, to its

mechanical operation of diminishing the fluidity,

or producing solidity, in the oily medium by which

these powers are exercised.—Ibid.

LITHotINT.-Mr. Rotch, V. P., delivered a lec

ture on Mr. Hullmandel's Lithotint process, which

was illustrated by a variety of specimens.—The

art of lithography was invented in 1796, by Alois

Senefelder. While one of his dramatic works was

going through the press, he spent much time in the

printing office, and made himself fully acquainted

with the art of printing. Numerous plans occurred

to him for producing a substitute for the ordinary

printing process, in none of which, however, he

succeeded till his attention was accidentally di

rected to a fine piece of Kelheim stone winch he

had purchased for the purpose of grinding his co

lors. It occurred to him, that, by covering the

stone with ink composed of wax, soap, and lamp

black, he might use it for his exercises in writing

backwards. One day, as he had just succeeded in

polishing a stone which he intended to cover with

etching-ground, his mother entered the room, and

asked him to write for her a bill for the washer

woman, who was waiting for the linen. Having

no paper at hand, he wrote the required bill on the

stone with his composition ink, which he intended

to copy at his leisure; suddenly he thought of bit
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ing in the stone with aquafortis, applying printing

ink to it, as to wood engravings, and thus taking

impressions from it. In this he succeeded. From

Senefelder's time up to the present day, the art of

Lithography has gone on gradually improving.

The lithotint process of Mr. Hullmandel may be

thus described :-The druwing having been sketch

ed, tinted, and finished by the artist on the stone

with lithographic ink, mixed with water to produce

the various shades, is covered over with gum

water, and weak nitric acid, to fix it; after wait

ing a sufficient time to dry, a solution of rosin and

spirits of wine is poured over the stone, and as this

ground contracts by drying, it cracks into millions

of reticulations, which can only be discovered by

the use of a microscope; very strong acid is then

poured over the aquatint coating" which, entering

all the fissures, produces the same effect on the

stone as the gra:ulations of the chalk by the ordin

ary process. The rosin protects the drawing

everywhere but in the cracks, and having remain

ed a sufficient time to act on the unprotected parts

of the drawing, the ground is washed off, and all

appearance of the subject on the stone vanishes,

until, ink being applied by a roller in the ordinary

way, it is reproduced, and ready for taking off the

required number of impressions, which in some

cases have extended to the number of 2,000.-

...Athenaeum. -

ANCIENT Coins—From Brittany, we hear of a

discovery which has been made in the fine old Ca

thedral of Saint Pol-de-Léon. The workmen en

gaged in repairing the vault, discovered a vase of

baked clay, which being broken, was found to con

tain some thirty ancient coins, of the fourteenth

century. They are all the coins of contemporary

princes—placed there, no doubt, to indicate the

date of the portion of the building in which they

were discovered—the greater number of them being

of the dukes of Brittany. Amongst these pieces

there are—one of John, Count of Montfort, who

died in 1345, the father of Duke John IV., and

husband of the celebrated Jeanne de Montfort, the

daughter of Louis Count of Flanders and Nevers,

who died at Cressy, in 1346,-one of this latter

rince,—one of Edward III., of England, who was

§. ally in his wars against France, and the

father of his first wife—one of David, King of Scot

land,-one of Phillip of Valois, and several of

Charles W.--Athenaeum.

Chimneys-A plan has been proposed by Mr. J

Moon, architect, for a new construction of chimneys.

It was stated that, as cleansing chimneys by boys

was abolished, there is not the necessity for flues to

be of the present large rectangular form, being ill

adapted for the emission of smoke, and cleansing

underthe recent regulations. The flues areF.
to be circular, and of three sizes; viz. for kitchens,

general rooms, chambers and minor rooms; they

are to be formed of moulded bricks, to work in and

bind with the general brickwork within the thick

ness of the walls; the gatherings at the openings to

be contracted, and the shaft to terminate with a cap

contrived to divert the wind. Every flue is perfect

in itself, composed of few bricks, and so strong, that

a wall is not diminished in strength by a series of

these flues; their adaptation in party-walls was

shown.—Literary Gazette.

Curiosity from China.-The museum of the

United Service Institution, has been enriched by

the addition of the identical cage in which Mrs.

Noble was for six weeks confined. It is roughly

made of thick bars of wood, and is so small that the

unfortunate captive must have remained during the

whole time in a crouching position.

OBITUARY.

S DEATH of His Royal HighNEss THE Duke of

Ussex.-It is our melancholy duty to announce

the death of his Royal Highness the Duke of Sussex,

who expired at Kensington Palace at a quarter-past

twelve yesterday afternoon. The fatal termination

of his illness, though sudden, was not wholly un

expected. For the last few days the most serious

fearswere entertained thathis Royal Highness.could

not survive many hours. The death of a prince of

the blood royal unust always be a painfulevent ina

country so remarkable as England for the loyalty

of its people ; but in the case of the late Duke of

Sussex there were many circum-stances calculate

to cause regret at his departure from amoung us.

Independent altogether of the supposed coinci

dence of his views on general affairs with those of

a particular political party, and the consequent

especial and particular causes of lamentation which

they may conceive themselves to have in the loss

of one who from his station lent a sort of respecta

bility to them, there were many personal qualities

exhibited from time to time by him wheh excited

the regard of a large portion of his countrymen.

Of his position as a politician it is not intended here

to speak, except merely to indicate what it was ;

but it may be well to record a few of those pe.

culiarities which characterized him, and are identi

fied with his name in the memories of the people.

It is true that his claims were rather of a nega

tive than a positive character; but even negative

virtues acquire an additional value when exhibit

ed in the conduct of one occupying so high a place

and exposed to so many temptations of rank and

authority, and of the imagined license which at

tends the royal station.

It has not generally been the custom for princes

of the blood royal of England to take an active

part in political affairs. In some instances—espe

cially in that of the present King of Hanover—they

may have slighty overstepped the tacit rule ; but

their general practice has been to appear as seldom

as possible in their public capacity as peers of Par

liament, and then mainly to confine themselves to

such questions as might be thought immediately

or remotely to affect the stability of the throne, or

the personal respectability of the reigning family.

At the same time, however, either motives of policy,

or those specific opinions on affairs which no na

tive of a free country, however high his station,

can be wholly without, have induced them to

conciliate different classes of the country, by al

lowing themselves to be supposed to coincide with

them in their general principles. Thus the pres

ent King of Hanover was looked on as more fav

orable to the views of one great party, while the

late King, as Duke of Clarence, lent more prepon

derance to the other. The late Duke of Sussex, also,

was generally known to be favorable to what have

usually been designated as Liberal principles ; and

he was for a long period of time regarded by the

Whigs as one of those who supported their general

views. Indeed he did not withold his countenance

to the late earl of Leicester, who, while Mr. Coke,

of Norfolk, so publicly attacked the character of

the royal father of the illustrious duke, his late

Majesty, George III.

Still in general accordance with the practice al

luded to, the late Duke of Sussex did not frequent

ly address the House, scarcely ever except when

he felt that there was some paramount necessity.

Like all his royal brothers, he never spoke at any

length—avoiding argument and betrayals of polit:-

cal feeling more than were actually necessary to

tions of nature, and during the last illness of George

the Fourth a reconcilement took place.
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the simple indication of opinion. His time and

attention were in preference bestowed on more

worthy and unore dignified objects—on the study

and the patronage of the arts and sciences, of

which he was a liberal and ever ready supporter.

His conversaziones while President of the Royal

Society were distinguished for their brilliancy and

the equality that was studiously maintained among

the guests while assembled on the common ground

of learning and science. They were attended

by all the first men of the day; and intellectual

endowments were a more sure passport to admis

sion and to respect than rank or title. A marked

preference of personal over adventitious qualities,

in the choice of his associates, was indeed a strik

ing feature in the character of the late illustrious

duke—one which endeared him to many of those

who disapproved of the tendency of his political

predilections, but who repected in him this truly

English virtue. From the affability and conde

scension of his manners, his general intelligence,

and his disregard of useless ceremony when he de

sired to render himself agreeable, he was always a

favorite as a chairman of public dinners of a chari

table nature, or those bearing more or less on the

welfare of the liberal arts. Many a reader will re

member the admirable manner in which he per

formed the duties of president on these occasions—

always seeming to be warmly and personally in

terested in the objects that had called the assembly

together.

As a speaker in Parliament he was observable

for facility of expression, and a straightforward

simplicity and frankness in the expression of his

opinions. His voice was clear, sonorous, and man

ly, and his delivery unembarrassed.

No one, who once saw him could possibly mis

take him. Very tall, and physically well develop

ed, he maintained in his youth and manhood the

character of his family as one of the finest races of

men in the kingdom. Not so handsome as George

IV., he was, nevertheless, a man of marked and

striking appearance, much resembling the late duke

of York. Towards the close of his life, however,

he grew infirm from the gout and other illnesses, so

much so that it was with difficulty that he was able

to rise and address the House. Sometimes he was

requested to speak from his seat, as Lord Wynford

invariably does. What in youth had been full mus

cular development became, as he grew old, portli

ness, and almost unwieldiness. Still it was not the

bloated looseness which indicates a constitution

over-tasked by excess, but the natural expansion and

fulness in decay of originally fine organization. His

costume was very singular. A blue or black coat

(like a great coat), often with bright buttons, and

with very long and ample skirts reaching almost to

the feet, was buttoned closely over the breast, fit

ting tight to the fulness of the figure. Above this

compact mass rose his large fine head, hoary with

the snows of nearly seventy years—white, rather

than gray, hair falling on either side from

the bald and shining surface—beetling in a thick

brow over the eyes, the very lashes of which were

also white, and covering the cheeks even down to

the chin in whiskers not less snowy. This gave

to his general figure a venerable appearance, like

some aged pastor. But more generally the late

duke wore a close-fitting black velvet skull-cap,

that contrasted in a marked way with the white

hair, and gave to his contour the air one might at

tribute to a cardinal in undress. But although

these attributes of feebleness and age were so

prominent as to make it impossible to forget

the duke's figure when once you saw it, yet

when he claimed the attention of the House there

was no want of intellectual vigor—no faltering of

utterance—no, outward sign of any decay of the

mental powers.

The public life of his late Royal Highness was

not of a character to present much foundation for a

biographical notice. As has been said, he did not

frequently address the House of Lords, and his

opinions and predilections were rather to be in

ferred from his associations than drawn from actu

al declarations. But in his private life there were

some circumstances of a peculiar and even roman

tic nature.

The sixth son of his late Majesty, George III.,

he was born on the 27th of January, 1773. A

great part of his early life was spent on the Conti

ment, principally in Italy. When twenty years of

age—that is to say, in April, 1793—he espoused at

Rome, according to the forms of the Romish Church,

the Lady Augusta Murray, daughter of the Earl of

Dunmore. On their arrival in England, in the fol

lowing December, the marriage was again solem

nized, according to the ritual of the Church of

England, publicly, by banns, at St George's, Han

over square. These proceedings were, of course

directly opposed to the Royal Marriage Act, which

forbids the marriage of princes or princesses of the

blood royal with subjects of the British Crown.

The proceedings of his Royal Highness gave deep

and lasting offence to his father, who would not

hear of any attempts to legalize the union, although

the duke, who preferred domestic happiness with

the woman of his affection to all the splendors of

royalty, offered to resign any claims to the throne

which might accrue to him on condition of the

marriage being allowed to remain in force. But

all these remonstrances were ineffectual, the provi

sions of the statute were held to be not less neces

sary than peremptory, and the result was that

the marriage was in August, 1794, declared

by the Ecclesiastical Court to be null and void.

Two children—the present Sir Augustus D'Este and

Miss D'Este—were the issue of this marriage. On

the decision of Court being made known, Lady

Augusta felt it to be due to herself to separate from

her husband, and she retired into an honorable se

clusion. - -

The position of Sir Augustus D'Este and his sis

ter is a most peculiar one. Recognized in society,

and admitted to the royal circle as the children

of the duke, they are not legitimatizcd. Yet they

are of royal blood by their mother's side as well as

their father's. Lady Augusta's father was the

Earl of Galloway; so that by both parents Sir

Augustus descends from Henry the Seventh, James

the Second of Scotland, and William the First of

Orange. As the son of the Lady Augusta Murray,
he stood towards his father in the relationship of

seventh cousin. Sir Augustus is an officer in the
army, and is deputy ranger of St. James's and

Hyde Parks. He has never married.

In 1801 the prince was created Duke of Sussex

(the dukedom being created for him) and Earl of

Inverness. He was also Baron of Arklow. 612,000

a year was awarded him by Parliament, and sub

sequently an additional sum of £9,000 a year.

lways of Liberal sentiments, the circumstances
attending the dissolution of the marriage made him

still more averse to the Court, and still more dis

posed to adopt the views of the Whigs. On the
death of his father further differences arose from

his wholly disapproving of the conduct of George

the Fourth towards Queen Caroline. He was

therefore absent from Court, and chose his associ

ates elsewhere. The present Lord Dinorben, when

Mr. Hughes, used frequently to be his host, together

with Mr. Coke, of Norfolk, and other gentlemen.

The estrangement between the royal brothers, how

ever, could not hold out against the common affec
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On the accession of her Majesty there was some

public talk of an attempt to legitimatize the son

and daughter of the late duke, but the political ob

stacles were deemed insurmountable. Meanwhile

his Royal Highness had espoused (according to the

form which had already been declared illegal) the

Lady Cecilia Underwood. As some compensation

for the former proceeding, the duke's influence

with his royal niece obtained for the Lady Cecilia

the title of Duchess of Inverness, and in the royal

circle she was recognized as his wife. At the din

ner given to her Majesty at Guildhall, the Duchess

sat at the Queen's table.

Altogether the death of the illustrions duke will

be sincerely lamented ; yet it was in the course of

nature at seventy years of age. There are now

but two survivors of the sons of George the Third.

Of those royal princes none has exhibited in private

life to a greater degree than the Duke of Sussex

qualities that tended to conciliate the personal re

gard even of those who deprecated his political

opinions.—Britannia.

Rev. FRANcis WRANGHAM, M. A.—Dec. 27. At

his residence in Chester, aged 73, the Rev. Francis

Wrangham, M.A., F. S. A., late Archdeacon of the

East Riding of York, Chaplain to the Archbishop

of York, Canon of York and Chester, and Rector of

Hunmanby, Yorkshire, and of Dodleston, Cheshire.

Mr. Wrangham was a member of tha Roxburghe

and Bannatyne clubs; and, as honorary adjunct, of

several philosophical and literary societies. 1.

We now proceed to give a list of his numerous

publications.

He is said to have published anonymously, in

1792, an anti-radical parody on part of a comedy of

Aristophanes, with critical notes, entitled, Reforma farce, 8vo. y 1.

In 1794, he sent to the press, The Restoration of

th; Jews,#. prize poem, 4to.

n 1795, The Destruction of BabylonAnd a volume of Poems, 8vo. ylon, a poem, 4to.

In 1798, Rome is Fallen, a Visitation Sermon

preached at Scarborough, 4to.

In 1800.The Holy Land,a Seaton prize poem,4to.

In 1801, Practical Sermons, founded on Dod.

dridge's Rise and Progress of Religion in the Soul.

Another set, having for their basis, Baxter's Saint',

Everlasting Rest, appeared for the first time in 1816;

when a selection of his various fugitive pieces was

published in three vols. 8vo.

In 1802, Leslie's Short and Easy Method with
the Deists, and the Truth of Christianity demon

strated, with Four additional Marks, 8vo.

In 1803, The Raising of Jairus's Daughter, a

K. 8vo. And The Advantages of Diffused

nowledge, a Charity School Sermon, 4to.

In 1808, A Dissertation on the best means of

Sivilizing, the Subjects of the British Empire in

India, and of diffusing the Light of the Christian

Religion throughout the Eastern World, 4to.

- And in the same year, The Restoration of Learn.

ing in the East, a poem, 4to. This was published

at the express desire of the three judges appointed

by the University of Cambridge to award Mr. Bu.
chanan's prizes.

In 1808, The corrected edition of Langhorne's

Plutarch's Lives, with many additional notes, 6

vols. 8vo. And two Assize Šermons, 4to.

In 1809. A Sermon preached at Scarboro, at the

Primary Visitation of the Archbishop of York, 4to.

In 1811, The Sufferings of the Primitive Martyrs,

a Seaton prize poem, 4to.

In 1812, Joseph made known to his Brethren, a

Seaton prize poem, 4to.

In 1813, The Death of Saul and Jonathan, a

poem, 8vo.

In 1814, Two Assize Sermons, 4to.

In 1816, The British Plutarch, in six vols. 8vo.

In 1817, Forty Sonnets from Petrarch, printed

(with every advantage of typography) by Sir. S.

Egerton Brydges, Bart., at his private press, Lee

Priory, Kent.

In 1820, Dr. Zouch's Works collected, with a

Prefatory Memoir, in two vols. 8vo., and a collec

tion of Archbishop Markham's Carmina Quadrages

imalia, &c., in 4to and 8vo. for private circulation.

In 1821, A Charge delivered to the Clergy of the

Archdeaconry of Cleveland, 8vo.—And the Lyrics

of Horace, being a translation of the first four

Books of his Odes. 8vo. Second edition in 4to. and

8vo. for private distribution only, 1832.

In 1822. A second Charge, delivered to the Clergy

of the Archdeaconry of Cleveland, 8vo.

In 1823, Two Assize Sermons, 8vo.—And a third

Charge delivered to the Clergy of the Archdeaconry

of Cleveland, 8vo.

In 1824, Sertum Cantabrigiense; or the Cam

bridge Garland, 8vo.

In 1828, Bp. Walton's Prolegomena to the Poly

glot Bible, with copious annotations, in 2 vols. 8vo.

under the sanction of the University of Cambridge;

which, with her accustomed munificence, defraye

the expense of the publication.

The Plead, or Evidence of Christianity, forming

the twenty-sixth volume of Constable's Miscellany.

In 1829, a Letter to the clergy of the Archdea

conry of the East Riding of Yorkshire, on the Ro

man Catholic claims; of which Mr. Wrangham

had, for upward of thirty years, been the firm but

temperate advocate.

He occasionally employed his leisure by printing

(for private circulation exclusively) Centuria Mira

bilis, and The Saving Bank, 4to. The Doom of the

Wicked, a Sermon founded upon Baxter, and The

Virtuous Woman, a Funeral Discourse on the

Death of the Rt. Hon. Lady Anne Hudson, 8vo.

and a few copies of a Catalogue of the English por

tion of his voluminous library ; which, with cha

racters of the subjects, authors, or editions, forms

642 pages, 8vo. (See Marton's Catalogue of Pri

vately Printed Books, p. 235.)

Psychae, or Songs of Butterflies, by T. H. Bayly,

Esq., attempted in Latin rhymes to the same

airs, with a few additional trifles, 1828. (Privately

printed.) And several of his elegant poetical trans

lations have from time to time appeared in our

own pages.

In 1842, Mr. Wrangham presented to Trinity

College, Cambridge, his valuable collection of pam

phlets, consisting of between 9 and 10,000 publica

tions, bound in about 1000 volumes. As a literary

man he was in an especial degree the laudatus a

laudatis—as one whose scholarship received the

homage of Parr, and whose poetry the still rarer

eulogy of Byron. As a theological writer, his com

positions were characterized by a sound orthodoxy

and mild benevolence ; while the gentleness and

timidity of his nature in some measure disqualified

him from bringing forward so earnestly and promi

nently, as is now generally done, those particular

truths of the Gospel in which he was a firm believ

er through life, and to which he clung as his only

ground ofconfidence in his later years of calm decay.

Mr. Wrangham was twice married. His first

wife was Agnes, fifth, daughter of Col. Ralph

Creyke, of Marton, in Yorkshire, by whom he had

only one daughter, late the wife of the Rev. Robert

Isaac Wilberforce, Archdeacon of the East Riding

of York, and son of the justly revered senator and

philanthropist of that name.

His second wife, who survives to deplore his loss,

was Dorothea, daughter and co-heiress of the Rev.

Digby Cayley, of Thormanby, in the county of

York.-Gentlemen's Magazine.
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Great 33ritaſm.

Inglis's Solitary Walks through Many Lands.-

hird Edition. London : Whittaker & Co.—

1843.

The late lamented author of “Walks through

Many Lands,” was not one of those who travel from

Dan to Beersheba, proclaiming that all is barren

ness—on the contrary, there is no prospect, however

sterile, but he invests, in some measure, with the

line of his own poetical imagination:—

“Nothing is lost on him who sees,

With an eye that feeling gives,

For him there's a story in every breeze,

And a picture in every wave.

No adventure, however perplexing, that has power

to ruffle his equanimity, or render him unjust or que

rulous in his judgments of his fellow men.

The present edition of his Wanderings, cones to

us with a melancholy interest, since the ear is now

deaf, alike to our praise or our blame. Yet we re

joice to welcome it in its present cheap form, which

must render it accessible to a numerous class of rea

ders, to whom economy is an object.

The period is now past for entering into any length

ened criticism on the devious journeyingsº In

glis; but when the press groans with works of coarse

humor, and some even of questionable morality,

we conceive the public owe a debt of gratitude to

the spirited publishers of the “Popular Library of

Modern Authors,” of which this forms a portion,

and trust they may receive sufficient encouragement

to warrant its continuance. A. C. H.

Westminster Review.

Practical Mercantile Correspondence; a Collectuon

of Modern Letters of Business, with Notes Criti

cal and Erplanatory, an Analytical Inder, and an

..Appendir, containing pro forma . Invoices, Ac

count-Sales, Bills of Lading, and Bulls of Er

change. Also an erplanation of the German

Chain Rule, as applicable to the Calculation of

Ecchanges. Second Edition, revised and en

larged. By William Anderson.

We consider this little work as one of a most

valuable kind, and the most valuable of its kind.

The young noviciate in commerce will find it an

able help, and a powerful auxiliary, smoothing

down his difficulties, and making his way plain ;

whilst the foreigners who enter our merchants'

counting-houses, either as volunteers, giving their

services as a compensation for being placed where

they may gain an insight into our inodes of busi

ness, or the remunerated clerk, a body which col.

lectively amount to many thousands, would find

this volume the most important help in all those

embarrassments which their want of familiarity

with the idioms of our language necessarily occa

sion. The present contains invoices, account

sales, and correspondence with Australia, which

is a new feature. There ought not to be either

clerk or counting-house without this little volume.

Metropolitan.

Floral Fancies and Morals from Flowers. Embel

lished with Seventy Illustrations by the Author.

There is something pleasing to us in the fanci

fulness of these Fables. We like well to trace the

operations of the mind starting from some given

point, and wandering in fresh tracts of imagina

tion, even though it be without chart or compass;

but when these explorations have an end in view,

*...*. receive an added value and

importance. They who can look upon a flower,

and see nothing beyond fair form and sweet colo

ring, possess no mental locomotive power; whilst

they, who gazing on its loveliness, find it impos

sible for thought to rest there, receiving from it but

an impulse which sends them into the wide fields

of rich imagination, there to luxuriate, are alto

gether of another race of beings.

The author of these “Floral Fancies” possesses

this discursiveness of mind. Every flower seems

to have suggested a fable. The world is full of paral

lels, had man but the wit to trace them out. They

are in fact but evidences of similar origin from the

same Almighty mind, and exist as much morally

as physically. The various characters of man may

to a certain degree be traced in the various flowers

which bedeck his path, and surely he need not

disdain to read the lesson written by the Divine

hand. For ourselves, we love the graceſul teach

ing, and see not why these beautiful denizens of

our fields and gardens, so richly robed and garni

tured, may not preach as holy a sermon as any

mitred prelate.

Our author then has drawn a moral from every

flower, inculcating either a lesson against some vice

or folly, or recommending the practice of some

grace or moral good. Pretty fictions are woven

into the matters of fact connected with the nume

rous floral families brought before our notice, all

being made emblematical of some correspondent

vice or virtue: these morals are all apposite and

happy, full of pure precept and honest purpose.

In another light the work may be looked upon as

conveying a good deal of botanical instruction in a

very agreeable manner, displaying to us much of

the economy of the vegetable kingdom. The

notes appended to each ſable supply us with much

useful and pleasing information ; and thus, both

morally and intellectually, may we well be taught

“to look through Nature up to Nature's God.”

We think that this tasteful little volume would

form a very acceptable present to the young, and

we offer the suggestion accordingly.

We must add a few words on the illustrations,

which are numerous and fanciful in the extreme,

and pretty—though it strikes us that the poor

flowers must have suffered some torture to have

been made to assume such strange fantastic

shapes. A grave old rose with a matronly face

nursing a young baby of a rosebud, must needs

make even a critic smile ; but we are not disposed

to consider a little amusing extravagance as a

fault, in a work which on the whole has pleased

us much.-Metropolitan.

Memoirs of the Life of the Rev. John Williams,

Missionary to Polynesia. By Ebenezer Prout,

of Halstead. 8vo. Snow, Paternoster Row.

This Memoir of the celebrated modern mis

sionary is interesting as a mere record of the life of

an energetic man passed in romantic and novel

scenes, independently of any serious religious in

terest attached to it. The peculiar class of reli

gionists to which Mr. Williams belonged are too

apt to endeavor to strain human nature to a higher

itch in religious matters than it can maintain.

ūj a truly pious man makes religion

the moving principle of all his actions; but it is

also undoubtedly the fact, that no man, who has

not become a famatic or ascetic, is entirely free

from that mental impetus that is a part of our

nature, and which, when well regulated, is an in

centive to many noble actions. The tone, there

fore, of the book we cannot approve of, because,

by making a system of religious impulses, it seems

to generate a state that must occasionally be mere

pretence. Leaving this consideration out of the

question, we have been much delighted with the

work.

Mr. Williams was a very excellent man, with a
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reat deal of talent and energy in his composition.

#. understood well the business in which he so

praiseworthily engaged; and the adventures he

encountered in the new nnd untrodden lands he

visited, give almost an air of romance to his biog

raphy. The book needs no recommendation to

ensure it purchasers, appealing as it does to a re

ligious class, and to every one interested in new

discoveries in Geography, or the still higher mat

ter—the development of human character.

Monthly Magazine.

jvance.

De l'Aristocratie Anglaise, de la Democratie Améri

caine et de la libéralité des Instituions Francaise :

par Charles Farey. Second Edition. Paris.

1843,

The author tells us, that this book has been much

eulogized ; that the first edition was soon exhaust

ed; and that a noble British peer wrote a reply,

controverting the author's claims for the superiority

of French institutions over those of Great Britain ;

all which reasons combined, have led to the publi

cation of the present edition. It is not our inten

tion to come to the rescue of the noble lord, who

ever he may be, for indeed we learn for the first

time, and only through M. Farey's book, of the

controversy to which the author alludes. We

have no objection, not the least, that M. Farey

should succeed in persuading his countrymen of

the excellence of their institutions ; nay, we should

heartily lend him our assistance; but it must be on

the condition that he will not misrepresent the state

of English society. M. Farey thinks that the

Feudal system still weighs heavily upon England,

and that the middle classes are without political

influence. His proofs are drawn from certain

ceremonials, such for instance as that attending

the coronation, upon which his reasoning is as

just, as if he drew his notions of British laws from

the judges' horsehair wigs. He denies in fact, the

whole spirit of modern improvement, because a

resemblance still exists to what is past; the boy

has not become a man, because the boy still

speaks with a human tongue, and sees through

human eyes. He, in fact, makes the mistake

which most Frenchmen do, who think that no po

litical good can be effected, except through violent

revolution ; and he expects the coming of the crisis,

which is to put an end to Feudality in England.

Will it be credited in England, that this author,

who vaunts the popularity of his book in France,

advances as a grave proof of the existence of the

Feudal system in England, that the Queen's min

isters, when called upon to attend at Windsor,

feel honor in putting on servants' livery coats,

with livery buttons 4 We translate it literally

from page 35.

“Those who would feel surprised to see free

England in the 19th century thus adhere to feudal

customs, will be still more surprised when they

learn, that the Queen's ministers, called to Wind.

sor at the Queen's accouchment, put on the uniform

(in good French, the livery,) of Windsor palace.

and that gentlemen, possessors of a million of

revenue, felt honored at being allowed to carry

upon their coat-buttons the initial letters of a

prince of the royal blood; as in France, valets

have upon their buttons the first letter of their

master's name.”

And a little further down, page 36, he asks, if

after such instances “England has a right to be

boasting of her habeas corpus.” It may be con

fessed, however, that the habeas corpus is not dear

at a button, n'en déplaise à Monsieur Farey.

SELECT LIST OF RECENT PUBLICATIONS.

GREAT BRITAin.

A System of Logic, Ratiocination and

Induction; being a connected view of the

Principles of Evidence, and the Methods of

Scientific Investigation. ByJohn Stuart Mill.

Moral and Intellectual Education. By

Madame Bureau Riofrey.

Elements of Universal History, on a new

systematic plan, from the earliest times to

the treaty of Vienna; for the use of schools

and private students. By H. White, B.A.,

Trinity College, Cambridge.

Criminal Jurisprudence, considered in re

lation to Cerebral Organization. By M. B.

Sampson.

The Columbiad : A Poem.

Ritchie.

Ward's Library of Standard Divinity:

The Great Propitiation. By Joseph Tru

man, D. D.

By A. T.

GERMANY.

Griechische Heroen Geschichten : von

B. G. Niebuhr an seinen Sohn erzählt.

Hamburg.

Theologischer Commentar zum Alten

Testament: von Dr. M. Baumgarten. Ein

leitung ; Genesis; Exodus. Kiel.

Predigten über Hauptstücke des Christ

lichen Glaubens und Lebens: von Dr. A.

Tholuck. Bnd. III. Hamburg.

Die neutestamentliche Rhetorick, ein Sei

tenstück zur Grammatik des neutestamentl.

Sprachidioms: von C. G. Wilke. Dresden.

Geschichte der Pädagogik vom Wieder

aufblühen klassischerś. auf un

sere Zeit: von Karl von Raumer. Stuttgart.

Wermischte Schriſten von Karl Gutzkow.

Leipzig.

FRANCE.

La Polynésie et les iles Marquises; voy

ages et marine accompagnés d'un Voyage en

Abyssinie et d'un coup d’oeil sur la canali

sation de l’isthmie de Panama; par M. Louis

Rev.baud. Paris.

'Orient ancien et moderne, pour servir

à l’explication des Saintes Ecritures; par

S. Preisswerk, professeur à Bâle, Traduit de

l'Allemand. Tome II. Paris.

Histoire de la Chimie depuis les temps

les plus reculés jusqu' à notre époque;

comprenant un analyse détaillée des manu

scrits alchimiques de la bibliothèque royale

de Paris ; l'histoire de la pharmacologie, de

la metallurgie, et en général des sciences et

des arts qui se rattachent à la chimie, etc.:

par le docteur Ferd. Hoefer. Paris.

Des Pensées de Pascal. Rapport à l'Aca

démie française sur la nécessité d’une nou

velle édition de cet ouvrage : par M. W.

Cousin. Paris.
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FOREIGN LITERATURE, SCIENCE, AND ART.

J U L Y,

LAND DISCOVERED.

Engraved by Mr. Sartain, from a Painting by J. M. W. Turner, R. A.

+ + + + + +

“WEREthere no graves, none in our land?" they cry,

“That thou hast brought us on the deep to die 7"

Silent with sorrow, long within his cloak

His face he muffled—then the hero spoke.

* Generous and bravel when God himself is here,

Why shake at shadows in your mid career?

He can suspend the laws himself designed,

He walks the waters and the winged wind;

Himself your guidel and yours the high behest

To lift your voice, andº world be blest

And can you shrink 1 to you, to you consigned
The glorious privilege to serve mankind

Oh! had I perished, when my failing frame

Clung to the shattered oar mid wrecks of flame !

Was it for this I lingered life away,

The scorn of Folly, and of Fraud the prey !

Bowed down my mind, the gift His bounty gave,

At courts a suitor, and to slaves a slave?

Yet in His name, whom only we should fear,

'Tis all, all I shall ask, or you shall hear.)

rant but three days.”—He spoke not uninspired;

And each in silence to his watch retired.

+ + + * * +

Twice in the zenith blazed the orb of light;

No shade, all sun, insufferably bright!

Then the long line found rest—in coral groves,

Silent and dark, where the sea-lion roves:—

And all on deck, kindling to life again,

Sent forth their anxious spirits o'er the main.

“Oh whence, as wafted from Elysium, whence

These perfumes, strangers to the raptured sense?

These|. of gold, and fruits of heavenly hue,

Tinging with vermil light the billows blue 3

And (thrice, thrice blessed is the eye that spied,

The hand that snatched it sparkling in the tide')

Whose cunning carved this vegetable bowl,

Symbol of social rites, and intercourse of soul ?”
+ * + + * +

The sails were furled: with many a melting close,

Solemn and slow the evening-anthem rose,

Rose to the Virgin. 'Twas the hour of day,

When setting suns o'er summer-seas display

A path of glory, opening in the West,

To golden climes, and islands of the blest;

And human voices on the silent air,

Went o'er the waves in songs of gladness there !

Wol. II. No. III.

1 S 4 3.

Chosen of men 'twas thine at noon of night

First from the prow to hail the glimmering light;

(Emblem of Truth divine, whose secret ray

Enters the soul, and makes the darkness day!)

“Pedro Rodrigo there, methought, it shone :

There—in the west' And now, alas, 'tis gone!—

'Twas all a dream We gaze, and gaze in vain!

—But mark, and speak not. There it comes again!

It moves! What form unseen, what being there

With torch-like lustre fires the murky air

His instincts, passions—say, how like our own?

Oh! when will day reveal a world unknown 3"

Long on the deep the mists of morning lay,

Then rose, revealing, as they rolled away,

Half-circling hills, whose everlasting woods

Sweep with their sable skirts !he shadowy floºds.
+ +

Slowly, bareheaded, through the surf we bore

The sacred Cross, and, kneeling, kissed the shore.

Rogers.

“As the evening darkened, Columbus took his station on the

top of the castle or cabin on the high poop of his vessel. How.

ever he might carry a cheerful and confident countenance during

the day, it was to him a time of the most painful anxiety; and

now, when he was wrapped from observation by the shades of

night, he maintained an intense and unremitting watch, ranging

his eye along the dusky horizon, in search of the most vague in

dications of land. Suddenly, about ten o’clock, he thought he

beheld a light glimmering at a distance. Fearing that his eager

hopes might deceive him, he called to Pedro Gutierrez, gentle.

man of the king’s bed-chamber, and inquired whether he saw a

light in that direction; the latter replied in the affirmative. Co

lumbus, yet doubtful whether it might not be some delusion of

the fancy, called Rodrigo Sanchez, of Segovia, and made the

same inquiry. By the time the latter had ascended the round

house, the int ad disappeared. They saw it once or twice

afterwards in sudden and passing gleams; as if it were a torch

in the bark of a fisherman, rising and sinking with the waves:

or in the hands of some person on shore, borne up and down as

he walked from house to house. So transient and uncertain

were these gleams, that few attached any importance to them;

Columbus, however, considered them as certain signs of land,

and, moreover, that the land was inhabited.

“They continued their course until two in the morning, when

a gun from the Pinta gave the joyful signal of land, now clearly

seen about two leagues distant, whereupon they took in sail, and

laid to, waiting impatiently for the dawn.

“The thoughts and feelings of Columbus in this little space

of time must have been tumultuous and intense. At length, in

spite of every difficulty and danger, he had accomplished his ob.

ject. The great mystery of the ocean was revealed; his theory,

which had been the scoff of sages, was triumphantlyº:
he had secured to himself a glory which must be as durable as

the world itself.” IRv1NG.
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MEMO:RS OF THE COURTS OF ENGLAND.

From the Edinburgh Review.

1. Memoirs of the Court of England during

the Reign of the Stuarts, including the

Protectorate.

4 vols. 8vo. London: 1840.

2. Memoirs of the Court of England, from

the Revolution in 1688 to the Death of

George the Second. By John HENEAGE

JEsse. 3 vols. 8vo. London: 1843.

Seven volumes in toto, in addition to re

cent works of a similar kind, and to fresh

editions of older ones! Truly there is no

end to the pleasure of reading about

Courts. In vain the utilitarian asks the

use of it, and the moralist questions the

good, and the republican sneers at what he

secretly admires. In vain an occasional

Madame d’Arblay escapes from under a

load of duties, to inform the world that it

is possible for Courts to be tiresome and

unhappy; nay, that it may even be difficult

to get a cup of tea there when you want it.

In vain a reader may know the whole real

state of the case, agreeable and otherwise,

or all that ever was written upon the sub

ject from the time of Henry VIII. down to

that of the estimable Court now flourish

ing. Every body waives his particular

knowledge in favor of the general im

pression. It is true, the imaginations of

the youngest modern readers cannot be

quite of the opinion of the little boys in

the country a hundred years ago, that a

King and Queen were a couple of super

human people, sitting all day on thrones,

with crowns on their heads and sceptres in

their hands; eating, at the very least,

(when they did eat,) bread and honey;

and counting out #. as the smallest of

their diversions. But nevertheless, to the

great bulk of readers, there is always

something splendid, and gay, and full-dress

ed and holiday-like, in the idea of a

Court; something processional and gor

geous, graceful and powerful—always in

selectest condition, waited upon by the

noble, and living in an atmosphere of ro

mance. Pains, and tediums, and defects

of whatever sort, appear to be only excep

tions to the general delightful fact. Henry

VIII. himself does not make the peruser

throw away the book in disgust, nor

Charles II. with a sense of degradation, nor

James II. with his very dulness, nor Wil

liam III. with his dryness. He reads, for

the hundredth time, of glorious Queen Bess

with her juvenile airs at sixty, and her

bright eyes and skinny lips, and knows not

By John HENEAGE JEsse.

which to do most—laugh at or respect

her. He is told eternally, and is still wil

lin r to be told, of the ungainliness of

James I., of the gravity of Charles, of the

levities and grim looks of his successor,

and the naughtiness of the “beauties,” and

the squabbles of Anne with the vixen

Marlborough ; nay, of the suit of snuff

color in which George I. was beheld with

awe by the staring inſant eyes of Horace

Walpole. And why How is it that

readers can turn and return to these ever

lasting histories of people generally no

better than themselves, and sometimes

worse 1 It is because a prince is one of

themselves, in a state of splendor and im

portance. It is because, inasmuch as the

readers merge themselves into hisbeing, the

readers are himself; gazed upon by the

same multitudes, glittering and mighty with

the same power and rank. It is because,

though they are not immodest enough to

equal their merits with those of the great

est princes, they feel a superiority to the

worst, and a right of participation with

the most prosperous. Thus the very vices

as well as merits they read of, flatter their

self-love; and this, for example, is one of

the reasons why all of us, more or less,

are so indulgent to the character of

Charles II., positively base as he was in

some respects, and admirable in none.

Gayety on his part, and superiority on

ours, make a combination that is irresisti

ble.

Mr. Jesse, therefore, having industriously

produced seven volumes on these all popu

lar subjects, and being modest enough

withal to claim no higher merit than that

of a compiler, we feel bound to say, upon

the whole, that his industry is creditable to

him and amusing to the reader. He is as

impartial as can well be expected of a gen

tleman with a special liking to such topics;

and his feelings are quick and generous,

and for the most part correct. The weak

est, things are what he says about Crom

well and Charles II, and the “undeviating

rectitude” of Lord Strafford. What we

chiefly miss is novelty of remark; though,

as he professes himself to be only a com

piler, we have no right perhaps to expect

it. He is at all events not a man of “scis

sors and paste.” He has honestly rewrit

ten his work; searched the originals them

selves, without taking the copies for grant

ed; and even added an occasional docu

ment found out by himself, though of little

importance. A great failure of the work is

in arrangement and some determinate plan.

The first volume, we observe, is entitled



1843.] 291MeMOIRS. Of the COURTS OF ENGLAND.

on the fly-leaf, “Reign of the Stuarts.”

The title “Courts” was perhaps an after

thought, in consequence of the biograph

ical or personal nature of the chief part of

the matter, in distinction from public and,

political. And in fact, the compilation,

properly speaking, is neither a history of

Courts, nor of Reigns, nor of any one thing

more than another, except as far as regards

a predominance of the courtly and biograph

ical. Sometimes, for want of a Court,

there is a Reign, as in the instance of Wil.

liam III. ; and sometimes, accounts of peo

ple are given who had little or nothing to

do either with Courts or Reigns—as Beau

Fielding and Beau Wilson. On the other

hand, he has left out the Court Poets in

the time of James and Charles, the mem

bers of the Cabal in those of Charles II.,

Prior and Gay afterwards, Hanbury Wil.

liams, and many others. What Mr. Jesse

ought to have done, in accordance with the

title of his work, and in addition to the

histories of the individuals composing or

connected with the Courts, was to give us,

not merely a heap of materials out of

which to gather the particulars here and

there for ourselves, (and he does not, as

we see, completely do this,) but distinct

and characteristic pictures of each Court

in its aggregate or popular sense, after the

manner of what the painters call a con

versation-piece. We should thus have had

a set of paintings or Tableaur before us,

giving us impressions of the general differ

enices of the Courts one from another ;

and these would have advantageously in

troduced, or concluded, the histories or

enlarged characters of the chief persons

composing them. It will not be expected

of us to supply Mr. Jesse's deficiencies;

and we undertake no such task. It would

be attempting to crowd a picture-gallery

into a closet. Still, we shall make such

remarks as we can, after the fashion we

think best; beginning with the Court of

James, and regretting that Mr. Jesse has

not preceded it with that of Elizabeth.

To commence with James, is like enter

ing London by the lsle of Dogs and Shore

ditch, instead of Windsor and Piccadilly.

If the morning is fine, his Majesty King

James is, to a certainty, going out hunting ;

and a singular spectacle he is. Who would

take him to be the son of the elegant Mary,

Queen of Scots He is a red-faced man,

corpulent, and ill-set on his limbs, with a

thin beard, large wandering eyes, and a

tongue too big for his mouth: and he is

trussed up in a huge bundle of clothes,

the doublet stiletto-proof, and the pockets

as big as Hudibras’s. Round his neck is

a ruff. His hat is stuck on his head, with

a feather in it; and he himself is, in a

manner, stuck into the saddle, upon a

beautiful horse trained not to stumble.

Some lords are about him, chiefly of his

own country; and, among the closest of

his attendants, is a page with a basketful

of wines and liqueurs. He takes a cupful

of one of these, to keep the cold out of his

stomach; the huntsman winds his horn;

the hounds are in full cry; and away goes

King James, to his victory over the stag.

His want of courage being a balk to his

will, he is very fierce when the stag is

taken; and bustles down from his horse,

with a vindictive and hysterical delight, to

cut him up ; though, should a strange face

happen to look on, his Majesty starts, and

sidles back, and does not at all understand

how his attendants could have allowed the

approach of so trying a phenomenon.

On the other hand, if the weather is bad,

King James is as surely in-doors—study

ing, say his friends; drinking and playing

the fool, say his enemies. His Majesty,

doubtless, has his books about him, includ

ing his Basilicon Doron, and his treatise

in proof of Witchcraft ; but he has also his

wines and liqueurs, with plenty of other

good things;–and if he is not reading

some new folio, or disputing with some

Bishop, or hearing some not very delicate

story from Sir Edward Zouch, or writing

some not very delicate letter to a favorite;

or, lastly, if he is not giving Buckingham

some lesson in morals or politics, accom

panied with a new jewel, why then most

probably Sir John Finett, and Sir George

Goring, and the Court-Fool, Archie Arm

strong, are of the party, and all four are play

ing antics and practical jokes to amuse him.

Lady Compton (Buckingham's mother) has

lately been installed as a kind of house

keeper at Whitehall, and is almost the only

female visible in that place ; his Majesty

having long lived apart from the Queen—

not out of ill-will, but from a love of elbow

room, and a wish that each should live at

their ease. All day long therefore his Ma

jesty is either hunting, or reading, or giv

ing lectures, or reading and drinking, and

laughing at some new jest or masquerade,

got up by these facetious gentlemen of his

chamber, generally in ridicule of some

actual occurrence; and the more forbidden

the joke the keener is the royal relish.

But besides feastings and masques of a no

bler sort, which we shall notice presently,

and to which he invites his friends in gen

eral, the King is sometimes entertained in
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like manner by the Queen; and in either

of these cases, but especially the latter, a

full and proper Court is beheld, consisting

of ladies as well as gentlemen, and con

taining the flower of the beauty and genius

of the nation. Thither comes, and there

let us now behold, the beautiful Duchess

as well as good Duke of Richmond; and

Lady Suffolk, (wife to the Lord Treasurer,)

with large emerald bribes in her ears;

and the Countess of Rivers, contemplating

the scene with her arms akimbo; and the

Countess of Dorset, (Anne Clifford), with

her large indignant eyes, bidding Daniel

the poet take notice of her; and Lucy Har

rington by her side, (the Countess of Bed

ford,) darling of all the poets; and Donne

with his profound face, and Drayton smil

ing, and Ben Jonson pledging my Lord

Pembroke in a cup of canary; and old Sir

Fulke Greville, “the friend of Sir Philip

Sidney,” looking older than he is with a

weight of retrospection; and the gallant

Lord Sawley, (Carlisle,) with a flower in

his ear, vying with Buckingham in splen

dor of apparel; and Buckingham himself,

looking like a sort of angel of fashion, all

over jewels; and Buckingham's mother,

the Lady Compton aforesaid, who, being a

Beaumont, is talking with the great Fletcher

about his deceased friend, and, as she

cares for nothing but ambition, is astonish

ed to see the tears in his eyes; and there

also is the chivalrous Lord Herbert of

Cherbury, bowing to the Queen, whom he

fancies in love with him ; and on a dais a

little elevated sits the Queen herself, plump

and jovial, with a good skin and little

beauty besides, proud, however, to see so

glorious an evening at her house, and

pledging the King a little too often in his

beloved sweet wines. , Lastly, the King

himself sits next her, and is getting heartily

tired, and longing to tear off his coat and

shoes, and lie down. He is returning his

wife's compliments, and swearing aside all

the while to Sir John Finett, who will make

him laugh in a minute with catching the

eye of Lord Herbert, and returning him a

burlesque of his pompous bow.

A palace nevertheless may be a painted

sepulchre, thinks Dr. Donne. Underneath

all this splendor there is a grossness of

talk, and, in some respects, of manners.

The hands of Majesty itself are not clean;

and Sir Fulke Greville contrasts the noise

and indecorum with the grace of the Court

of Elizabeth, and doubts whether even the

beauty of the masque has made up for it.

Assuredly the first thing that strikes one

in the Court of James, is its excessive gross

ness. It has been attempted to show that

this was merely the reflection of similar

want of refinement on the part of the Eng

lish gentry; but that such was not the

case, is manifest both from the pictures of

the “fine old Queen Elizabeth's gentle

man,” given by the writers of the day as a

model of grace and sentiment; and from

the contrast undoubtedly furnished by

James's Court to that of his predecessor.

“The tastes and habits,” observes the pre

sent writer, “which were introduced by

James into the English Court, differed

widely from the stately pastimes and chival

rous amusements of the past reign. There

was no want of what may perhaps be called

magnificence; indeed, the expense of sup

porting the royal pleasures occasionally

amounted to extravagance ; but at this

period of his reign there was not only little

elegance, but the taste of the Court, and

especially of the King himself, appears con

stantly tinctured with grossness and vul

garity. * * * The Scotch who accom

panied James to his new dominions, are

said to have brought with them their filth

as well as their poverty. The Countess of

Dorset informs us, that when she paid her

visit of congratulation to the royal family

at Theobald’s, she was surprised at the

great change which had taken place in re

gard to the want of cleanliness since the

preceding reign. Soon after quitting the

palace, she found herself infested with

those insects, the name of which it is

scarcely considered delicate to mention.”

(Vol. I. p. 47.)

It is not to be implied that there was no

thing objectionable to be found in the Court

of Elizabeth. Refinement itself is one of

the sources of temptation; and most places

in which leisure and luxury meet, undergo

the hazard of standing in need of a gene

rous allowance. But Elizabeth was not on

ly a woman of taste, but of a judicious and

masculine understanding. She had been

surrounded by the Burleighs, the Raleighs,

and the Sydneys. Shakspeare's refined

plays had been her pastime; and, if gallan

try gave itself more sentimental airs in her

Court than are supposed to have been war

ranted, Comus and his drunkards never

presided there as they did in that of her

successor. Nor is the charge against the

Scotch an illiberal one. The in-door ha

bits of the English had been equally filthy

in the time of Henry VIII., as is well known

from a celebrated passage in Erasmus; but

commerce, and poetry, and the intercourse

with the countrymen of Raphael and Cas

tiglione, had greatly refined them. Rizzio
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and the good taste of Mary would perhaps

have tended to do something of the same

kind for the Scotch; but a fierce nobility

and fiercer bigots interfered; and the young

king, taught to despise the body for the

good of his soul, and therefore tempted to

degrade it, was but the more driven in se

cret upon the accumulation of those gross

propensities which he afterwards exhibited

in the golden sunshine of the English Court,

to the astonishment of the friends of Eliza

beth. Hence, both as a consequence and a

reaction, a deterioration of the manners of

the gentry, and a corruption of poetry itself

in the hands of Beaumont and Fletcher;

who, noble poets as they were, condescend

ed to be the echoes of the new men of the

day; and whose muse thus became the

monstrous anomaly we see it—a being half

angel, half drab. We really can find no

fitter word to express the lamentable truth.

We shall not extract from Mr. Jesse's

pages the very worst evidences of the de

gradation of the Court under James. They

are bad enough in the context in which they

are bound to appear, and far worse when

dragged out of it. They are also very well

known. The frightful case of Car, Earl of

Somerset, and his wife, may be said to con

tain an epitome of it all. It must be allow

ed at the same time, that the case is unique

as regards murder, and not unaccompanied

with doubts as to the rest; and it is judi

cious, perhaps, in an historian, to avail him

self as much as possible of doubts in all

such cases. James is a very disagreeable

c aracter in his sottishness, and his vulgar

jesting, and his disregard of appearances;

but he was not a hard-hearted man; and

he has a right to have as many of his ac

tions as possible attributed to his love of

peace and quietness. His notions of his

prerogative were not greater than those of

his predecessor; and Granger has well ob

served, that “if all restraints on it had been

taken off, and he could have been in reality

the abstracted king he had formed in his

imagination, he possessed too much good

nature to have been a tyrant.” To sum up

the character of James in the most charita

ble manner, he was really after all, and not

withstanding a good deal of positive acute

ness and scholarship, nothing but a “great

lubberly boy” from first to last ; and it

should be added, that no human being, from

his infancy, appears to have been more the

creature of circumstances. In the murder

of Rizzio before his mother's face, his con

stitution probably received a shock before

he was born ; his mother was of the same

self-indulgent temperament, notwithstand.

ing her attainments; his father, Lord Darn

ley, was a foolish, dissolute lad; and the

very wet-nurse of the future maudlin Solo

mon was a drunkard. Buchanan then took

the child and flogged him into a pedant;

the religious Reformers perplexed him with

alternate homage and insult ; and when

Elizabeth died, this victim of birth, paren

tage, and education, with rickety }.
a sensual temperament, and just talents

enough to make him vain and self-satisfied,

walked out of a poor kingdom into a rich

one, half mad with his joy, and flattered

into the most ridiculous notions on all

points, by some of the greatest wits in Eu

rope. Mr. Jesse considers it very singular

that James should entertain, to the last, the

most extravagant notions of his prerogative,

“since his tutor, the illustrious Buchanan,

endeavored by every means in his power

to instil very different ideas into the mind

of his sovereign pupil.” But that was, per

haps, one of the reasons. The “sovereign

pupil” did not choose to be flogged into a

love for such unkingly notions. The more

he feared and hated his tutor, the more he

would fear and hate his republican doc

trines. He had no such objections to the

learning that enabled him to dogmatize, or

to the more luxurious parts of Buchanan's

poems—the risus, et pocula, et illecebrae—

though he did not retain much love for

Neara. Even points which are difficult to

allude to in the history of this preposter

ous monarch, were not unprepared for

him by perplexities in classical education,

which exist at the present moment, but

which were then far more perilous, owing

to the recent diffusion of a taste for the an

cient writers, and its identification with wis

dom and refinement.

Of Anne of Denmark, the Queen of

James, our opinion has perhaps been suffi

ciently intimated. She was a common

place woman, who began with interference,

and compounded for being let alone with

insignificance. She was as fond of plea

sure as the King, or more so; and led such

a gay life at Somerset house and other

places, as to bring her ladies into disrepute.

Prince Henry, the heir-apparent, who

died at eighteen, is loaded by Mr. Jesse

with the customary panegyrics for his grave

tastes, and his martial aspirations. His

Royal Highness, it seems, could not endure

an oath; and presented in almost every re

spect, (or is said to have done so,) an ex

cesssive contrast to the idleness, levity,

and pacific tendencies of his father. It is

well known that every reigning prince is

the “best of princes;” and that every prince



294, [July,MEMOIRS OF THE COURTS OF ENGLAND.

who is expected to reign, but does not,

would have made a still better. We have

no more faith, for our parts, in the perfec

tions of Prince Henry, than in those of any

other deified youth whose merits have had

the luck to be untried. We grant, willing

ly, that he may have had talents and good

qualities, and that his love of martial exer

cises may not have been entirely owing to

a youth's natural fondness for playing at

soldiers, and an heir-apparent’s propensity

to differ with his father. The best thing

we know of him is the homage which he

rendered to the great capacity and attain

ments of Sir Walter Raleigh, and his won

der at his father's keeping “such a bird in

a cage:” the worst (which Mr. Jesse leaves

to transpire in a subsequent article) is his

taunting his brother Charles with his scholar

ship and his “bad legs.” This was no evi.

dence of a generous nature; and it increases

our suspicion that the country was lucky

in his not reigning.

James's daughter Elizabeth, Queen of

Bohemia, though heaped also with extrava

gant eulogies, we take to have been really

a reasonable and gentle person, endeared

not undeservedly to the nation by her mis

fortunes. The “Queen of Bohemia” is still

the mystical sign of many a country ale

house, people wondering who she was.

The man of the best dispositions after all,

about the Court of James, till injured by

flattery and power, we suspect to have been

Buckingham himself. His virtues were

sincerity and zeal; sincerity in all things,

and zeal to serve his master—a rare mix

ture anywhere—much more in a court.

He openly professed to be a friend or ene

my, as the case might happen; and he made

good what he professed. His decision

saved trouble to the indolence of James,

and to the hesitation of Charles; and ad

dress and superiority of nature, rather than

of talents, (especially in the article of truth,

in which both were deficient,) combined to

give him the mastery over both. We be

lieve that what Charles said of him was

true, with regard to his not being the dic.

tator he was supposed to be ; and that his

greatest merit with them, was his making

their convenience the rule of his actions.

He might also have been in possession of

important secrets, both of State and House

hold; yet nothing, in our opinion, could

have given him the unshaken ascendency

which he obtained over two Kings in suc.

cession, and those father and son, except

some quality of a superior description.

Bassompierre, the French ambassador, was

astonished (and truly he well might have

been) when Buckingham rushed one day

between him and King Charles, crying out,

“I am come to keep the peace between you

two ;” but no man could have dared to com

mit himself in that manner with a Prince

so jealous of his power, had not the habit

of ascendency been kindly attempered.

Ingenuousness was probably the crowning

charm, even of Buckingham's countenance.

Bacon was one of the great glories of the

time of James, but hardly belongs to his

Court, though he flattered him like a cour

tier, and once assisted in getting up a

masque. Mr. Jesse says he was a “poet.”

A poet he may be called, in as far as he was

master of a great style of prose, largely

impregnated with imaginative beauty; but

in the sense in which Mr. Jesse uses the

term, let the reader judge of his laurels by

the following couplet:

With wine, man's spirit for to recreate;

And oil, man's face for to exhilarate.’

The masques of Ben Jonson are the chief

ornaments and recommendations of the

Court of King James, and should have

made a greater figure in the work before

us. Mr. Jesse ought to have gone to them

selves for an account of them, and not been

contented with repeating a few brief and

incidental notices from others. He might

easily have “compiled,” in this instance,

from the best originals. We will give a

specimen or two of the machinery, as well

as other features, of these enchanting enter

tainments, to show in what respecti.

Court may boast of a true refinement. Ini

go Jones was the worker-out of the poet's

ſancies; and the chief nobility of the Court,

male and female, were his performers.

They appeared in the most characteristic

and most beautiful dresses, glittering with

gold and jewels, with feathers and wings,

and cloths of white and crimson. They

paraded and danced to music, were drawn

in chariots, descended and rose in clouds,

and dawned over mountain-tops in like

messes of Phoebus and Aurora. It was an

anticipation of all which machinery has

since done on the stage, but with greater

cost and elegance. What could be more

poetically picturesque than the following

opening scene of the masque called Oberon,

the Fairy Prince 2

“The first face of the scene appeared

(says the poet) all obscure, and nothing but

a dark rock with trees beyond it, and all

wildness that could be presented; till at one

corner of the cliff, above the horizon, the

moon began to show; and, rising, a satyr

was seen by her light to put forth his head,

and call.”
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In the Masque of Hymen, the upper part

of a scene “which was all of clouds, and

made artificially to swell and ride like the

rack, began to open ; and the air clearing,

in the top thereof was discovered Juno sit

ting in a throne, supported by two beautiful

peacocks. Round about her sat the spirits

of the air in several colors, making music.

Above her, the region df fire, with a con

tinual motion, was seen to whirl circularly;

and Jupiter standing in the top, brandishing

his thunder. Beneath her, the rainbow,

Iris; and on the two sides, eight ladies, at

tired richly and alike in the most celestial

colors, who represented her powers.” In

another scene of the same masque, these

eight ladies descend in the clouds to a song,

and then dance forth in pairs, “with a varied

and noble grace, to a rare and full music of

twelve lutes.” In the Vision of Delight,

Fancy, with purple wings, breaks out of a

cloud ; an “Hour” descends “with golden

hair,” and the scene changes to the “bower

of Zephyrus,” a place full of flowers, and

hung with convolvulus, honeysuckle, and

jessamine: the bower then opens, and dis

covers the masquers as the “glories of the

spring,” in a landscape full of fields and

woods, with rivers running, herds and flocks

feeding, and larks singing in the air. When

he published the Masque of Hymen, Ben

Jonson could not conceal his transports at

the recollection of the performance; but

must needs run into a rapturous strain of

prose at the end of it, from which we ex

tract the following passages.

“Hitherto extended,” says he, “the first

might's solemnity, whose grace in the exe

cution left not where to add unto it with

wishing; I mean (nor do I court them) in

those that sustained the nobler parts. Such

was the exquisite performance, as, besides

the pomp, splendor, or what may be called

the apparelling of such presentiments, that

alone, had all else been absent, was of power

to surprise with delight, and to steal the

spectators away from themselves. Nor was

there wanting whatsoever might give to the

furniture its complement, either in richness

or strangeness of the habits, delicacy of

dances, magnificence of the scene, or divine

rapture of music. Only the envy was, that

it lasted not still ; or, now that it is past,

there cannot, by imagination, much less de.

scription, be recovered to us part of that

spirit it had in the gliding by.”

After describing the dresses of the men,

he says, “the ladies' attire was wholly new

for the invention, and full of glory; as hav

ing in it the most true impression of a ce.

lestial figure. The upper part, of white

cloth of silver, wrought with Juno's birds

and fruits: a loose under-garment, full gath

ered, of carnation, striped with silver, and

parted with a golden zone; beneath, another

flowing garment, of watchet (bluish) cloth

of silver, laced with gold; through all which,

though they were round and swelling, there

yet appeared some truth of their delicate

lineaments, preserving the sweetness of

proportion, and expressing itself beyond ex

pression. The attire of their heads did an

swer, if not exceed; their hair being care

lessly (but with more art than if more af.

fected) bound under the circle of a rare and

rich-set coronet, adorned with all variety

and choice of jewels; from the top of which

flowed a transparent veil down to the ground,

whose verge, returning up, was fastened to

either side in most sprightly manner. Their

shoes were azure and gold, set with rubies

and diamonds; so were all their garments;

and every part abounding in ornament.”

“No less to be admired, for the grace and

greatness, was the machine or the spectacle

from whence they came ; the first part of

which was a microcosmos or globe, filled with

countries and then gilded; where the sea was

expressed, heightened with silver waves.

This stood, or rather hung, for no axle was

seen to support it; and turning softly, dis

covered the first masque, which was of the

men, sitting in fair composition within a

mine of several metals; to which the lights

were so placed [we do not exactly under:
stand this] as no one was seen, but seemed

as if only Reason, with the splendor of her

crown, illumined the whole grot. On the

sides of this (which began the other part)

were placed two great statues, feigned of

gold, one of Atlas the other of Hercules, in

varied postures, bearing up the clouds, which

were of relievo, embossed, and translucent

as natural. To these a curtain of painted

clouds joined, which reached to the utmost

roof of the hall, and suddenly opening, re

vealed the three regions of air, in the high

est of which sat Juno in a glorious throne

of gold, circled with comets and fiery me

teors, engendered in that hot and dry re

gion; her feet reaching to the lowest, where

there was a rainbow,” &c. The rest of the

scene has been given already ; but there is

a concluding passage describing the action

of it, which deserves quotation. “The

midst,” says the poet, “was all of dark and

condensed clouds, as being the proper place

where rain, hail, and other watery meteors

are made ; out of which two concave clouds

from the rest thrust forth themselves, in

nature of those nimbi, wherein, by Homer,

Virgil, &c., the gods are feigned to descend;
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and these carried the eight ladies over the

heads of the two terms, (Atlas and Her

cules,) who, as the engine moved, seemed

also to bow themselves, and discharge their

shoulders of their glorious burden; when,

having set them on the earth, both they and

the clouds gathered themselves up again,

with some rapture of the beholders.” He

then described the motion of the sphere of

fire, with Jupiter above it; which, he says,

was the thing that delighted the spectators

most of all.

It need not be added, that the poetry of

these masques was worthy of the machinery

and embellishments. Mr. Jesse should have

given us some specimens of it as a part of

the Court elegance. A scene of a banquet

in Love's Welcome, opens with the following

beautiful mixture of sense and sentiment, in

which the reader will admire the repetition

of the word Love. It was sung by “two

tenors and a bass.”

“Full Chorus. If Love be call'd a lifting of the sense

To knowledge of that pure intelligence

Wherein the soul hath rest and residence—

First Tenor. When were the senses in such order

placed 3

Second Tenor. The Sight, the Hearing, Smelling.

Touching, Taste,

All at one banquet 1

Bass. Would it ever last !

First Tenor. We wish the same. Who set it forth

thus

Bass. Love

Second Tenor. But to what end, or to what object 7
Bass. Love .

First Tenor. Doth Love then feast itself?

Bass. Love will feast Love.

Second Tenor. You make of Love a riddle or a chain,

A circle, a mere knot. Untie’t again.

Bass. Love is a circle ; both the first and last

Of all our actions; and his knot's too fast.

First Tenor. A true-love knot will hardly be untied;

And, if it could, who would this pair divide 1

Bass. God make them such, and Love.”

In the Masque of Queens are the cele

brated songs of the witches; part of which

was afterwards so finely set to music by
Purcell —

“The owl is abroad, the bat, and the toad,

And so is the cat-a-mountain,” &c.

The lovers of vocal music will recognize

another in the masque of the Gipsies Meta

morphosed:—

“To the old, long life and treasure;

To the young, all health and pleasure;

To the fair, their face

With eternal grace;

And the ſoul, to be loved at leisure.

“To the witty, all clear mirrors;

To the foolish, their dark errors;

To the loving sprite

A secure delight ;

To the jealous, their own false terrors.”

There is plenty of flattery to the King ;

and alas! an occasional excess of coarse

ness, astonishing to be met with amidst so

many graces, and not to be conceived by

the delicacy of the present day. The coarse

ness is assuredly to be laid to the account

of the King and his circle; and yet they

could as certainly enjoy the graces too:

such anomalies are there in times and man

ners' The flattery was often made to con

tain some admirable lesson. A vindication,

for instance, of the King's passion for the

chase, ends with a very exalted moral. We

shall repeat the whole chorus for the bene

fit of our modern Nimrods:—

“Hunting it is the noblest exercise,

Makes man laborious, active, wise,

Brings health, and doth the spirits delight;

It helps the hearing, and the sight;

It teacheth arts that never slip

The memory, goodº
Search, sharpness, courage and defence,

And chaseth all ill-habits thence.

“Turn hunters then again,

But not of men.

Follow his ample

And just example,

That hates all chase of malice and of blood,

And studies only ways of good,

To keep soft peace in breath.

Men should not hunt mankind to death,

But strike the enemies of man.

Kill vices if you can ;

They are your wildest beasts,

And, when they thickest fall, you make the gods
true feasts.”

The worst of these splendid entertain

ments was, that they were very expensive.

“By a letter,” says Mr. Jesse, “among the

Talbot Papers, it is proved that one masque

alone cost the Exchequer three thousand

pounds. This taste (he adds) for lavishing

immense sums on magnificent spectacles

and social diversions, was not confined to

the Court. To provide for a masque at

Lord Haddington's marriage, twelve of the

principal courtiers subscribed three thou

sand pounds a-piece. The King, however,

was the principal sufferer; and so reduced

were his finances about the fourth year of

his reign, and so clamorous were the offi

cers of his household for the payments of

their salaries, that they actually stopped

the coach of the Lord Treasurer, and pre

vented his proceeding further till he had

given a solemn promise that their demands

should be satisfied.” It does not follow

that the expenses of the masques then

selves were always paid. In fact, Inigo

Jones at one time performed the duties of

surveyor of the works gratuitously, on pur

pose to clear off the debts of his predeces.

sor; and there are some pleasant verses of

Ben Jonson's, when he was laureate, in

which he raises a

woful cry

To Sir Robert Pye
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for the arrears of his salary—which Sir

Robert Pye, by the way, was ancestor of

one of the poets-laureate of King George

the Third. Nor is the bard of the loves and

graces of the masque, with all his loyalty,

understood to have invariably waived the

rougher part of his character in favor of

the acknowledgments doled out on him.

He is said to have exclaimed on one occa

sion, when the King made him some small

payment or present—“He sends me this,

because I live in an alley. Tell him, his

soul lives in an alley !”

The Court of Charles I was decorum

and virtue itself in comparison with that of

James. Drunkenness disappeared; there

were no scandalous favorites; Buckingham

alone retained his ascendency as the friend

and assistant; and the King manifested his

notions of the royal dignity by a stately re

serve. Little remained externally of the

old Court but its splendor; and to this a

new lustre was given by a taste for paint

ing, and the patronage of Rubens and Wan

dyke. Charles was a great collector of

pictures. He was still fonder of poetry

than his father, retained Ben Jonson as his

Laureate, encouraged Sandys, and May,

and Carew, and was a fond reader of Spen

ser and Shakspeare; the last of whom is

styled by Milton (not in reproach, as War

ton strangely supposed; for how could a

poet reproach a King for loving a poet 1)

the “closet companion” of the royal “soli

tudes.” Walpole, as Mr. Jesse observes,

was of opinion that “the celebrated festi

vals of Louis XIV. were copied from the

shows exhibited at Whitehall, in its time

the most polite court in Europe.” Bassom

pierre, in mentioning his state introduction

to Charles and Henrietta, says—“I found

the King on a stage raised two steps, the

Queen and he on two chairs, who rose on

the first bow I made them on coming in.

The company was magnificent, and the or

der exquisite.” “I never knew a duller

Christmas than we have had this year,”

writes Mr. Gerrard to the Earl of Strafford :

but one play all the time at Whitehall, and

no dancing at all. The Queen had some

little infirmity, the bile or some such thing,

which made her keep in ; only on Twelfth

Night she feasted the King at Somerset

House, and presented him with a play newly

studied, the Faithful Shepherdess, (Fletch

er's,) which the King's players acted in the

robes she and her ladies acted their pasto

ral in last year. I had almost forgot to tell

our lordship, that the dicing night, the

ing carried away in James Palmer's hat

#1850. The Queen was his help, and

brought him that luck; she shared present

ly £900. There are two masques in hand;

first, the Inns of Court, which is to be pre

sented on Candlemas day; the other, the

King presents the Queen with on Shrove

Tuesday, at night: high expenses; they

speak of £20,000 that it will cost the men

of the law.”—(Jesse, Vol. II. p. 91.

“Charles was not only well informed,”

says Mr. Jesse, “in all matters of court eti

quette, and in the particular duties of each

individual of his household, but enjoined

their performance with remarkable strict

ness. Ferdinand Masham, one of the es

quires of his body, has recorded a curious

anecdote relative to the king's nice exaction

of such observances. “I remember,’ he

says, “that coming to the king's bed

chamber door, which was bolted in the in

side, the Earl of Bristol, then being in wait

ing and lying there, he unbolted the door

upon my knocking, and asked me ‘What

news t’—I told him I had a letter for the

king. The earl then demanded the letter of

me, which I told him I could deliver to none

but to the king himself; upon which the

king said, “The esquire is in the right: for

he ought not to deliver any letter or mes

sage to any but myself, he being at this time

the chief officer of my house; and if he had

delivered the letter to any other, I should

not have thought him fit for his place.”

It seems, that after a certain hour, when the

guard was set, and the ‘all right' served

up, the royal household was considered un

der the sole command of the esquire in

waiting. ‘The king,’ says Lord Clarendon,

‘kept state to the full, which made his court

very orderly, no man presuming to be seen

where he had no pretence to be.’”—(Jesse,

II. 94.)

The truth is that both from greater vir

tue and a less jovial temperament, Charles

carried his improvement upon the levity of

his father's Court too far. Public opinion

had long been quitting the old track of an

undiscerning submission ; and, though it

was the King's interest to avoid scandal, it

was not so to provoke dislike. It was on

the side of manner in which he ſailed. His

reformations, the more scandalous ones ex

cepted, appear to have been rather external

than otherwise. Mrs. Hutchison, while she

speaks of them highly, intimates that there

was still a good deal of private license ;

and, though it is asserted that Charles dis

countenanced swearing, perhaps even this

was only by comparison. It is reported of

Charles II., that in answer to a remonstrance

made to him on the oaths in which he in

dulged, he exclaimed in a very irreverent
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and unfilial manner, “Oaths why, your

Martyr was a greater swearer than I am.”

It has been questioned also, whether in other

respects Charles's private conduct was so

“immaculate,” to use Mr. Jesse's phrase,

as the solemnity of his latter years and his

fate has led most people to conclude. In

deed, it is a little surprising how any body,

partisans excepted, could have supposed,

that a prince brought up as he was, and the

friend of Buckingham, should be entirely

free from the license of the time. His man

ners and speeches to women, though not

gross for that age, (to say nothing of the

letter, Vol. II. p. 88,) would be thought

coarse now; and, at all events, were proofs

of a habit of thinking quite in unison with

custom. But the present age has been far

stricter in its judgment on these points than

any which preceded it—at least up to the

time of George III. It was not the ques

tion of his gallantries, or of his freedom

from them, that had any thing to do with

Charles's unpopularity. The people will

pardon a hundred gallantries sooner than

one want of sympathy. Charles I. would

not have been unpopular in the midst of

Court elegancies, if he had not been stiff

and repulsive in his manners. Unfortu.

nately, he wanted address; he had a hesi

tation in his speech; and his consciousness

of a delicate organization and of infirmity

of purpose, with the addition of a good deal

of the will common to most people, and

particularly encouraged in Princes, made

him afraid of being thought weak and easy.

He therefore, in what he thought self.

defence, took to an offensive coldness and

dryness of behavior, and gradually became

not unwilling even to wreak upon other

people the irritability occasioned by it to

himself. He got into unseemly passions

with Ambassadors, and neither knew how

to refuse a petition gracefully, nor to repel

an undue assumption with real superiority.

Even his troubles did not teach him wisdom

in these respects till the very last. He was

riding out one day during the wars, when a

“Dr. Wykes, dean of Burian in Cornwall,”

says Mr. Jesse, “an inveterate punster,

happened to be near him, extremely well

mounted. ‘Doctor,’ said the King, ‘you

have a pretty nag under you ; I pray, how

old is he l’ Wykes unable to repress, even

in the presence of majesty, the indifferent

conceit which presented itself, “If it please

your majesty,’ he said, “he is in the second

year of his reign,' (rein.) Charles dis

covered some displeasure at this unlicensed

ribaldry. “Go,” he replied, “you are a

fool!’” Now that the Dean was a fool there

º

can be no doubt; but that this blunt, offen

sive, and never-to-be-forgotten word was

the only one which a King in a state of war

with his subjects could find, in order to dis

countenance his folly, shows a lamentable

habit of subjecting the greater consideration

to the less.

Unluckily for Charles's dignity in the eyes

of his attendants, and for his ultimate wel

fare with the people, there was a contest of

irritability too often going forward between

him and his consort Henrietta; in which

the latter, by dint perhaps of being really

the weaker of the two, generally contrived

to remain conqueror. Swift has recorded

an extraordinary instance of her violence in

his list of JMean and Great Fortunes. He

says, that one day Charles made a present

to his wife of a handsome brooch, and gal

lantly endeavoring to fix it in her bosom,

happened unfortunately to wound the skin,

upon which her Majesty in a fit of passion,

and in the presence of the whole court, took

the brooch out and dashed and trampled it

on the floor. The trouble that Charles had

to get rid of Henrietta's noisy and meddling

French attendants, not long after his mar

riage, is well known; but not so, that, hav

ing contrived to turn the key upon her in

order that she might not behold their de

parture, “she fell into a rage beyond all

bounds, tore the hair from her head, and cut

her hands severely by dashing them through

the glass windows.”—(Jesse, Vol. II. p. 79.)

When not offended,however, the Queen's

manners were lively and agreeable. We

are to imagine the time of the Court divided

between her Majesty’s coquetries and ac

complishments, and Catholic confessors, and

the King's books and huntings, and politi

cal anxieties; Buckingham, as long as he

lived, being the foremost figure next to

himself; and Laud and Strafford domineer

ing after Buckingham. In the morning the

ladies embroidered and read huge romances,

or practised their music and dancing, (the

latter sometimes with great noise in the

Queen's apartments;) or they went forth to

steal a visit to a fortune-teller, or to see a

picture by Rubens, or to sit for a portrait to

Wandyke, who married one of them. In the

evening there was a masque, or a ball, or a

concert, or gaming ; the Sucklings, the

Wallers, and Carews, repeated their soft

things, or their verses; and “Sacharissa”

(Lady Dorothy Sidney) doubted Mr. Wal

ler's love, and glanced towards sincere

looking Henry Spencer; Lady Carlisle flirt

ed with the Riches and Herberts; Lady

Morton looked grave; the Queen threw

round the circle bright glances and French
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mots ; and the King criticised a picture with

Vandyke or Lord Pembroke, or a poem with

Mr. Sandys, (who, besides being a poet, was

gentleman of his majesty's chamber;) or

perhaps he took Hamilton or Strafford into

a corner, and talked, not so wisely, against

the House of Commons. It was, upon the

whole, a grave and a graceful Court, not

without an under-current of intrigue.

It seems ridiculous to talk of the Court

of Oliver Cromwell, who had so many se

vere matters to attend to in order to keep

himself on his throne; but he had a Court,

nevertheless; and, however jealously it

was watched by the most influential of his

adherents, it grew more courtly as his pro

tectorate advanced ; and must always have

been attended with a respect which Charles

knew not sufficiently how to insure, and

James not at all. Its dinners were not very

luxurious, and the dishes appear to have

been brought in by the heavy gentlemen of

his guard. In April 1654, we read of the

“grey coats” of these gentlemen, with

“black velvet collars, and silver lace and

trimmings;”—a wery sober effort at ele.

gance. Here his daughters would pay him

visits of a morning, fluttering betwixt pride

and anxiety ; and his mother sit with great

er feelings of both, starting whenever she

heard a noise; flocks of officers came to a

daily table, at which he would cheerfully

converse ; and now and then Ambassadors

or the Parliament were feasted ; and in the

evening,P. after a portion of a ser

mon from his Highness, there would be the

consciousness of a princely presence, and

something like a courtly joy. In the cir.

cle Waller himself was to be found, (ma

king good the doubts of “Sacharissa;”) and

Lord Broghill, the friend of Suckling, who

refused to join him; and Lady Carlisle,

growing old, but still setting her beauty

spots at the saints; and Richard Cromwell,

heir-apparent, whom Dick Ingoldsby isforc

ing to die with laughter, though severe

Fleetwood is looking that way; and the

future author of “Paradise Lost" talking

Italian with the envoys from the Apen

nines; and Marvel, his brother secretary,

chuckling to hear from the Swedish Am

bassador the proposal of a visit from Queen

Christiana; and young Dryden, bashfully

venturing in under the wing of his uncle

Sir Gilbert Pickering, the chamberlain.

There was sometimes even a concert ;

Cromwell's love of music prevailing against

the un-angelical denouncements of it from

the pulpit. The Protector would also talk

of his morning's princely diversion of hunt

ing; or converse with his daughters and

the foreign Ambassadors, some of which

latter had that day paid their respects to

the former, as to royal personages, on their

arrival in England; or if the evening were

that of a christening or a marriage, or oth

er festive solemnity, his Highness, not

choosing to forget the rough pleasures of

his youth, and combining, perhaps, with the

recollection something of an hysterical

sense of his present wondrous condition,

would think it not unbecoming his dignity

to recall the days of King James, and be

daub the ladies with sweetmeats, or pelt

the heads of his brother generals with the

chair cushions. Nevertheless, he could re

sume his state with an air that inspired the

pencil of Peter Lely beyond its fopperies;

and Mazarin at Paris trembled in his chair

to think of it.

But how shall we speak of the Court of

Charles II. 1 of that unblushing seminary

for the misdirection of young ladies, which,

occupying the ground now inhabited by

the correctest of men, rendered the mass

of buildings by the water's side from Cha

ring-Cross to the Parliament, one vast—

what are we to call it 1–

“Chi mi darā le voci e le parole

Convenienti a si nobil soggetto ?”

Let Mr. Pepys explain. Let Clarendon ex

plain. Let all the world explain, who

equally reprobate the place and its master,

and yet somehow are so willing to hear it

reprobated, that they read endless accounts

of it, old and new, from the not very bashful

exposé of the Count de Grammont, down to

the blushing deprecations of Mrs. Jamie

son. Mr. Jesse himself begins with em

phatically observing, that “a professed

apology, either for the character or con

duct of Charles II., might almost be con

sidered as an insult to public rectitude and

female virtue;” yet he proceeds to say, that

there is a “charm” nevertheless in “all that

concerns the ‘merry monarch,' which has

served to rescue him from entire reproba

tion;” and accordingly he proceeds to de

vote to him the largest portion given to

any of his princes, not omitting particulars

of all his natural children; and winding

up with separate memoirs of the maids

of honor, the mistresses, and those confi

dential gentlemen—Messrs. Chiffinch, Prod

gers, and Brouncker.

“Now this is worshipſul society.”

Upon the reason of this apparent contra

diction between the morals and toleration

of the reading world, we have touched be:

fore ; and we think it will not be expected

of us to enter further into its metaphysics.
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The Court is before us, and we must paint

it, whatever we may think of the matter.

We shall only observe in the outset, that

the “merry monarch,” besides not being

handsome, had the most serious face, per

haps, of any man in his dominions. It

was as full of hard lines as it was swarthy.

If the assembled world could have called

out to have a specimen of a “man of plea

sure” brought before it, and Charles could

have been presented, we know not which

would have been greater, the laughter

or the groans. . However, “merry mon

arch” he is called; and merry doubtless he

was, as far as his numerous cares and head

aches would let him be. Nor should it be

forgotten, that cares, necessities, and bad

example, conspired, from early youth, to

make him the man he was. We know not

which did him the more harm—the jovial

despair of his fellow exiles, or the sour

and repulsive reputation which morals and

good conduct had acquired from the gloom

iness of the Puritans.

Charles was of good height as well as

figure, and not ungraceful. Andrew Mar

vel has at once painted and intimated an

excuse for him, in an exordium touching

upon the associates of his banishmeut. His

allusion to the filial occupation of Saul is

very witty:-

“Of a tall stature and a sable hue,

Much like the son of Kish, that lofty Jew ;

Ten years of need he suffer'd in exile,

And kept his father's asses all the while.”

He was a rapid and a constant walker, to

settle his nerves; talked affably with his

subjects; had a parcel of little dogs about

him, which did not improve the apartments

at Whitehall; hated business; delighted to

saunter from one person's rooms at Court

to another's, in order to pass the time;

was fond of wit, and not without it him.

self; drank and gamed, and was in constant

want of money for his mistresses, which

ultimately rendered him a scandalous pen.

sioner upon the King of France; in short,

was a selfish man, partly by temperament,

and partly from his early experience of

others; but was not ill-natured ; and like

his grandfather James, would live and let

live, provided his pleasures were untouched.

His swarthiness he got from the Italian

stock of the Medici, and his animal spi

rits from Italy or France, or both : they

were certainly not inherited from his

father.

The man thus constituted was suddenly

transferred from an exile full of straits and

mortifications, into the rich and glorious

throne of England. The people, sick of

gloom and disappointment, were as mad to

receive him as he was to come. It was

May, and all England dressed itself in gar

lands and finery. Crowds shouted at him ;

music floated around his steps; young fe

males strewed flowers at his feet; gold was

poured into his pockets; and clergymen

blessed him. He receives the homage of

Church and State; and goes the same

night to sup with Mrs. Barbara Palmer, at

a house in Lambeth.

Such was the event which, by an epithet

that has since acquired a twofold signifi

cancy, has been called the “blessed Res

toration.” Orthodoxy and loyalty had ob

tained an awkward champion.

Mrs. Palmer soon restored the King to

Whitehall by coming there herself, where

she became in due time Countess of Castle

main, Duchess of Cleveland, and mother

of three Dukes and as many daughters.

This was for the benefit of the Peerage.

But Charles, for the benefit of Royalty,

was unfortunately compelled to have a

wife; though, as an alleviation of the mis

fortune, his wife, he reflected, would have

an establishment, with ladies of the bed

chamber ; nay, with a pleasing addition of

maids of honor. He therefore put what

face he could on the matter, and wedded

Catherine of Braganza: when Lady Castle

main was presented to her as one of the

ladies, the poor Queen burst out a-bleeding

at the nose. It took a good while to re

concile the royal lady to the “other lady,”

(Clarendon's constant term for her;) but it

was done in time, to the astonishment of

most and the disgust of some. Clarendon

was one of the instruments that effected

the good work. From thenceforth the

Queen was contented to get what amuse

ment she could, and was as merry as the

rest. She was not an ill-looking woman;

was as fond of dancing as her husband ;

and he used good naturedly to try to make

her talk improper broken English, and

would not let her be persecuted.

In the course of the arrangement of this

business, Charles wrote a letter to Claren

don, his Chancellor and keeper of his con

science, in which are the following devout

passages; odd, in the conjunction with the

matter in hand;—edifying, as coming from

the head of Church and State : “I think

it very necessary to give you a little good

counsel, lest you may think that by making

a further stir in the business you may drive

me from my resolution, which all the world

shall never do ; and I wish I may be unhap

py in this world, and in the world to come,

if I fail in the least degree of what I resolv
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ed, which is of making my Lady Castle.

main of my wife's bedchamber ; and who

soever 1 find endeavoring to hinder this

resolution of mine, except it be only to my

self, I will be his enemy to the last mo

ment of my life. You know how much a

friend I have been to you ; if you will

oblige me eternally, make this business as

easy to me as you can, of what opinion

you are of; for I am resolved to go

through with this matter, let what will

come of it, which again I solemnly swear

before Almighty God; therefore if you de

sire to have the continuance of my friend

ship, meddle no more with this business,

except it be to beat down all false and

scandalous reports, and to facilitate what

I am sure my honor is so much concerned

in ; and whomsoever I find to be Lady

Castlemain's enemy in this matter, I do

promise upon my word to be his enemy as

long as I live. You may show this letter to

my lord-lieutenant, and if you have both a

mind to oblige me, carry yourselves like

friends to me in this matter.

CHARLEs R.”

In consequence of this royal determination

on the part of Charles, aided by a few tears,

and perhaps oaths, on that of the lady, and by

the more gentle philosophy of the Queen,

Whitehall now adjusted itself to the system

which prevailed through this reign,and which

may be described as follows: We do not

paint it at one point of time only, as in previ

ous instances, but through the whole period.

Charles walked a good deal in the morn

ing, perhaps played at ball or tennis, chat

ted with those he met, fed his dogs and his

ducks, looked in at the cockpit, sometimes

did a little business, then sauntered in doors

about Whitehall; chatted in Miss Wells's

room, in Miss Price's room, in Miss Stuart's

room, or Miss Hamilton's; chatted in Mr.

Chiffinch's room, or with Mr. Prodgers;

then dined, and took enough of wine; had

a ball or a concert, where he devoted him

self to Lady Castlemain, the Duchess of

Portsmouth, or whoever the reigning lady

was, the Queen talking all the while as fast

as she could to some other lady; then, per

haps, played at riddles, or joked with Buck

ingham and Killegrew, or talked of the in

trigues of the Court—the great topic of the

day. Sometimes the ladies rode out with

him in the morning, perhaps in men's hats

and feathers; sometimes they went to the

play, where the favorite was jealous of the

actresses; sometimes an actress is intro

duced at Court and becomes a “madam”

herself—Madam Davis, or Madam Eleanor

Gwyn. Sometimes the Queen treats them

with a cup of the precious and unpurchasa

ble beverage called tea, or even ventures

abroad with them in a frolicsome disguise.

Sometimes the Courtiers are at Hampton,

playing at hide-and-seek in a labyrinth;

sometimes at Windsor, the ladies sitting

half-dressed for Sir Peter Lely's voluptuous

portraits. Lady Castlemain, the Duchess

of Portsmouth, and Nell Gwyn, all have

their respective lodgings in Whitehall,

looking out upon gardens, elegant with bal

conies and trellices. By degrees the little

dukes grow bigger, and there is in particu

lar a great romping boy, very handsome,

called Master Crofts, afterwards Duke of

Monmouth, who is the protegé of Lady Cas

tlemain, though his mother was Mrs. Wal

ters, and who takes the most unimaginable

liberties in all quarters. He annoys ex

ceedingly the solemn Duke of York, the

King's brother, who heavily imitates the

reigning gallantries, stupidly following

some lady about without uttering a word,

and who afterwards cut off the said young

gentleman's head. The concerts are French,

partly got up by St. Evremond and the

Duchess of Mazarin, who come to hear

them ; and there, in addition to the ladies

before mentioned, come also the Duchess

of Buckingham, short and thick, (daughter

of the old Parliamentary General, Fairfax,)

and Lady Ossory, charming and modest,

and the Countess of Shrewsbury, who was

neither, and Lady Falmouth, with eyes at

which Lord Dorset never ceased to look,

and the Duchess of York, (Clarendon's

daughter,) eating something, and divine

old Lady Fanshawe, who crept out of the

cabin in a sea-fight to stand by her hus

band's side. The Queen has brought her

there, grateful for a new set of sarabands,

at which Mr. Waller is expressing his rap

ture—Waller, the visitor of three courts,

and admired and despised in them all. Be

hind him stands Dryden, with a quiet and

somewhat down-looking face, finishing a

couplet of satire. “Handsome Sidney” is

among the ladies; and so is Ralph Mon

tague, who loved ugly dogs because no

body else would ; and Harry Jermyn, who

got before all the gallants, because he was

in earnest. Rochester, thin and flushed, is

laughing in a corner at Charles's grim looks

of fatigue and exhaustion. Clarendon is

vainly flattering himself that he is diverting

the King's ennui with a long story; Gram

mont is shrugging his shoulders at not be

ing able to get in a word; and Buckingham

is making Sedley and Etherege ready to die

of laughter by his mimicry of the poor

Chancellor. The reader will excuse our
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not following up this picture with more de

tails of such personages.

The Court of James II. is hardly worth

mention. It lasted less than four years,

and was as dull as himself. The most re

markable circumstance attending it was the

sight of Friars and Confessors, and the brief

restoration of Popery. Waller, too, was

once seen there ; the fourth court of his vi

siting. There was a poetess also, who ap

pears to have been attached by regard as

well as office to the court of James—Anne

Kingsmill, better known by her subsequent

title of Countess of Winchilsea. The at

tachment was most probably one of feeling

only and good nature; for she had no

bigotry of any sort. Dryden, furthermore,

was laureate to King James; and in a fit of

politic, perhaps real, regret, turned round

upon the late court in his famous compari

son of it with its predecessor:-

* Misses there were, but modestly conceal’d ;

Whitehall the naked Venus first revealed ;

Where, standing as at Cyprus in her shrine,

The strumpet was adored with rights divine.”

The Court of King William III. was duller

even than that of James. Queen Mary had

her ladies with whom she used to read and

work, but we learn nothing more of them.

While she was Princess of Orange, she had

a young lady among her attendants, with

whom the Prince fell in love, and when he

became King he afflicted his wife with his

attentions to her; but Mary did not cease

to love him. Perhaps a little difficulty and

disinclination made her love him the more.

All the house of Stuart had fond attach

ments of some kind or other, in which there

appears to have been a strong zest of the

wilful. As to King William, it was in vain

his new courtiers implored him to try and

make himself popular; habit and reserve

revailed; and he shut himself up with his

}. to alleviate his cares with the

bottle. The two sprightliest anecdotes of

the Court, next to his Majesty's single

amour, are told by the Duchess of Marlbo

rough, whose vindictive recitals, however,

are always to be received with suspicion.

One is, that when Queen Mary took pos

session of her father's palace, she ran about

the house with a face full of glee, turning

over all the bed-clothes and cupboards to

see what she had got. The other informs

us, that when the Princess Anne was sitting

one day at dinner with the King and Queen,

his Majesty took the only plate of peas

wholly to himself, though the Princess was

in a very interesting situation, and could

hardly keep her eyes off the dish. The

Princess had a will of her own, not usually

in accordance with that of his Majesty;

and a dish of new peas became part of his

prerogative. William has been thought an

unfeeling man, but such was not by any

means the case. He lamented his wife with

remorse, because he had not been a fond

and faithful husband. His friendships were

strong and lasting; and, if he was taciturn

and cold in his manner, it was owing to his

want of address and ready flow of ideas.

He was sickly, and was kept in a constant

state of irritation by party feuds. When

he was in his saddle, even in his latter

days, his eye is said to have lighted up as

if with the memory of his campaigns. He

was at that moment on a level with men

who have some imagination. Mr. Jesse re

cords an exclamation of this Prince, which

he seems to admire. He was once in dan

ger off the coast of Holland, and the boat

men showing symptoms of apprehension,

the King... “What! are you afraid

to die in my company 1” This, if true, was

a blundering parody on the speech of Caesar

on a like occasion. But the Casarem vehis

of the great Roman implied that the boat

was safe. What! it said; can you be afraid

when you “carry Caesar” and his prosperi

ty 1 . We must add, that the lady for whose

sake his Majesty followed the royal fashion

of having a mistress, was a Williers of the

old favorite stock, to which belonged also

the Duchess of Cleveland. William made

her Countess of Orkney, with remainder to

her husband's heirs “whatsoever.” She

wanted the beauty which had become an

inheritance in the race of Williers, but

appears to have been sensible and kind.

Swift calls her “the wisest woman he ever

knew.” Having entertained George II.

once at her house at Clifden, and the din

ner not succeeding to her mind, she made

the following rare and honest remark—“I

thought I had turned my mind in a philo

sophical way of having done with the

world; but l find I have deceived myself;

for I am both vexed and pleased with the

honor I have received.”—(Suffolk Corres

pondence, Vol. II. p. 352.)

The history of Anne's Court is that of a

closet containing the Queen and the Duch

ess of Marlborough—the latter being ulti

mately displaced by Lady Masham. At one

time, the great Whig Duke makes a third

in the closet; at another, the Tory Earl of

Oxford; at another, his rival Bolingbroke;

but all, more or less, by the grace of the

reigning favorite. Anne was a quiet, good

sort of woman, with the tendency of her

race to romantic attachments; and the

Duchess of Marlborough, with whom, in
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childlike earnest, she may be said to have

played at friends under the names of “Mrs.

Morley and Mrs. Freeman,” might have

kept her regard for life, had not an impe

rious temper rendered her insupportable.

Masham was humble and more cunning :

and contrived to assist at the squabbles of

Oxford and Bolingbroke, till death relieved

the poor Queen from the troubles of Tory

ism. The Duchess has left an account of

the matter to posterity, which, like all such

effusions of self-love, only defeated its ob

ject. The most painful part of the picture

is the Duke her husband, lamenting his lost

“stick” like a child. It has been made a

question, whether great Captains would be

thought as great as they are, if the sphere

of their operations were not on so grand a

scale. Great abilities of some sort, it is

pretty clear, they must have; but some of

the most renowned have certainly not

shone much out of their profession.

In taking leave of Queen Anne, we may

observe, that in the person of George of

Denmark she possessed a husband duller

than herself; that she was comely, if not

handsome ; and that she was the mother of

nineteen children, not one of whom sur

vived a dozen years, and all the rest died

in their infancy. Of thirteen out of the

nineteen, there is no mention made of the

very names.

The Jameses and Charleses, to use Mr.

Jesse's phrase, have so accustomed us to

the “adventitious excitement” of impropri

eties, that after the good conduct of Mary

and Anne, our eyes, we fear, brighten up at

the prospect of a few more in the succes.

sion of the House of Hanover. We can

really find no such pleasure, however, as

our author does, nor do we think that he

finds it either generously or justly after his

toleration of the conduct of Charles II. ;

when he says that George I. had “the folly

and wickedness to encumber himself with

a seraglio of hideous German prostitutes.”

The Duchess of Kendal, though not well

favored, was not “hideous;” both she and

the King were upwards of fifty; the attach

ment had lasted many years; and was un

derstood to have been sanctioned, after a

fashion not of the worst kind under such

circumstances, by a private marriage. The

Countess of Darlington, the other chief of

this “repulsive seraglio,” though she had

grown large, was a woman of very agreea

ble manners and conversation, and had been

handsome when young. The remaining

“favorite” was Madame Kilmansegg. It is

Walpole, in his wholesale way, who applies

the term to the entire German importation.

George's only other mistress was an Eng

lishwoman, Miss Brett, daughter of the Col

onel Brett “who married Savage's mother,

and bought Cibber's wig.” There was a

vulgar cant in that day against “foreigners.”

Germans were not to be considered ladies

and gentlemen, because they were not Eng

lish. But George's foreign mistresses were

better gentlewomen than those of Charles

and James, and certainly no such “prosti

tutes.” The most vulgar was Miss Brett

herself. And as to the King's own manners,

we take them to have been as decent and

well-bred, after the staider fashion of his

country, as the Frenchified style of the

later Stuarts. Charles I. was a gentleman,

but not a strictly well-bred one ; for he

had not the art of making people easy in

his presence. His father made them easy

by making himself contemptible. The as

pect of George I., as it impressed itself on

the boyish memory of Horace Walpole, was

probably that under which he appeared to

most people; and had a decorous simplicity

about it, which would be favorably regarded

at the present day. “I do remember,” says

Walpole, “something about George I. My

father took me to St. James's while I was

a very little boy; after waiting some time

in an anteroom, a gentleman came in, all

dressed in brown, even his stockings, and

with a riband and a star. He took me up

in his arms, kissed me, and chatted some

time.” And in another place he says, that

the person of the King was that of an el

derly man, “rather pale, and exactly like

his pictures and coins; not tall;” and “ of

an aspect rather good than august.”

George I. did not speak English ; but he

spoke Latin, which was no ungentlemanlike

accomplishment. His minister, Sir Robert

Walpole, could speak no German or French,

so in Latin they conversed; probably not

very like that of Cicero or Erasmus, but good

enough to govern a great nation with ; and

the difficulty on the King's side must have

been the greater, owing to the Latinized

English words and allusions. He was a so

ciable good-humored man, very willing to

be led by his great Minister in the establish

ment of liberal principles of government.

The worst things to be said of him, (and

very painful and perplexing they are,) was

his long imprisonment of his wife, and his

unfatherly dislike of his son. But we have

seen, even in our own time, a wife perse

cuted by a libertine Prince. So hard it is

for the overweening pretensions of the one

sex to learn to do justice to the other—es

pecially when mixed up with pretensions of

state. The dislike of the son was probably
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connected with the prejudice against the

wife. As the King lived in one country and

the Queen in another, there was no Court,

properly so called, in the palace; though of

course there were public days of reception.

It is true the legitimate ladies in waiting

were not all at the Court of the Prince and

Princess; for when the latter went away

from St. James's to live by themselves, the

King retained their three eldest daughters,

who remained with him till his death. But,

for obvious reasons, there was no female

parade; though Miss Brett would fain have

made one. During the King's last visit

abroad, she ordered a door to be broken out

of her apartment into the royal garden.

The eldest of the Princesses ordered it to

be filled up. Miss Brett, says Walpole, “as

imperiously reversed the command.” But

things were for the most part quiet. George,

every evening, was in the apartments of the

Duchess of Kendal, sometimes at cards,

sometimes entertained by visitors; or per

-haps he had a bowl of punch with Sir Robert.

The best account of his Court, “if Court

it could be called,” is given by the interest.

ing descendant of Lady Mary Wortley Mon

tague, who, still living at an advanced age,

wrote the “Introductory Anecdotes” to

Lord Wharncliffe's late edition of the “Let

ters,” with much of the grace and spirit of

her ancestor; and, it hardly need be added,

with none of her license. We repeat the

well-told anecdote it contains, at the hazard

of its not being new to the reader, in order

that our pictures of the spirit of the several

Courts may be as complete as we can, within

our narrow limits, render them. “In one

respect,” says this lady, “the Court, if

Court it could be called, bore some resem

blance to the old establishment of Wer

sailles. There was a Madame de Maintenon.

Of the three favorite ladies that accompa

nied him from Hanover, viz., Mademoiselle

de Schulenberg, the Countess Platen, and

Madame Kilmansegg, the first alone, whom

he created Duchess of Kendal, was lodged

in St. James's Palace, and had such respect

paid her as very much confirmed the rumor

of a left-hand marriage. She presided at

the King's evening parties, consisting of the

Germans who formed his familiar society,

a few English ladies, and fewer English

men; among them Mr. Craggs, the secre

tary of state, who had been in Hanover in

the Queen's time, and by thus having the

entrée in private, passed for a sort of favor

ite. Lady Mary's Journal related a ridicu

lous adventure of her own at one of these

royal parties; which, by the by, stood in

great need of some laughing matter to en

liven them, for they seem to have been even

more dull than it was reasonable to expect

they should be. She had on one evening a

particular engagement that made her wish

to be dismissed unusually early ; she ex

plained her reasons to the Duchess of Ken

dal, and the Duchess informed the King,

who, after a few complimentary remon

strances, appeared to acquiesce. But, when

he saw her about to take leave, he began

battling the point afresh, declaring it was

unfair and perfidious to cheat him in such a

manner, and saying many other fine things,

in spite of which she at last contrived to

escape. At the foot of the stairs she ran

against Mr. Secretary Craggs just coming

in, who stopped her to inquire what was the

matter 1 Were the company put off? She

told him why she went away, and how ur

gently the King had pressed her to stay

longer; possibly dwelling on that head with

some small complacency. Mr. Craggs made

no remark; but when he had heard all,

snatching her up in his arms, as a nurse

carries a child, he ran full speed with her

up stairs, deposited her within the ante

chamber, kissed both herhands respectfully,

(still not saying a word,) and vanished. The

pages seeing her returned, they knew not

how, hastily threw open the inner doors,

and before she had recovered her breath,

she found herself again in the King's pres

ence. “.1h, la revoilà l’’ cried he and the

Duchess, extremely pleased, and began

thanking her for her obliging change of

mind. The motto on all palace gates is

‘Hush,” as Lady Mary very well knew. She

had not to learn, that mystery and caution

ever spread their awful wings over the pre

cincts of a court; where nobody knows

what dire mischief may ensue from one un

lucky syllable about any thing, or about

nothing, at a wrong time. But she was be

wildered, fluttered, and entirely thrown off

her guard; so, beginning giddily with ‘Oh

Lord, sir! I have been so frightened l’ she

told his Majesty the whole story exactly as

she would have done it to any one else.

He had not done exclaiming, nor his Ger

mans wondering, when again the door flew

open, and the attendants announced Mr.

Secretary Craggs, who, but that moment

arrived, it should seem, entered with the

usual obeisance, as if nothing had happen

ed. ‘..Mais comment donc, Monsieur Craggs,”

said the King going up to him, ‘est-ce que

c'est l'usage de ce pays de porter des belles

dames comme un sac de froment f’ ‘Is it the

custom of this country to carry about fair

ladies like a sack of wheat ' The Minister,

struck dumb by this unexpected attack,
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stood a minute or two not knowing which

way to look ; then, recovering his self

possession, answered, with a low bow.

‘There is nothing I would not do for your

Majesty's satisfaction.” This was coming

off tolerably well; but he did not forgive

the telltale culprit, in whose ear, watching

his opportunity when the King turned round

from them, he muttered a bitter reproach,

with a round oath to enforce it; ‘which I

durst not resent,’ continued she, for I had

drawn it upon myself; and indeed I was

heartily vexed at my own imprudence”—

(Letters of Lady M. W. Montague, Vol. I.

p. 37.)

George I. was a man of a middle height,

features somewhat round, and quiet, though

pleasant manners; George II. was a little

brisk man, with an aquiline nose, prominent

eyes, and was restless, though precise. He

was so regular in his habits, that Lord Her

vey said he seemed to think “his having

done a thing to-day an unanswerable reason

for doing it to-morrow.” He had no taste;

was parsimonious, yet could be generous;

was a truth-teller, yet destroyed his father's

will; loved a joke, especially a practical

one—om others; did not love his children

till they were dead, (he hated, he said, to

have them running into his room;) had

mistresses, yet was fond of his wife; was

a kind of Sir Anthony Absolute in all things;

is supposed to have been the original of

Fielding's King in “Tom Thumb;” and

Lady Mary says, “looked upon all the men

and women he saw, as creatures whom he

might kick or kiss for his diversion.”

This overpowering little gentleman had,

however, a wife, taller and gentler, who

ruled him by her very indulgence, and to

whom he had heart enough to be grateful.

His mistresses had so little influence, com

pared with hers, as to put the courtiers on

a wrong scent; and many an astonishment

and reproach were vented against them,

which they were powerless either to pre

vent or explain. Sir Robert Walpole's own

good nature helped him to discover this se

cret; for a less indulgent man than himself

would hardly have been able to conceive

it. It has been well said, that “every man's

genius pays a tax to his vices.” It may be

added, that every man's virtues hold a light

to his genius. Be this as it may, Sir Ro

bert made the discovery; and in paying his

court in the right place, governed King,

mistresses, and all, to the astonishment of

the nation. , Queen Caroline was a comely,

intelligent, liberal German woman, of the

quiet order; such as Goethe, or Schiller,

or Augustus la Fontaine would have liked.

Wol. II. No. II. 20

She would have made an admirable mother

for the heroines of Augustus's novels. She

carried herself to the King's mistresses as

if they had no existence in that character,

but were only well-behaved, prudent wo

men ; and it was lucky for all parties that

such they really were. The amiableness

of Mrs. Howard (Lady Suffolk) is well

known; and Madame de Walmoden (Lady

Yarmouth) is seldom mentioned by her con

temporaries, says Mr. Jesse, “without some

tribute to her good-nature and obliging dis

position.” The Queen, therefore, ruled

willing subjects on all sides; and her levee

presented a curious miscellaneous specta

cle. Caroline was a great lover of books;

and though the reverse of ascetic or bigot,

she did not omit in her studies either phi

losophy or controversial theology. She

received company at her toilet, and among

the courtiers and ladies were to be found

metaphysicians and clergymen. Mrs. How

ard dressed her hair; Dr. Clarke mooted a

point about Spinoza; and Lord Hervey en

livened the discussion with a pleasantry:

Sir Robert comes, on his way from the

King, to bow and say a word, and catch

some intimation from a glance;—all make

way for him as he enters, and close in again

when he goes;–and in the antechamber is

heard some small talk with the lady in wait

ing, or a scornful laugh from Mrs. Camp

bell (Miss Bellenden.) -

Mr. Jesse says, that “the Court of George

II. was neither more brilliant nor more

lively than that of his predecessors.” . This

can hardly be possible, considering that it

had more women, and that there was still

a remnant of the maids of honor that flou

rished in his Court when he was Prince of

Wales. And who has not read of the Bel

lendens and Lapells, of the Meadowses and

the Diveses, the witty Miss Pitt, and Sophy

Howe, who thought she could not be too

giddy and too kind till a broken heart un

deceived her 1 Do they not flourish for

ever in the verses of Pope and Gay, and the

witty recitals of Horace Walpole Now

Mary Bellenden still visited the Court as

Mrs. Campbell; Mary Lepell was surely

there, too, as Lady Hervey; Mrs. Howard

remained there till she was a widow;

and thither came the Chesterfields, and

Schultzes, and Earles; and Young, (to look

after a mitre, the want of which gives him

terrible “Night Thoughts.”) It must be

owned, however, that there is a falling off.

The sprightliest thing we hear of is a frolic

of the maids of honor at night-time, in Ken

sington Gardens, rattling people's windows

and catching colds. The King hunts as
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ardently as he used to do when he was

Prince, taking his whole household with

him, maids and all, and frightening Lady

Hervey for the bones of her friend Howard.

She had known what it was. Here is a

picture of those days from Pope, answering

to both periods:–" I met the Prince with

all his ladies on horseback, coming from

hunting. Miss Bellenden and Miss Lepell

took me into their protection, contrary to

the laws against harboring Papists, and

gave me a dinner, with something I liked

better, an opportunity of conversation with

Mrs. Howard. We all agreed that the life

of a maid of honor was of all things the

most miserable; and wished that every

woman who envied it had a specimen of it.

To eat Westphalia ham in a morning; ride

over hedges and ditches on borrowed hacks;

come home in the heat of the day with a

fever, and (what is worse a hundred times)

with a red mark on the forehead from an un

easy hat; all this may qualify them to make

excellent wives for fox-hunters, and bear

abundance of ruddy-complexioned children.

As soon as they can wipe off the sweat of

the day, they must simper an hour and

catch cold in the Princess's apartment;

from thence (as Shakspeare has it) to din

mer, with what appetite they may ; and af.

ter that, till midnight, work, walk, or think,

which they please. I can easily believe no.

lone house in Wales, with a mountain and

rookery, is more contemplative than this

court; and as a proof of it, I need only tell

you, Miss Lepell walked with me three or

four hours by moon-light, and we met no

creature of any quality but the King, who

gave audience to the vice-chamberlain, all

alone, under the garden-wall.”

Afterwards, when the Prince was King,

we read, in the notes to the “Suffolk Cor

respondence,” of pages and princesses being

thrown during these “immoderate hunt

ings;” and lords and ladies being over

turned in their chaises. To hunt in a

chaise was an old custom. Swift describes

his meeting, Queen Anne hunting in a

chaise, which, he says, she drove herself,

and drove “furiously, like Jehu ; and is a

mighty hunter, like Nimrod.”

The King never lost his passion for mak

ing a noise with his horses, neither did his

punctuality forsake him. His last years,

Walpole tells us, “passed as regularly as

clockwork. At nine at night he had cards

in the apartments of his daughters, the Prin

cesses Amelia and Caroline, with Lady Yar

mouth, two or three of the late Queen's la

dies, and as many of the most favored offi

cers of his own household. Every Satur.

day in summer he carried that uniform par

ty, but without his daughters, to dine at

Richmond; they went in coaches and six in

the middle of the day, with the heavy

horse-guards kicking up the dust before

them—dined, walked an hour in the garden,

returned in the same dusty parade; and his

Majesty fancied himself the most gallant

and lively prince in Europe.”

George II. died at Kensington, aged se

venty-eight, after having risen at his usual

hour, taken his usual cup of chocolate, and

done his customary duty, in ascertaining

which way stood the weathercock. Here

we shall close our cursory glances at the

Courts of England. Mr. Jesse concludes

his work with notices of a variety of other

people, royal and aulic, but they do not

tempt us to say more.

THE FOUNDING OF THE BELL.

Written for Music.

BY CHARLES MACHAY.

From Blackwood's Magazine.

HARR how the furnace pants and roars

Hark! how the molten metal pours,

As, bursting from its iron doors,

It glitters in the sun 1

Now through the ready mould it flows,

Seething and hissing as it goes,

And filling every crevice up,

As the red vintage fills the cup:

Hurra! the work is done!

Unswathe him now. Take off each stay

That binds him to his couch of clay,

And let him struggle into day;

Let chain and pulley run,

With yielding crank and steady rope,

Until he rise from rim to cope,

In rounded beauty, ribb'd in strength,

Without a flaw in all his length:

Hurra ! the work is done l

The clapper on his giant side

Shall ring no peal for blushing bride,

For birth, or death, or new-year-tide,

Or festival begun

A nation's joy alone shall be

The signal for his revelry;

And for a nation's woes alone

His melancholy tongue shall moan:

Hurra! the work is done 1

Borne on the gale, deep-toned and clear,

His long loud summons shall we hear,

When statesmen to their country dear

Their mortal race have run;

When mighty monarchs yield their breath,

And patriots sleep the sleep of death,
Then shall he raise his voice of gloom,

And peal a requiem o'er their tomb:

Hurra ! the work is done?
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Should foemen lift their haughty hand,

And dare invade us where we stand,

Fast by the altars of our land

We'll gather every one;

And he shall ring the loud alarm,

To call the multitudes to arm,

From distant field and forest brown,

And teeming alleys of the town:

Hurra! the work is done

And as the solemn boom they hear,

Old men shall grasp the idle spear,

Laid by to rust for many a year,

And to the struggle run;

Young men shall leave their toils or books,

Or turn to swords their pruning hooks;

And maids have sweetest smiles for those

Who battle with their country's foes:

Hurra ! the work is done l

And when the cannon's iron throat

Shall bear the news to dells remote,

And trumpet-blast resound the note,

That victory is won;

While down the wind the banner drops,

And bonfires blaze on mountain-tops,

His sides shall glow with fierce delight,

And ring glad peals from morn to night:

IIurra! the work is done!

But of such themes forbear to tell.

May never War awake this bell

To sound the tocsin or the knell!

Hush'd be the alarum gun

Sheath'd be the sword ' and may his voice

Call up the nations to rejoice

That War his tatter'd flag has furled,

And vanish'd from a wiser world !

Hurra ! the work is done '

Still may he ring when struggles cease,

Still may he ring for joy's increase,

For progress in the arts of peace,

And friendly trophies won 1

When rival nations join their hands,

When plenty crowns the happy lands,

Whenº gives new blessings birth,

And freedom reigns o'er all the earth !

Hurra! the work is done 1

PEARLs AND PRectors stoxes.—A Russian jour

mal, the Gazette of Commerce, gives a tempt

ing description of an acquisition recently made by

the Corps des Mines, in St. Petersburgh, the gift of

a munificent merchant, M. Lowerstine. It consists

of a remarkable collection of pearls and precious

stones—amongst which are more than 500 monstres

pearls, valued at upwards of 60,000 roubles.

One of these, in particular, is a pearl of prodigious

size and incomparable beauty, adhering to its shell.

The collection of precious stones, cut and in the

rough, of all forms and hues, and the collection of

diamonds, are not less extraordinary than that of

the pearls. The Emperor has acknowledged the

donor's munificence by creating him a Knight of

the order of St. Stanislaus, of the third class.

Guy of Warwick—Ahitherto unknown Ms. of the

end of the thirteenth century, in old French, of this

renowned tale, has, it is said, been discovered in the

Wolfenbuttel library.

THE AERONAUT STEAM-ENGINE.

From the Athenæum.

“Hºnt to make a man to fly” is one of the

Century of Inventions of that arch-anticipator

of all modern inventions, the Marquis of Wor

cester—“which I have tried,” says he, with cha

racteristic naiveté, “with a little boy of ten years

old, in a barn ;” an excellent caution and lauda

ble foresight; and then he adds this important

element in the experiment—“on an hay mour.”

So completely does this philosophical mode of

proceeding square with our own notions of ex

perimental aeronautics, that we confess we ex

perienced no slight disappointment when the

many illustrated newspapers of the day brought

forth the plans of this much-talked of Aerial

Locomotive Engine, to find that among the va

rious precautions for the safety of passengers,

there was no vestige of nor substitute for, the

hay mow of the Marquis of Worcester. We

hope this appendage will not be forgotten in the

specification.

We entreat our readers not to assume from

this rather suspicious commencement of our no

tice, that we have any intention of treating this

subject with either levity or ridicule. The air is

a highway that interferes with no vested rights,

injures no man's park or pleasure ground, and

costs nothing for maintenance. We have neither

milestones nor turnpikes there; and, free as air,

we may roam where we please, unassailed by

taxes or tolls. Railways have realized the fable

of Jack the Giant-Killer’s “seven-leagued

boots;” may the “Ariel” soon realize to the

public the fable of the “wishing-cap,” and

with the purse of Fortunatus reward the inven

tor; and “may we be there to see,”—for we

wish all success to the invention and the inven

tor; and far be it from us to follow the example

of those who ridicule what they cannot under

stand, and condemn what they are unable to ap

preciate. So much for feelings and intentions,—

now for the facts.

Mr. William Samuel Henson is the inventor

of the Aerial Locomotive Steam-Engine, for

which patents have been taken out, and a bill

has been brought into parliament, to authorize

the transfer of the patents to more than twelve

persons, who are to be incorporated as the Aérial

Transit Company.

Now, the first question one asks about this

machine is, how is it to be supported in the air 3

We know how a balloon ascends, because it is

filled with gas, vapour, or smoke lighter than

air, and, of course, like smoke, it ascends and

floats in virtue of its small specific gravity. That

a balloon should rise in the air, and that it should

be rowed forward or propelled by oars or other

devices, as a boat is rowed by the watermen, or

a steam-boat propelled by the paddles, it is eas

enough to understand,}. we get a bal

loon large enough, a man strong enough, or a

steam-engine and fuel light enough to be carried

. This balloon plan of aerial locomotion has

often been proposed but never effected. It has

an obvious disadvantage; the balloon must be

of so monstrous a size to carry the necessary

weight, that any degree of success in propelling
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so great a bulk at a tolerable speed through the

air becomes hopeless.

The present plan rests on a totally different

principle. It is not sustained in the air by buoy

ancy, but must be kept up by the continued ear

penditure of power: to render this as easy as

possible, means are adopted to retard the de

scent by gravity. All our readers are acquainted

with the construction of the parachute of a bal

loon—it is an enormous umbrella, by which a

erson may descend in tolerable safety from a

alloon, in case of danger; the size of the um

brella pressing on the air retards the descent of

the weight:—now, this is what Mr. Henson

uses. He employs an enormous flat umbrella,

or gigantic fan or pair of wings (only they do

not move as wings do), to keep the weight from

falling rapidly; and so, when his machine is

once in the air, it will descend but slowly, and

the more slowly as the umbrella is larger—the

shape is not, however, round like an umbrella,

but flat, and oblong, and horizontal.

We may observe at this point, that the size

of this umbrella can only retard the descent of

the machine, but cannot sustain it. This con

sideration appears to have altogether escaped

our inventors. They say,+" Our umbrella is

so large as to expose a foot and a half of surface

for every pound of total weight, and therefore

as we have 4,500 square feet of surface, an

3,000 lb. of load to carry, we may safely trust

that we can stay aloft.” But they surely know

that no size of umbrella can do more than retard

their fall. By a very simple calculation, based

on abundant experiment, we have found that

this aérial machine, supposing all their sanguine

plans to be realized, must infallibly fall perpen

dicularly downwards to the earth, somewhere

about the rate of thirteen miles an hour, or

eighteen feet per second. So much for the

powers of the umbrella!
But may not theº: of the steam-engine

be applied to keep the machine up in the air,

and so countervail this inconvenient gravitation?

Let us see. A weight of 3000 lbs. is descending

18 feet per second—required, the power of

steam capable of sustaining it? The answer is,

60 horses' power. Our aerial company propose

only 20 horses' power for both propelling and re

sisting powers; and on this splendid basis rests

the Aerial Transit Company Sic transit gloria,

&c.

Thus have we lost faith in our ačrial friends.

We wished to find their plan true and promis

ing—but when we find they have not made such

very simple calculations, which a slight know

ledge of the element they deal in, and the

powers they use, would have suggested, what

can we think? what can we hope? We see a

want of foresight in their calculation; and in

their mechanical devices we do not find those

judicious mechanical contrivances, which should

favor the hope that the patented ideas of Mr.

Henson are in hands likely to bring what merit

may lie in them out into practical use.

ut, do we mean to say, there is no merit in

the invention? On the contrary—it hasjust merit

enough to seduce and fascinate the race of

schemers and speculators. It has a good idea

in it, and indeed more than one, only it does not

PROSPECT OF THE ABOLITION OF SLAVERY IN THE FRENCH COLONIES. [July,

seem to be in hands capable of developing what

good is in the idea, in such wise as to bring a

practically good thing out of the idea of it.

Further—we have seen that there are no

means of sustaining the weight of the engine,

even were it once at the necessary elevation.

Then how is it ever to get there ? The plan is

this. The machine is to run down an inclined

plane, to acquire a certain velocity, and then

spreading its wings, is, by the mere velocity

acquired, to rise in the air to the necessary

height. Now surely these inventors ought to

know that all the velocity a body will ever ac

quire by running down an inclined plane, will

never do more than carry it up as high (barring

a little loss) as the top of the plane. We are,

therefore, disposed to recommend a start from

the top of the inclined plane, rather than the

bottom.

But who will set bounds to human ingenuity ?

We may yet fly. Watt was ridiculed, §.

persecuted, and Dr. Lardner and the Edinburgh

Review cavilled about the transatlantic steam

boats. So doubtless Mr. W. S. Henson, and

his friends, think that, as a matter of course,

they are martyrs, and we persecutors of unap

preciated merit. But we abide by our opinion,

and are satisfied with its risks. We may fly by

and bye—but this is not the machine. W. hop

ed great things and we are disappointed—

Parturiunt montes ; mascitur ridiculus mus.

PRospect of THE A polition of SLAvery IN THE

FRF.NcH Colonies.—The French Minister of the

Marine and Colonies has printed and distributed

the report of the commission appointed by royal

ordonnance of 26th May, 1840, for examining the

question relative to slavery and the political con

stitution of the colonies, of which the Duke de

Broglie is president, together with the minutes of

the sittings and the documents exhibited. The

law proposed by the commission for a general and

simultaneous emancipation fixes the 1st of Jan

uary, 1853, for the cessation of slavery in the

French colonies. Up to this period the slaves will

remain in their present condition, saving certain

modifications to be made by royal ordonnance.

Civil rights are to be granted to the slaves during

the intervening ten years, but they cannot make

any appeals to justice without the intervention of

a curator ad hoc. They, however, are not to have

the right of possessing ships, boats, fire-arms, gun

powder, or ſurniture. The enfranchised slaves

are not to have the enjoyment of political rights,

but such of their children as shall be born free are

to be entitled to those privileges. The emancipa

ted slaves are to be bound to engage themselves in

the service of one or more planters for five suc

ceeding years, and during this period are not to

leave the colony to which they belonged. The

rates of wages are to be regulated by a decree of

the governor in council. Councils of discipline

are to be established for the punishment of refrac

tory slaves. The indemnity to be granted to the

slave-owners is fixed at 150,000,000ſ. A separate

bill is proposed for emancipating children born

slaves since the 1st January, 1838, and to be born

previous to the period of the general emancipation.
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PLEASANT MEMORIES, ETC.

From Tait's Magazine.

Pleasant JMemories of Pleasant Lands. By

Mrs. Sigourney. With Illustrations from

drawings by Roberts, Turner, Creswick,

&c. London: Tilt & Bogue.

A charming book is this; made up of plea

sant desultory prose sketches; poetic gems;

and pretty engravings, not the less attractive

that they are chiefly taken from memorable

Scottish scenes. But the “Memories” refer

to England and France, as well as to Scot

land. Mrs. Sigourney believes that there

are plenty of satirical, caustic, and gossip

ing American travellers, that visit and report

on Europe, though she should not add to the

number; and she accordingly sets out on the

principle of dwelling only upon the bright

side, and seeing, or at least of commemora

ting nothing save the good and the beauti

ful. Her landing at Liverpool was made

under very impressive circumstances, as the

ship, after a most prosperous voyage, was

in imminent danger of being wrecked in St.

George's Channel. From Liverpool Mrs.

Sigourney entered Scotland by the Lake

country and Carlisle; and even at the out

set she indited verses to ancient Chester—

to Kendal, the town of Catharine Parr—to

Winandermere—and Grasmere and Southey;

and the same chain of bright poetic links

marks her entire progress through Britain,

and in Paris. The work is, however, as a

whole, much better adapted to the writer's

native land, than to this country; where, un

fortunately, few of us have any thing more

to learn of Holyrood, and Abbotsford, Strat

ford, and Westminster Abbey; of Mrs. Fry

in Newgate, or Poet Rogers amid his collec

tion of literary and other nick-nacks. In

stead of the loftier national themes which

Mrs. Sigourney has chosen for the expres

sion of her pleasant memories, we, as a fair

sample, copy out the following sweet lines,

which have a true relish of Auld langsyne:

SHEEP AMONG the CHEVIOTS.

Graze on, graze on, there comes no sound

Of Border warfare near,

No slogan-cry of gathering clan,

No battle-axe, no spear;

No belted knight, in armor bright,

With glance of kindled ire,

Doth change the sports of Chevy Chase

To conflict stern and dire.

Ye wis not that ye press the spot

Where Percy held his way

Across the marches in his pride

The “choicest harts to slay;”

And where the stout Earl Douglass rode

Upon his milk-white steed,

With “ fifteen hundred Scottish spears,”

To stay the invader's deed.

Ye wis not that ye press the spot

Where, with his eagle-eye,

King James and all his gallant train

To Flodden-field swept by.

The Queen was weeping in her bower

Amid her maids that day,

And on her cradled nursling's face

The tears like pearl-drops lay;

For madly gainst her native realm

Her royal husband went,

And led his flower of chivalry,

As to a tournament.

He led them on in power and pride;

But ere the fray was o'er

They on the blood-stained heather slept,
And he returned no unore.

Graze on, graze on ; there's many a rill

Bright sparkling through the glade,

Where you may freely slake your thirst

With none to make afraid.

There's many a wandering stream that flows

From Cheviot's terraced side,

Yet not one drop of warrior's gore

Distains its crystal tide.

For Scotia from her hills hath come,

And Albion o'er the Tweed,

To give the mountain breeze the feud

That made their noblest bleed;

And like two friends, around whose hearts

Some dire estrangement run,

Love all the better for the past,

And sit them down as one.

This will not be considered among the

best of Mrs. Sigourney's poetical Memo

ries, but the theme is less hackneyed than

other things of more ambitious character.

The Americans, if the most truthful, are

certainly also the most outspoken of people.

Nothing should be communicated to one of

that nation which one does not wish pro

claimed on the house-top—made patent to

all Europe. Sure we are that Mrs. Sou

they, who never saw Mrs. Sigourney be

ween the eyes, could have had no idea of

the following most affecting and confiden

tial communication being made public; yet

we know not how to regret that the Amer

ican lady's failure of what, perhaps falsely,

is considered amongst us strict propriety

or proper delicacy, has revealed so much

of whatever is most beautiful in human

nature. She tells, “From Wordsworth I

received the first information of Southey's

melancholy state of health and intellect,

and resigned, though reluctantly, my in

tention of going to Keswick to see

him. . . . . . . . . A letter the

ensuing spring from his wife, so widely

known by her name of Caroline Bowles as

the writer of some of the truest and most

pathetic poetry in the language, made me

still more regret that the short time which

then remained to me in England, rendered

it impossible to visit Greta-Hall. I trust I

may be forgiven for selecting from one of

her more recent letters a few passages,” &c
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SONNET.

&c. It is these passages to which we have

referred, and now quote.

“You desire to be remembered to him who

sang ‘of Thalaba, the wild and wondrous Tale.”

Alas! my friend, the dull cold ear of death is not

more insensible than his, my dearest husband's,

to all communications from the world without.

Scarcely can I keep hold of the last poor comfort

of believing that he still knows me. This almost

complete unconsciousness has not been of more

than six months’ standing, though more than two

years have elapsed since he has written even his

name. After the death of his first wiſe, ‘the Edith’

of his first love, who was for several years insane,

his health was terribly shaken. Yet for the great

er part of a year, which he spent with me in

Hampshire, my former home, it seemed perfectly

reestablished; and he used to say." It had surely

leased God that the last years of his life should

e happy.' But the Almighty willed otherwise.

The little cloud soon appeared which was to over

shadow all. In the blackness of its shadow we

still live, and shall pass from it only through the

portals of the grave. The last three years have

done on me the work of twenty. The one sole

business of my life is that which I verily believe

keeps the life in me, the guardianship of my

dear, helpless, unconscious husband.”

We imagine that no travelled American

lady would be longer honored as “a poetess

in her own country,” who ventured home

without being able to tell something of Miss

Mitford. It does not appear that Mrs. Sig

ourney actually made the customary pilgrim

age to Three-Mile-Cross; but she must have

been in correspondence with the lady whose

filial devotion she eulogizes as adding lustre

and grace to the rich imagery of her pages.

Of Miss Mitford she writes, “An aged fa

ther, of whom she is the only child, is the

object of her constant cherishing care.

Years have elapsed since she has left him,

scarcely for an evening; and she receives

calls only during those hours in the after

noon when he regularly takes rest upon his

bed. She is ever in attendance upon him;

cheering him by the recital of passing

events, and pouring into his spirit the fresh

er life of her own. . . . I cannot with

hold a sweet picture drawn by her pen,

though sensible that she had no intention

of its meeting the public eye. “My father,’

Miss Mitford writes, ‘is a splendid old man,

with a most noble head, a fine countenance

full of benevolence and love, hair of silvery

whiteness, and a complexion like winter

berries. I suppose there never was a more

beautiful embodiment of healthful and vir

tuous old age. . . . How to promote

his comfort in his advanced years and in

creasing infirmities, occupies most of my

thoughts. It is my privilege to make many

sacrifices to this blessed duty; for, with

my dearest father, should I be so unhappy

as to survive him, will depart all that binds

me to this world.’” Miss Mitford has sus

tained this misfortune, aggravated we deep

ly regret to learn, by other circumstances,

painful to every one, but doubly so to fine

and sensitive minds. Owing to the long

and expensive illness of her father, and the

consequent suspension of those literary la

bors which have communicated delight to

the Old and to the New world, Miss Mitford,

at the death of her ſather, found herself in

volved in debts to the amount of between

£800 and £900. After having relinquished

her mother's large fortune in behalf of her

other parent, besides several legacies left

exclusively to herself, she has had the addi

tional misfortune of losing a sum equal to

the half of her embarrassments, by the fail

ure of a publisher; and is thus left without

any available means, save the pension of

£100 a-year, granted her some years since

by the Queen. , Miss Mitford was preparing

to meet this heavy responsibility as she

best might, at whatever sacrifice, and by

whatever exertion,-when some of her

friends, to whom the circumstances became

known, interfered, and proposed an appeal

to the public, for the purpose of paying

debts incurred in supplying the wants of the

aged and infirm father, who had long en

grossed all her time, and all her care. We

think too well of the British, and, we may

add, of the American public, to believe that

this appeal will be made in vain. Thou

sands, and tens of thousands, have felt and

known the charm of her writings, and they

have now an opportunity of repaying some

small part of their debt, of shedding re

turning peace and sunshine over that once

sunny and cheerful spirit, which has long

diffused an affluence of refined enjoyment,

and ministered to the sweetest affections of

Our common nature.

SONNET.

SHE took the veil,-'twas at the vesper hour,

When day was gently melting into night,

When ºniº fair features fade from human

sight,

Twas then she took the veil—farewell her bower,

Farewell home, friends—as some transplanted
flower

In a lone vase pines for the garden bright,

So she is reſt from every dear delight,

Shut from Love'ssunshine, Joy's refreshing shower;

She took the veil, nor did she shake, nor blench—

She saw not him who fixed his glaring eye

Upon her every motion anxiously;

Silently awile he stood. She took the veill

Then loud he cried, “Policemen, here's a wench

Shoplifting, take the customer to jail.”—Charivari.
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IMAGINARY CONVERSATION,

Between Mr. Walter Sarage Landor and the

Editor of Blackwood's Magazine.

From Blackwood's Magazine.

to christopher North, Esq.

SIR,-Mr. Walter Savage Landor has

become a contributor to Blackwood's JMag

azine ! I stared at the announcement, and

it will presently be seen why. There is

nothing extraordinary in the apparition of

another and another of this garrulous sex

agenarian’s “Imaginary Conversations.”

They come like shadows, so depart.

“The thing, we know, is neither new nor rare,

But wonder how the devil it got there.”

Many of your readers, ignorant or forget

ful, may have asked, “Who is Mr. Landor?

We have never heard of any remarkable

person of that name, or bearing a similar

one, except the two brothers Lander, the

explorers of the Niger.” Mr. Walter Sav

age would answer, “Not to know me,

argues yourself unknown.” He was very

angry with Lord Byron for designating

him as a Mr. Landor. He thought it should

have been the. You ought to have fore

warned such readers that the Mr. Landor,

now your Walter Savage, is the learned

author of an epic poem called Gebir, com

posed originally in Egyptian hieroglyph.

ics, then translated by him into Latin, and

thence done into English blank verse by

the same hand. It is a work of rare oc

currence even in the English character,

and is said to be deeply abstruse. Some

extracts from it have been buried in, or

have helped to bury, critical reviews. A

copy of the Anglo-Gebir is, however, extant

in the British Museum, and is said to have

so puzzled the few philologists who have

examined it, that they have declared none

but a sphinx, and that an Egyptian one,

could unriddle it. I would suggest that

some Maga of the gipsies should be called

in to interpret. Our vagrant fortune-tell

ers are reputed to be of Egyptian origin,

and to hold converse among themselves in

a very strange and curious oriental tongue

called Gibberish, which word, no doubt, is

a derivative from Gebir. Of the existence

of the mysterious epic, the public were

made aware many years ago by the first

publication of Mr. Leigh Hunt's Feast of

the Poets, where it was mentioned in a note

as a thing containing one good passage

about a shell, while in the text the author

of Gebir was called a gander, and Mr.

Southey rallied by Apollo for his simplicity

in proposing that the company should

drink the gabbler's health. That pleasan

try has disappeared from Mr. Hunt's poem,

though Mr. Landor has by no means left

off gabbling. Mr. Hunt is a kindly-natured

man as well as a wit, and no doubt per

ceived that he had been more prophetic

than he intended—Mr. Landor, having in

addition to verses uncounted, unless on his

own fingers, favored the world with five

thick octavo volumes of dialogues. From

the four first I have culled a few speci

mens; the fifth I have not read. It is ru

mored that a sixth is in the press, with a

dedication in the issimo style, to Lord John

Russell, Mr. Landor's lantern having at

last enabled him to detect one honest man

in the Imperial Parliament. Lord John,

it seems, in the House of Commons lately

quoted something from him about a Chi

mese mandarin's opinion of the English;

and Mr. Landor is so delighted that he in

tends to take the Russells under his pro

tection for ever, and not only them, but

every thing within the range of their in

terests. Not a cast horse, attached to a

Woburn sand-cart, shall henceforth crawl

towards Bedford and Tavistock Squares,

but the grateful Walter shall swear he is a

Bucephalus. You, Mr. North, have placed

the cart before the horse, in allowing Mr.

Landor's dialogue between Porson and

Southey precedence of the following be

tween Mr. Landor and yourself.

You may object that it is a feigned col

loquy, in which an unauthorized use is

made of your name. True ; but all Mr.

Landor's colloquies are likewise feigned ;

and none is more fictivious than one that

has appeared in your pages, wherein

Southey's name is used in a manner not

only unauthorized, but at which he would

have sickened.

You and I must differ more widely in our

notions of fair play than I hope and believe

we do, if you refuse to one whose purpose

is neither unjust nor ungenerous, as much

license in your columns as you have accor

ded to Mr. Landor, when it was his whim,

without the smallest provocation, to throw

obloquy on the venerated author of the

Eaccursion.

I am, Sir, your faithful servant,

Edward QUILLMAN.

Landor. Good-morning, Mr. North, I

hope you are well.

.North. I thank you, sir.—Be seated.

L. I have called to inquire whether you

have considered my proposal, and are wil

ling to accept my aid.

.N'. I am almost afraid to trust you, sir.

You treat the Muses like nine-pins. Nei
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ther gods nor men find favor in your sight. one dark passage, a dagger in his hand and

If Homer and Virgil crossed your path, 'a bitter sneer on his countenance." He

you would throw stones at them. | stole (from the Egyptian priests and other

L. The poems attributed to Homer, were sources) every idea his voluminous books

probably, in part at least, translations. He

is a better poet than Hesiod, who has, in

deed, but little merit !”

originality. His epic poem is a mere echo

of the Iliad, softened down in tone for the

polite ears of Augustus and his courtiers.

Virgil is inſerior to Tasso. Tasso's char

acters are more vivid and distinct than Vir

gil's, and greatly more interesting. Virgil

wants genius. Menzentius is the most he

roical and pious of all the characters in the

AEneid. The AEmeid, I affirm, is the most

misshapen of epics, an epic of episodes.f

There are a few good passages in it. I

must repeat one for the sake of proposing

an amendment.

“Quinetian hyberno moliris sidere classem,

Et mediis properas aquilonibus ire per altum...

Crudelis' quod si non arva aliena domosque

Ignotas peteres, et Troja antiqua maneret,

Troja per undosum peteretur classibus aequor "

If hybernum were substituted for undosum,

how incomparably more beautiful would the

sentence be for this energetic repetition ºf

JN'. I admire your modesty, Mr. Landor,

in quoting Virgil only to improve him; but

your alteration is not an improvement. Di

do, having just complained of her lover for

putting out to sea under a wintry star,

would have uttered but a graceless itera

tion had she in the same breath added—Iſ

Troy yet stood, must even Troy be sought

through a wintry sea 1 Undosum is the

right epithet; it paints to the eye the dan

ger of the voyage, and adds force to her

complaint.

L. Pshaw You Scotchmen are no

scholars. Let me proceed. Virgil has no

nature. And, by the way, his translator

Dryden, too, is greatly overrated.

JN. Glorious John 1

L. Glorious fiddlestick It is insuffera

ble that a rhymer should be called glorious,

whose only claim to notice is a clever

drinking song.

.N. A drinking song 1

L. Yes, the thing termed an Ode for St.

Cecilia's Day.

JW". Heigh, sir, indeed! Well, let us go

on with the Ancients, and dispatch them

first. To revert to the Greeks, from whom

Virgil's imitation of the Iliad drew us aside,

favor me with your opinion of Plato.

L. Plato is disingenuous and malicious.

I fancy I have detected him in more than

* See Mr. Landor's “Imaginary Conversations,”

Virgil has no

convey.t Plato was a thief.

.N. “Taffy was a Welshman, Taffy was

a thief.”

L. Do you mean to insinuate that my di

alogues are stolen from Plato's 1

JN. Certainly not, Mr. Landor; there is

not the remotest resemblance between

them. Lucian and Christopher North are

your models. What do you think of Aris

totle 1

L. In Plato we find only arbors and grot

toes, with moss and shell-work all mis

placed. Aristotle has built a solider edifice,

but has built it across the road. We must

throw it down again.f

JW. So much for philosophy. What have

you to say to Xenophon as a historian 1

L. He is not inelegant, but he is unim

passioned and affected; and he has not

even preserved the coarse features of na

tions and of ages in his Cyropaedia.|

.N. The dunce | But what of the Ana

basis 1

L. You may set Xenophon down as a

writer of graceful mediocrity."

N. Herodotus 1

L. If I blame Herodotus, whom can I

commend ? His view of history was never

theless like that of the Asiatics, and there

can be little to instruct and please us in

the actions and speeches of barbarians.”

N. Which of the Greek tragedians do

you patronize 3

L. Mºschylus is not altogether unworthy

of his reputation; he is sometimes grand,

but oftener flighty and obscure.fr

N. What say you of Sophocles 1

L. He is not so good as his master,

though the Athenians thought otherwise.

He is, however, occasionally sublime.

N. What of Euripides lif

L. He came further down into common

life than Sophocles, and he further down

than AEschylus: one would have expected

the reverse. Euripides has but little dra

matic power. His dialogue is sometimes

dull and heavy ; the construction of his

fable infirm and inartificial, and if in the

chorus he assumes another form, and be

comes a more elevated poet, he is still at a

loss to make it serve the interests of the

piece. He appears to have written princi

pally for the purpose of inculcating politi

vol. i. p. 44, and ii. p. 322, note.

t Vol. i. p. 209, 270. t Vol. i. p. 300.

• Vol. ii. p. 208. + Vol. iii. p. 514.

t Vol. iv. p. 80. s Vol. i. p. 233.

| Vol. ii. p. 331. * Vol. iii. p. 35.

** Vol. ii. p. 332. tf Vol. i. pp. 299,298,297.

it Vol. i. p. 298.



1843.] 313IMAGINARY CONVERSATION.

cal and moral axioms. The dogmas, like

valets de place, serve any master, and run

to any quarter. Even when new, they are

nevertheless miserably flat and idle.

N. Aristophanes ridiculed him.

L. Yes; Aristophanes had, however, but

little true wit.”

N. That was lucky for Euripides.

L. A more skilful archer would have

pierced him through bone and marrow,

and saved him from the dogs of Archelaus.

N. That story is probably an allegory,

signifying that Euripides was after all wor

ried out of life by the curs of criticism in

his old age.

L. As our Keats was in his youth, eh,

Mr. North? A worse fate than that of

AEschylus, who had his scull cracked by a

tortoise dropt by an eagle that mistook his

bald head for a stone.

N. Another fable of his inventive coun

trymen. He died of brain-ſever, followed

by paralysis, the effect of drunkenness. He

was a jolly old toper: I am sorry for him.

You just now said that Aristophanes wanted

wit. What foolish fellows, then, the Athe

nians must have been, in the very meridian

of their literature, to be so delighted with

what they mistook for wit as to decree him

a crown of Olive! He has been styled the

Prince of Old Comedy too. How do you

like Menander 1

L. We have not much of him, unless in

Terence. The characters on which Menan

der raised his glory were trivial and con

temptible.f

JN'. Now that you have demolished the

Greeks, let us go back to Rome, and have

another touch at the Latins. From Me

nander to Terence is an easy jump. How do

you esteem Terence 1

L. Every one knows that he is rath

er an expert translator from the Greek than

an original writer. There is more pith in

Plautus.

JNſ. You like Plautus, then, and endure

Terence 1

L. I tolerate both as men of some tal

ents; but comedy is, at the best, only a low

style of literature; and the production of

such trifling stuff is work for the minor ge

niuses. I have never composed a comedy.

JN'. I see ; farewell to the sock, then. Is

Horace worth his salt 1

L. There must be some salt in Horace,

or he would not have kept so well. He was

a shrewd observer and an easy versifier;

• Vol. ii. p. 12.

t Vol. ii. p. 5. At p. 6th, Mr. Landor produces

some verses of his own “in the manner of Menan

but, like all the pusillanimous, he was ma

lignant."

JN'. Seneca 1

L. He was, like our own Bacon, hard

hearted and hypocritical. As to his literary

merits, Caligula, the excellent emperor and

critic, (who made sundry efforts to extirpate

the writings of Homer and Virgil,) spoke

justly and admirably when he compared the

sentences of Seneca to lime without sand.:

JW. Perhaps, after all, you prefer the

moderns 7

L. I have not said that.

JW. You think well of Spenser 1

L. As I do of opium: he sends me to

bed. §

JW. You concede the greatness of Mil

ton {

L. Yes, when he is great; but his Satan

is often a thing to be thrown out of the way,

among the rods and fools' caps of the nur

sery.| He has sometimes written very con

temptibly; his lines on Hobbes, the carrier,

for example, and his versions of Psalms.

Milton was never so great a regicide as

when he smote King David."

JW. You like, at least, his hatred of kings?

L. That is somewhat aſter my own heart,

I own; but he does not go far enough in

his hatred of them.

JN'. You do?

L. I despise and abominate them. How

many of them, do you think, could name

their real fathers "*

JW. But, surely, Charles was a martyr 1

L. If so, what were those who sold

him ºff Ha, ha, ha! You a Scotchman,

too ! However, Charles was not a martyr.

He was justly punished. To a consistent

republican, the diadem should designate the

victim : all who wear it, all who offer it, all

who bow to it, should perish. Rewards

should be offered for the heads of those

monsters, as for the wolves, the kites, and

the vipers. A true republican can hold no

milder doctrine of polity, than that all na

tions, all cities, all communities, should en

ter into one great hunt, like that of the an

cient Scythians at the approach of winter,

and should follow up the kingly power un

relentingly to its perdition.if True repub

licans can see no reason why they should

not send an executioner to release a king

from the prison-house of his crimes, with his

family to attend him." In my Dialogues,

der,” fathers them on Andrew Marvel, and makes

Milton praise them!

* Vol. ii. p. 249.

t Vol. i. p. 274.

s Thee, gentle Spenser fondly led,

But me he mostly sent to bed.—LANDoR.

+ Vol. iv. p. 31.

Il Vol. i. p. 301. *I Blackwood.

** Vol. i. p. 61. +t Vol. iv. p. 283.

it Vol. iv. p. 507. SS Vol. i. p. 73.
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I have put such sentiments into the mouth

of Diogenes, that cynic of sterling stamp,

and of Æschines, that incorruptible orator,

as suitable to the maxims of their govern

ment." To my readers, I leave the appli

cation of them to nearer interests.

JW. But you would not yourself, in your

individual character, and in deliberate ear

nestness, apply them to modern times and

monarchies 1 -

L. Why not ? Look at my Dialogue with

De Lille.f What have I said of Louis the

Fourteenth, the great exemplar of kingship,

and of the treatment that he ought to have

received from the English 1 Deprived of

all he had acquired by his treachery and

violence, unless the nation that brought him

upon his knees had permitted two traitors,

Harley and St. John, to second the views of

a weak woman, and to obstruct those of

policy and of England, he had been carted

to condign punishment in the Place de

Gréve or at Tyburn. Such eramples are

much wanted, and, as they can rarely be given,

should never be omitted.;

JN'. The Sans-culottes and Poissardes of

the last French revolution but three, would

have raised you by acclamation to the dig

nity of Decollator of the royal family of

France for that brave sentiment. But you

were not at Paris, I suppose, during the

reign of the guillotine, Mr. Landor 1

L. I was not, Mr. North. But as to the

king whose plethory was cured by that

sharp remedy, he, Louis the Sixteenth, was

only dragged to a fate which, if he had not

experienced it, he would be acknowledged

to have deserved. §

.N'. I believe one Englishman, a martyr

to liberty, has said something like that be

fore.

L. Who, pray 1

JN'. The butcher Ings.

L. Ah, I was not aware of it! Ings was

a fine fellow.

JW. Your republic, will never do here, Mr.

Landor.

L. I shall believe that a king is better

than a republic,when I find that a single tooth

in a head is better than a set.”

.N. It would be as good logic in a mon

archy-man to say, “I shall believe that a

republic is better than a king, when I am

convinced that six noses on a face would

be better than one.”

L. In this age of the march of intellect,

when a pillar of fire is guiding us out of the

wilderness of error, you Tories lag behind,

and are lost in darkness, Mr. North. Only

the first person in the kingdom should be

unenlightened and void, as only the first

page in a book should be a blank one. It

is when it is torn out that we come at once

to the letters.f -

JW. Well, now you have torn out the firs

page of the Court Guide, we come to the

Peers, I suppose.

L. The peerage is the park-paling of des

potism, arranged to keep in creatures tame

and wild for luxury and diversion, and to

keep out the people. Kings are to peerages

what poles are to rope-dancers, enabling

them to play their tricks with greater con

fidence and security above the heads of the

people. The wisest and the most indepen

dent of the English Parliaments declared

the thing useless. Peers are usually persons

of pride without dignity, of lofty preten

sions with low propensities. They invari

ably bear towards one another a constrained

familiarity or frigid courtesy, while to their

huntsmen and their prickers, their chaplains

and their cooks, (or indeed any other man's,)

they display unequivocal signs of ingenuous

cordiality. How many do you imagine of

our mobility are not bastards or sons of

bastards 15

JW. You have now settled the Peers. The

Baronets come next in order.

L. Baronets are prouder than any thing

we see on this side of the Dardanelles, ex

cepting the proctors of universities, and the

vergers of cathedrals; and their pride is

kept in eternal agitation, both from what is
above them and what is below. Gentlemen

of any standing (like Walter Savage Lan

dor, of Warwick Castle, and Lantony Ab

* Mr. Landor, with whom the Cynic is a singular

favorite, says, p. 461, vol. iii., that Diogenes was not

expelled from Sinope for having counterfeited m o

ney; that he only marked false men. AEschines was

accused of having been bribed by Philip of Mace

don.

+ Vol. i. t Vol. i. p. 281–Landor.

s Vol. ii. p. 267. This truculent sentiment the

Dialogist imputes to a Spanish liberal. He cannot

fairly complain that it is here restored to its owner.

It is exactly in accordance with the sentence quoted

above in italics—a judgment pronounced by Mr.

Landor in person.—Vol. iſ: 281. It also conforms

to his philosophy of regicide, as expounded in va

rious parts of his writings. In his preface to the

first volume of his Imaginary Conversations, he

claims exemption, though somewhat sarcastically,

from responsibility for the notions expressed by his

interlocutors. An author, in a style which has all

the freedom of the dramatic form, without its re

straints, should especially abstain from making his

work the vehicle of crotchels, prejudices, and pas

sions peculiar to himself, or unworthy of the charac

ters speaking. “This form of composition,” Mr.

Landor says, “among other advantages, is recom

mended by the protection it gives from the hostility

all novelty (unless it be vicious) excites.” Prudent

consideration, but indiscreet parenthesis.

* Vol. ii. p. 31. + Vol. iv. p. 405.

t Vol. iv. p. 400. 5 Vol. iv. p.400.
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bey in Wales,) are apt to investigate their

claims a little too minutely, and nobility has

neither bench nor joint-stool for them in the

vestibule. During the whole course of

your life, have you ever seen one among

this, our King James's breed of curs, that

either did not curl himself up and lie snug

and warm in the lowest company, or slaver

and whimper in fretful quest of the highest."

.N. But you allow the English people to

be a great people.

L. I allow them to be a nation of great

fools. In England, if you write dwarf on

the back of a giant, he will go for a dwarf:

.N'. I perceive; some wag has been chalk

ing your back in that fashion. Why don't

you label your breast with the word giant?

Perhaps you would then pass for one.

L. I have so labelled it, but in vain.

.N. Yet we have seen some great men,

besides yourself, Mr. Landor, in our own

day. Some great military commanders, for

example ; and, as a particular instance,

Wellington.

L. It cannot be dissembled that all the

victories of the English, in the last fifty

years, have been gained by the high courage

and steady discipline of the soldier; and

the most remarkable where the prudence

and skill of the commander were altogether

wanting.f

.N. Ay, that was a terrible mistake at

Waterloo. Yet you will allow Wellington

to have been something of a general, if not

in India, at least in Spain.

L. Suppose him, or any distinguished

general of the English, to have been placed

where Murillo was placed in America, Mina

in Spain; then inform me what would have

been your hopes 3} The illustrious Mina,

of all the generals who have appeared in

our age, has displayed the greatest genius,

and the greatest constancy. That exalted

personage, the admiration of Europe, ac

complished the most arduous and memora

ble work that any one mortal ever brought

to its termination.

.N. We have had some distinguished

statesmen at the helm in our time, Mr.

Landor.

L. Not one.

JN'. Mr. Pitt.

L. Your pilot that weathered the storm.

Ha, ha! He was the most insidious repub

lican that England ever produced.

JN'. You should like him if he was a Re

publican.

L. But he was a debaser of the people as

* Vol. iv. p.400. + Vol. iii. p. 135.

t Vol. ii. p. 214. § Vol. ii. p.214.

Il Vol. ii. p. 3. Ded. “Bo Mina.”—Wilson.

well as of the peerage. By the most waste

ful prodigality both in finance and war, he

was enabled to distribute more wealth

among his friends and partisans than has

been squandered by the uncontrolled profu

sion of French monarchs from the first

Louis to the last.” Yet he was more short

sighted than the meanest insect that can

see an inch before it. You should have

added those equally enlightened and pru

dent leaders of our Parliament, Lord Cas

tlereagh and his successors. Pitt, indeed!

whose requisites for a successful minister

were three—to speak like an honest man,

to act like a scoundrel, and to be indifferent

which he is called. But you have forgotten

my dialogue between him and that wretch

ed fellow Canning. I have there given Pitt

his quietus. As to Castlereagh and Can

ning, I have crushed them to powder, spit

upon them,kneaded them into dough again;

and pulverized them once more. Canning

is the man who deserted his party, sup

planted his patrons, and abandoned ever

principle he protested he would uphold.:

Castlereagh is the statesman who was found

richer one day, by a million of zecchins,

than he was the day before, and this from

having signed a treaty The only life he

ever personally aimed at was the vilest in

existence, and none complains that he suc

ceeded in his attempt. I forgot: he aimed

at another so like it, (you remember his

duel with Canning,) that it is a pity it did

not form a part of it.}

JN". Horrible most horrible !

L. Hear Epicurus and Leontion and Ter

nissa discuss the merits of Castlereagh and

Canning.

.N. Epicurus ! What, the philosopher

who flourished some centuries before the

Christian era !

L. The same. He flourishes still for my

purposes.

N. And who are Leontion and Termissat

L. Two of his female pupils.

N. Oh, two of his misses And how

come they and their master, who lived about

2000 years before the birth of Canning and

Castlereagh, to know anything about them?

L. I do not stand at trifles of congruity.

Canning is the very man who has taken es

* Vol. ii. p. 240,241,242.

t Vol. iii. p. 134.

§ vol. iii. p. 172, and that there shoulê be no mis

take as to the person indicated, Lord Castlereagh is

again accused by name at p. 187. The same charge

occurs also in the dialogue between Aristotle and

Calisthenes 1 p. 334, 335, 336; where Prince Met

ternich, (Metanyctius,) the briber, is himself repre

sented as a traitor to his country. Aristotle is the

teller of this cock-and-bull story !

# Vol. iii. p. 66.
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pecial care that no strong box among us

shall be without a chink at the bottom ; the

very man who asked and received a gratuity

(you remember the Lisbon job) from the col

league he had betrayed, belied, and thrown

a stone at, for having proved him in the

great market-place a betrayer and a liar."

Epicurus describes Canning as a fugitive

slave, a writer of epigrams on walls, and of

songs on the grease of platters, who at

tempted to cut the throat of a fellow in the

same household, who was soon afterward

more successful in doing it himself.f

N. Horrible, most horrible mockery !

But even that is not new. It is but Byron's

brutal scoff repeated—“Carotid-artery-cut

ting Castlereagh.”

L. You Tories affect to be so squeamish.

Epicurus goes on to show Canning's igno

rance of English.

N. Epicurus : Why not William Cob

bett 1

L. The Athenian philosopher introduces

the trial of George the Fourth’s wife, and

describes her as a drunken old woman, the

companion of soldiers and sailors, and low

er and viler of men. One whose eyes, as

much as can be seen of them, are streaky

fat floating in semi-liquid rheum.

N. And this is the language of Epicurus

to his female pupils He was never such

a beast.

L. You are delicate. He goes on to al

lude to Canning's having called her the

pride, the life, the ornament of society, (you

know he did so call her in the House of

Commons, according to the newspaper re

ports; it is true he was speaking of what

she had been many years previously; before

her departure from England.) Epicurus

says, triumphantly, that the words, if used at

all, should have been placed thus—the orna.

ment, pride, and life; for hardly a Boeotian

bullock-driver would have wedged in life

between pride and ornament.f

N. What dignified and important criti

cism! and how appropriate from the lips of

Epicurus ! But why were you, Mr. Landor,

so rancorous against that miserable Queen

Caroline 1 You have half choked Sir Robert

Wilson, one of her champions, and the mar

shal of her coffin's royal progress through

London, with a reeking panegyric, in your

dedication to him of a volume of your

Talks.”

L. I mistook Wilson for an uncompro

mising Radical. As to his and Canning's

mobled Queen, I confess I owed her a

grudge for disrespect to me at Como long

before.

N. How 1 . Were you personally ac

quainted with her 1

L. Not at all: she was not aware that

there was such a man as Walter Savage

Landor upon earth, or she would have taken

care that I should not be stopt by her porter

at the lodge-gate, when I took a fancy to

pry into the beauties of her pleasure-ground.

N. Then her disrespect to you was not

only by deputy, but even without her cog

nizance 1

L. Just so.

N. And that was the offence for which

you assailed her with such violent invective

after her death 1

L. Oh no it might possibly have sharp

ened it a little ; but I felt it my duty, as a

censor of morals, to mark my reprobation

of her having grown fat and wrinkled in her

old age. It was necessary for me to correct

the flattering picture drawn of her by that

caitiff Canning. You know the contempt

of Demosthenes for Canning.

N. Demosthenes, too !

L. Yes, in my dialogue between him and

Eubulides, he delineates Canning as a clum

sy and vulgar man.

N. Every one knows that he was a man

of remarkably fine person and pleasing

inanners.

L. Never mind that—A vulgar and clum

sy man, a market-place demagogue, lifted

on a honey-barrel by grocers and slava

merchants, with a dense crowd around him,

who listen in rapture because his jargon is

unintelligible.f Demosthenes, you know,

was a Liverpool electioneering agent, so he

knew all about Canning and his tricks, and

his abstraction of £14,000 sterling from

the public treasury to defray the expenses

of his shameful flight to Lesbos, that is

Lisbon.f

N. Has England produced no honest men

of eminence, Mr. Landor 4

L. Very few ; I can, however, name two

* Vol. iv. p. 194. f Vol. iv. p. 104.

: Vol. iv. p. 194, 195—Pericles and Sophocles also

F. about Queen Caroline ! vol.2, p. 106, 107.-

n another place, the judgment and style of John

son being under sentence, the Doctor's judgment is

“alike in all things,” that is, “unsound and incor

rect;” and as to style, “a sentence of Johnson is like

a pair of breeches, an article of dress, divided into

two parts, equal in length, breadth, and substance,

with a protuberance before and behind.” The con:

tour of Mr. Landor's figure can hardly be so graceful

as that of the Pythian Apollo, if his dress-breeches

are made in this fashion, and “his Florentine tailor

never fails to fit him.” See vol. i. p. 296, and p. 185,
InOle.

* Vol. iii. + Vol. i. p. 245.

t Vol. i. p. 247. This charge against Canning is

º at vol. iii. p. 186, 187, and again at vol. iv.

p. 193.
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—Archbishop Boulter and Philip Savage. I

am not certain that I should ever have

thought of recording their merits, if their

connexion with my own family had not often

reminded me of them; we do not always

bear in mind very retentively what is due to

others, unless there is something at home to

stimulate the recollection. Boulter, Primate

of Ireland, saved that kingdom from pesti

lence and famine in 1729, by supplying the

poor with bread, medicines, attendance, and

every possible comfort and accommodation.

Again, in 1740 and 1741, no fewer than

250,000 persons were fed, twice a day,

principally at his expense. Boulter was

certainly the most disinterested, the most

humane, the most beneficent, and after this

it is little to say, the most enlightened and

learned man that ever guided the counsels

of a kingdom." Mr. Philip Savage, Chan

cellor of the Exchequer, married his wife's

sister, of his own name, but very distantly

related. This minister was so irreproach

able, that even Swift could find no fault

with him. He kept a groom in livery, and

two saddle-horses.[

N. Is it possible 1 And these great men

were of your family, Mr. Landor!

L. I have told you so, sir—Philip was

one of my Savage ancestors, and he and

Boulter married sisters, who were also

Savages.) -

N. You have lived a good while in Italy

You like the Italians, I believe 1

L. I despise and abominate the Italians;

and I have taken some pains to show it in

various ways. During my long residence

at Florence I was the only Englishman

there, I believe, who never went to court,

leaving it to my hatter, who was a very

honest man, and my breeches-maker, who

never failed to fit me.| The Italians were

always—far exceeding all other nations—

parsimonious and avaricious, the Tuscans

beyond all other Italians, the Florentines

beyond all other Tuscans."

N. But even Saul was softened by mu

sic: surely that of Italy must have some

times soothed you ?

L. Opera was, among the Romans, labor,

as opera pretium, &c. It now signifies the

most contemptible of performances, the

vilest office of the feet and tongue.**

N. But the sculptors, the painters, the

architects of Italy 1 You smile disdainfully,

Mr. Landor .

L. I do ; their sculpture and painting

have been employed on most ignoble ob

jects—on scourgers and hangmen, on beg

garly enthusiasts and base impostors. Look

at the two masterpieces of the pencil; the

Transfiguration of Raphael, and the St. Je

rome of Correggio; can anything be more

incongruous, any thing more contrary to

truth and history !"

N. There have been able Italian writers

both in verse and prose 1

L. In verse not many, in prose hardly

any.

N. Boccaccio !

L. He is entertaining.

N. Machiavelli

L. A coarse comedian.t

N. You honor Ariosto 1

L. I do not. Ariosto is a plagiary, the

most so of all poets. Ariosto is negligent;

his plan inartificial, defective, bad.[

N. You protect Tasso 1

L. I do, especially against his French

detractors.

N. But you esteem the French 1

L. I despise and abominate the French.

N. And their literature ?

L. And their literature. As to their po

ets, bad as Ariosto is, divide the Orlando

into three parts, and take the worst of them,

and although it may contain a large portion

of extremely vile poetry, it will contain

more of good than the whole French lan.

guage."

N. Is Boileau so very contemptible?

L. Beneath contempt. He is a grub.]]

N. Racine !

L. Diffuse, feeble, and, like Boileau,

meanly thievish. The most admired verse

of Racine is stolen, so is almost every other

that is of any value."

N. But Voltaire, Mr. Landor 7

L. Woltaire, sir, was a man of abilities,

and author of many passable epigrams, be

sides those which are contained in his trage

dies and heroics, though, like Parisian lac

keys, they are usually the smartest when

out of place.” I tell you that I detest and

abominate every thing French.ff

* Vol. iii. p. 61,92, note. f Same note.

t Also, vol. iii. p. 92. s Vol. iii. p. 92, note.

| Vol. i. p. 185. " Vol. i. p. 219.

** Vol. i. p. 212.

* Vol. i. p. 109, note. * Vol. ii. p. 252.

t Vol. i. p. 290. s Vol. i. p. 290.

| See Mr. Landor's Polite Conversation with De

Lille, vol. i. and note at the end, p. 309, 310.

T Vol. i. p. 293, 294. ** Vol. i. p. 254.

it We, however, find Mr. Landor giving the

French credit for their proceedings in one remark

able instance, and it is so seldom that we catch him

in good humor with any thing, that we will not miss

an opportunity of exhibiting him in an amiable light.

This champion of the liberties of the world, who has

cracked his lungs in endeavoring, on the shores of

Italy, to echo the lament of Byron over Greece, and

who denounced the powers of Europe for suffering

the Duke d'Angoulême to assist his cousin Ferdi
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N. Well, Mr. Landor, we have rambled

over much ground; we have journeyed

from Dan to Beersheba, and found all

barren. Let us return home.

L. Before we do so, let me observe,

that among several noted Italians whom

ou have not glanced at, there is one whom

} revere—Alfieri. He was the greatest

man of his time in Europe, though not ac

knowledged or known to be so ;" and he

well knew his station as a writer and as a

man. Had he found in the world five

equal to himself, he would have walked

out of it not to be jostled.t

N. He would have been sillier, then,

than the flatulent frog in the fable. Yet

Alfieri's was, indeed, no ordinary mind, and

he would have been a greater poet than he

was, had he been a better man. I admire

his Bruto Primo as much as you do, and I

am glad to hear you give your suffrage so

heartily in favor of any one.

L. Sir, I admire the man as much as I

do the poet. It is not every one who can

measure his height; I can.

N. Pop! there you go you have got

out of the bottle again, and are swelling and

vaporing up to the clouds. Do lower your

self to my humble stature, (I am six feet

four in my slippers.) Alfieri reminds me

of Byron. What of him

L. A sweeper of the Haram. A sweep

er of the Haram is equally in false costume

whether assuming the wreath of Musæus or

wearing the bonnet of a captain of Suliotes.

I ought to have been chosen a leader of the

Greeks. I would have led them against

the turbaned Turk to victory, armed not

with muskets or swords, but with bows and

nand in retaking the Trocadero, yet approves of

French proceedings in Spain on a previous occa

sion. Admiring reader! you shall hear Sir Oracle

himself again —“The laws and institutions intro

duced by the French into Spain were excellent, and

the king” [Joseph Bonaparte!] “was liberal, afiable,

sensible, and humane.” Poor Trelawney, the ſriend

of Byron, is made to talk thus ! Both Trelawney

and Odysseus the noble Greek, to whom he address

es himself, were more likely to participate in the

“indignation of a high-minded Spaniard,” so vivid

ly expressed by a high-minded Englishman in the

following sonnet:

“We can endure that he should waste our lands,

Despoil our temples, and, by sword and flame,

Return us to the dust from which we came;

Such food a tyrant’s appetite demands:

And we can brook the thought, that by his hands

Spain may be overpower'd, and he possess,

For his delight, a solemn wilderness,

whº alſº bravºliº dºi. But, when of bands

That he will break for us he dares to speak,

Of benefits, and of a future day

When our enlightened minds shall bless his sway—

Then the strain’d heart of fortitude proves weak;

Our grouns, our blushes, our pale cheeks declare

That he has power to inflict what we lack strength to bear.”

* Vol. ii. p. 241. f Vol. ii. p. 258.

t Vol. i. p. 301,–Vol. ii. p. 222, 223.

arrows, and mailed not in steel cuirasses or

chain armor, but in cork caps and cork

shirts. Nothing is so cool to the head as

cork, and by the use of cork armor, the

soldier who cannot swim has all the ad

vantage of him who can. At the head of

my swimming archers I would have aston

ished the admirers of Leander and Byron

in the Dardanelles; and I would have

proved myself a Duck worth two of the

gallant English admiral who tried in vain

to force that passage. The Sultan should

have beheld us in Stamboul, and we would

have fluttered his dovecot within the

Capi

N. I will not tempt you further. Let

us proceed to business. To what am I in

debted for the honor of this visit, Mr.

Landor 1

L. I sent you the manuscript of a new

Imaginary Conversation between Porson

and Southey.

N. A sort of abnegation of your former

one. For what purpose did you send it to

me 1

L. For your perusal. Have you read

it 1

N. I have, and I do not find it altogether

new.

L. How 2

N. I have seen some part of it in print

before.

L. Where 1

N. In a production of your own.

L. Impossible 1

N. In a rhymed lampoon printed in

London in 1836. It is called “A Satire on

Satirists, and Admonition to Detractors.”

Do you know such a thing 1

L. (.4side. Unluckily some good-na

tured friend has sent him that suppressed

pamphlet.) Yes, Mr. North; a poetical

manifesto of mine with that title was print

ed but not published.

N. No, only privately distributed among

friends. It contained some reflections on

Wordsworth.

L. It did.

N. Why did you suppress it?

L. Because i. ashamed of it. By

ron and others had anticipated me. I had

produced nothing either new or true to

damage Wordsworth.

N. Yet you have now, in this article

that you offer me, reproduced the same

stale gibes.

L. But I have kept them in salt for six

years: they will now have more flavor. I

have added some spice, too.

N. Which you found wrapt up in old

leaves of the Edinburgh Review.
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L. Not the whole of it; a part was

given to me by acquaintances of the

poet.

N. Eavesdroppers about Rydal Mount

and Trinity Lodge. It was hardly worth

your acceptance.

L. Then you refuse my article.

L. It is a rare article, Mr. Landor—a

brave caricature of many persons and

things; but, before I consent to frame it in

ebony, we must come to some understand

ing about other parts of the suppressed

pamphlet. Here it is. I find that in this

atrabilarious effusion you have treated our

selves very scurvily. At page 9 I see,

“Sooner shall Tuscan Vallambrosa lack wood,

Than Britain, Grub-street, Billingsgate, and Black

wood.”

Then there is a note at page 10: “Who

can account for the eulogies of Blackwood

on Sotheby's Homer as compared with

Pope's and Cowper's 1 Eulogy is not re

orted to be the side he lies upon, in gene

ral.” On the same page, and the next,

you say of Us, high Churchmen and high

Tories,

“Beneath the battlements of Holyrood

There never squatted a more sordid brood

Than that which now, across the clotted perch,

Crookens the claw and screams for Court and

Church.”

Then again at page 12,-

“Look behind you, look

There issues from the Treasury, dull and dry as

The leaves in winter, Gifford and Matthias.

Brighter and braver Peter Pindar started,

And ranged around him all the lighter-hearted.

When Peter Pindar sank into decline,

Up from his hole sprang Peter Porcupine.”

All which is nothing to us, but what does

it lead to 1

“Him W. . son follow'd"—

Why those dots, Mr. Landor 1

“Him W ... son follow'd, of congenial quill,

As near the dirt and no less prone to ill.

Walcot, of English heart, had English pen,

Buffoon he might be, but for hire was none ;

Nor plumed and mounted in Professor's chair

Offer'd to grin for wages at a fair.”

The rest is too foul-mouthed for repetition.

You are a man of nasty ideas, Mr. Landor.

You append a note, in which, without any

authority but common rumor, you exhibit

the learned Professor as an important con

tributor to Blackwood, especially in those

graces of delicate wit so attractive to his

subscribers. You declare, too, that we

fight under cover, and only for spite and

pay; that honester and wiser satirists were

brave, that—

“Their courteous soldiership, outshining ours,

Mounted the engine and took aim from towers;”

But that

“From putrid ditches we more safely fight,

And push our zig-zag parallels by night.”

Again, at page 19–

“The Gentleman's, the Lady's we have seen,

Now blusters forth the Blackguard's Magazine;

And (Heaven from joint-stock companies pro

tect us !)

Dustman and nightman issue their prospectus.”

L. (who has sate listening, with a broad

grin, while JMr. North was getting rather

red in the face.) Really, Mr. North, consid.

ering that you have followed the trade of a

currier for the last thirty years, you are

remarkably sensitive to any little experi

ment on your own skin. But what has my

unpublished satire to do with our present

affair

N. The answer to that question I will

borrow from the satire itself, as you choose

to term your scurrilous lampoon. Our

present affair, then, is to consider whether

Walter Savage Landor, Imaginary Conver

sation writer, in rushlight emulation of the

wax-candles that illumine our Noctes, shall

be raised, as he aspires, to the dignity of

Fellow of the Blackwood Society. In the

note at page 13 of the said lampoon, you

state that “Lord Byron declared that no

gentleman could write in Blackwood;” and

you ask, “Has this assertion been ever

disproved by experiment t” Now, Mr.

Landor, as you have thus adopted and of.

ten re-echoed Lord Byron's opinion, that

no gentleman could write in Blackwood, and

yet wish to enroll yourself among our

writers, what is the inference 1

L. That I confess myself no gentleman,

you would infer. I make no such confes

sion. I would disprove Byron's assertion,

by making the experiment.

N. You do us too much honor. Yet re

flect, Mr Landor. After the character you

have given us, would you verily seek to be

of our fraternity 1 You who have de

nounced us so grandiloquently—you who

claim credit for lofty and disinterested

principles of action 1 Recollect that you

have represented us as the worthy men who

have turned into ridicule Lamb, Keats,

Hazlitt, Coleridge—(diverse metals curi.

ously graduated 1)—all in short, who, re

cently dead, are now dividing among them

the admiration of their country. What

ever could lessen their estimation; what

ever could injure their fortune; whatever

could make their poverty more bitter;

whatever could tend to cast down their as

pirations after fame; whatever had a ten

dency to drive them to the grave which

now has opened to them, was incessantly
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brought into action against them by us

zealots for religion and laws. A more de

liberate, a more torturing murder, never

was committed, than the murder of Keats.

The chief perpetrator of his murder knew

beforehand that he could not be hanged for

it. These are your words, Mr. Landor.

L. I do not deny them.

N. And in regard to the taste of the

common public for Blackwood's Cordials,

you have said that, to those who are habit

uated to the gin-shop, the dram is suste

nance, and they feel themselves both un

comfortable and empty without the hot ex

citement. Blackwood's is really a gin-pal

ace.

L. All this I have both said and printed,

and the last sentence you have just read

from my satire is preceded by one that

you have not read. An exposure of the

impudence and falsehood of Blackwood's

.Magazine is not likely to injure its charac

ter, or diminish the number of its subscri

bers ; and in this sentence you have the se

cret of my desire to become a contributor

to Blackwood. I want a popular vehicle

to convey my censures to the world,

especially on Wordsworth. I do not pre

tend to have any love for you and your

brotherhood, Mr. North. But I dislike you

less than I do Wordsworth ; and I frankly

own to you, that the fame of that man is a

perpetual blister to my self-love.

N. Your habitual contemplation of his

merits has confused you into a notion that

they are your own, and you think him an

usurper of the laurel crown that is yours by

the divine right of genius. What an un

happy monomania | Still, your application

for redress to us is unaccountable. You

should know that we Black Foresters, law

less as you may suppose us, are Words

worth's liegemen. He is our intellectual

Chief. We call him the General We are

ever busy in promoting his fame.

L. You are always blowing hot and cold

on it, and have done so for years past.

One month you place him among the stars,

the next as low as the daisies.

N. And rightly too; for both are the

better for his presence.

L. But you alternately worship and in

sult him, as some people do their wooden

idols.

N. If you must learn the truth, then, he

has been to us, in one sense, nothing bet

ter than an unfeeling wooden idol. Some

of us have been provoked by his indiffer

ence to our powers of annoyance, and his

W. in not repaying eulogy in kind.

We have among ourselves a gander or two,

(no offence Mr. Landor,) that, forgetting

they are webfooted, pretend to a perch on

the tall bay-tree of Apollo, and, though

heavy of wing, are angry with Wordsworth

for not encouraging their awkward flights.

They, like you, accuse him of jealousy, for

sooth ! That is the reason that they are now

gabbling at his knees, now hissing at his

heels. Moreover, our caprices are not un

useful to our interests. We alternately pique

and soothe our readers by them,and so keep

our customers. As day is partitioned be

tween light and darkness, so has the public

taste as to Wordsworth been divided be

tween his reverers and the followers of the

Jeffrey heresy. After a lengthened winter,

Wordsworth's glory is now in the long

summer days; all good judgments that

lay torpid have been awakened, and the

light prevails against the darkness. But as

bats and owls, the haters of light, are ever

most restless in the season when nights

are shortest, so are purblind egotists most

uneasy when their dusky range is contrac

ted by the near approach and sustained as

cendency of genius. We now put up a

screen for the weak-sighted, now withdraw

it from stronger eyes; thus we plague and

please all parties.

L. Except Wordsworth, whose eyelids

are too tender to endure his own lustre

reflected and doubled on the focus of your

burnished brass. He dreads the fate of

Milton, “blasted with excess of light.”

N. Thank you, sir; that is an ingenious

way of accounting for Wordsworth's neg

lect of our luminous pages. Yet it rather

sounds like irony, coming from Mr. Walter

Savage Landor to the editor of “The (Not

Gentleman's) Magazine.

L. Pshaw! still harping on my Satire.

N. In that Satire you have charged

Wordsworth with having talked of South

ey's poetry, as not worth five shillings a

ream. So long as you refrained from pub

lishing this invidious imputation, even

those few among Wordsworth's friends

who knew that you had printed it, (Southey

himself among the number,) might think it

discreet to leave the calumny unregarded.

But I observe that you have renewed it, in

a somewhat aggravated form, in the Arti

cle that you now wish me to publish. You

here allege that Wordsworth represented

Southey as an author, all whose poetr

was not worth five shillings. You .#
both know that Wordsworth would not

deign to notice such an accusation.

Through good and evil report the brave

man persevered in his ascent to the moun

tain-top, without ever even turning round
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to look upon the rabble that was hooting

him from its base; and he is not likely

now to heed such a charge as this. But his

friends may now ask, on what authority it

is published 4 Was it to you, Mr. Walter

Savage Landor, whom Southey (in his

strange affection for the name of Wat) had

honored with so much kindness—to you

whose “matin-chirpings” he had so gener

ously encouraged, (as he did John Jones's

“mellower song,”)—was it to you that

Wordsworth delivered so injurious a judg

ment on the works of your patron 1 If so,

what was your reply

L. Whether it was expressed to myself

or not, is of little consequence; it has

been studiously repeated, and even printed

by others as well as by me.

JN". By whom.

L. That, too, is of no importance to the

fact.

JN'. I am thoroughly convinced that it is

no fact, and that Wordsworth never uttered

any thing like such an opinion in the sense

that you report it. He and Southey have

been constant neighbors and intimate

friends for forty years; ºthere has never

been the slightest interruption to their

friendship. Every one that knows Words.

worth is aware of his frank and fearless

openness in conversation. He has been be

set for the last half century, not only by

genuine admirers, but by the curious and

idle of all ranks, and of many nations,

and sometimes by envious and designing

listeners, who have misrepresented and dis

torted his casual expressions. Instances

of negligent and infelicitous composition are

numerous in Southey, as in most volumin

ous authors. Suppose some particular pas

sage of this kind to have been under dis

cussion, and Mr. Wordsworth to have ex

claimed, “I would not give five shillings a

ream for such poetry as that.” Southey him

self would only smile, (he had probably

heard Wordsworth express himself to the

same effect a hundred times;) but some in

sidious hearer catches at the phrase, and

reports it as Wordsworth's sweeping de

nunciation of all'the poetry that his friend

has ever written, in defiance of all the evi

dence to the contrary to be met, with, not

only in Wordsworth's every-day conversa

tion, but in his published works. There is

no man for whose genius Mr. Wordsworth

has more steadily or consistently testified

his admiration than for Southey's; there is

none for whom, and for whose character he

has evinced more affection and respect. You

* “Ilagg'd; he (Southey) call'd me; urgent to1.

My matin chirpings into mellower song.”—LANDoñ.

Wol. II. No. II. 21

and I, who have both read his works, and

walked and talked with the Old Man of the

Mountain, know that perfectly well. You

have perhaps been under his roof, at Rydal

Mount 1 I have; and over his dining-room

fireplace I observed, as hundreds of his visit.

ors must have done, five portraits—Chau

cer's, Bacon's, Spenser's, Shakspeare's, and

Milton's, in one line. On the same line is

a bust on the right of these, and a portrait

on the left; and there are no other orna

ments on that wall of the apartment. That

bust and that portrait are both of Southey,

the man whom you pretend he has so under

valued By the by, no one has been more

ardent in praise of Wordsworth than your

self.

L. You allude to the first dialogue be.

tween Southey and Porson, in Vol. i. of my

Imaginary Conversations.

JW. Not to that only, though in that dia.

logue there are sentiments much at variance

with those which you would now give out

as Porson's. For example, remember what

Porson there says of the Laodamia.

L. The most fervid expression in com

mendation of it is printed as Porson's im

properly, as the whole context shows. It

should have been Southey's.

JW. So I perceive you say in this new di

alogue; and such a mode of attempting to

turn your back on yourself, to borrow a

phrase from your friend Lord Castlereagh's

rhetoric, j}. pronounced, even by those

who do not care a bawbee about the debate,

as not only ludicrous but pitiably shabby.

Keep your seat, Mr. Landor, and keep your

temper for once in your life. Let us exam

ine into this pretended mistake in your for

mer dialogue about Laodamia. Well, as

you are up, do me the favor, sir, to mount

the ladder, and take down from yon top

shelf the first volume of your Conversations.

Up in the corner, on the left hand next the

ceiling. You see I have given you a high

place.

L. Here is the book, Mr. North; it is

covered with dust and cobwebs.

JW". The fate of classics, Mr. Landor.

They are above the reach of the house

maid, except when she brings the

Turk’s Head to bear upon them. Now let

us turn to the list of errata in this first

volume. We are directed to turn to page

52, line 4, and for sugar-bakers, read sugar

bakers' wives. I turn to the page and find

the error corrected by yourself; as are all

the press errors in these volumes, which

were presented by you to a friend. I

bought the whole set for an old song at a

sale. You see that the omitted word wives

*
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is carefully snpplied by yourself, in your

own handwriting, Mr. i. On the

same page, only five lines below this cor

rection, is the indentical passage that you

would now transfer from Porson to Southey.

Why did you not affix Porson's name to

the passage then, when you were so vigi

lantly perfecting the very page 1 Why

does no such correction appear even in the

printed list of errata ? Let us read the pas

sage. “A current of rich and bright

thoughts runs throughout the poem. Pin

dar himself would not, on that subject,

have braced of e into more nerve and fresh

mess, nor Euripides have inspired into it

more tenderness and passion.”

L. Mr. North, I repeat that that sentence

should have been printed as Southey's, not

Porson's.

JN". Yet it is quite consistent with a pre

ceding sentence which you can by no in

genuity of after-thought withdraw from

Porson; for the whole context forbids the

possibility of its transition. What does

Porson there testify of the Laodamia

That it is “a composition such as Sopho

cles might have erulted to own "-and a part

of one of its stanzas “might have been heard

with shouts of rapture in the Elysium the

poet describes.”f These expressions are

at least as ſervid as those which you would

reclaim from Porson, now that like a pet

tifogging practitioner, you want to retain

him as counsel against the most illustrious

of Southey's friends—the individual of

whom in this same dialogue you cause Sou

they to ask, “What man ever existed who

spent a more retired, a more inoffensive, a

more virtuous life, than Wordsworth, or

• Vol. i. p. 52.

+ Vol. i. p. 51. Few persons will think that Mr.

Landor's drift, which is obvious enough, could be

favored if these passages could be all shuffled over

to Mr. Southey. It would be unwise and inconsis

tent in Mr. Landor of all men to intimate that

Southey's judgment in poetry was inferior to Por

son's; for Southey has been so singular as to laud

some of Mr. Landor's, and Mr. Landor has been so

grateful as to proclaim Southey the sole critic of

modern times who has shown “a delicate perception

in poetry.” It is rash, too, in him to insinuate that

Southey's opinion could be influenced by his friend

ship; for he, the most amiable of men, was never

theless a friend of Mr. Landor also. But the only

object of this argument is to show how mal-adroitly

Mr. Landor plays at thimblerig. He lets us see him

shift the pea. As for the praise and censure con

tained in his dialogues, we have no doubt that any

one concerned willingly makes him a present of

both. It is but returning bad money to Diogenes.

It is all Mr. Landor's; and, lest there should be any

doubt about the matter, he has taken care to tell us

that he has not inserted in his dialogues a single

sentence written by, or recorded of, the persons who

are supposed to hold them.—See vol. i. p. 96, end of

note, -

who has adorned it with nobler studies 1”

—and what does Porson answer 1 “I be

lieve so ; I have always heard it; and

those who attack him with wirulence or with

levity are men of no morality and no reflec

tion.” Thus you print Wordsworth's

praise in rubric, and fix it on the walls,

and then knock your head against them.

You must have a hard skull, Mr. Landor.

L. Be civil, Mr. North, or I will brain

you.

.N. Pooh, pooh, man all your Welsh

puddles, which you call pools, wouldn’t

hold my brains. To return to your prof

fered article, there is one very ingenious

illustration in it. “Diamonds sparkle the

InOst brilliantly on heads stricken by the

alsv.
p º Yes; I flatter myself that I have there

struck out a new and beautiful, though

somewhat melancholy thought.

.N. New My gºod man, it isn't yours;

you have purloined those diamonds.

L. From whom 1

.N. From the very poet you would dis

parage—Wordsworth.

“Diamonds dart their brightest lustre

From the palsy-shaken head.”

Those lines have been in print above twenty

years.

L. An untoward coincidence of idea be

tWeen us.

.N. Both original, no doubt; only, as Puff

says in the Critic, one of you thought of it

the first, that's all. But how busy would

Wordsworth be, and how we should laugh

at him for his pains, if he were to set about

reclaiming the thousands of ideas that have

been pilfered from him, and have been made

the staple of volumes of poems, sermons, and

philosophical treatises without end He

makes no stir about such larcenies. And

what a coil have you made about that eter

nal sea-shell, which you say he stole from

you, and which, we know, is the true and

trivial cause of your hostility towards him!

L. Surely, I am an ill-used man, Mr.

North. My poetry, if not worth five shil

lings, nor thanks, nor acknowledgment, was

yet worth borrowing and putting on. I, the

* of Gebir, Mr. North—do you mark
me

.N. Yes; the author of Gebir and Gebirus

—think of that, St. Crispin and St. Cris

pinus !

Sing me the fates of Gebir, and the Nymph

Who challenged Tamar to a wrestling-match,

And on the issue pledged her precious shell.

“Above her knees she drew the robe succinct

Above her breast, and just below her arms.

* Vol. i. p. 40.
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She, rushing at him, closed,” and floor'd him flat,

And carried off the prize, a bleating sheep;

“The sheep she carried easy as a cloak,’

And left the loser blubbering from his fall,

And for his vanish'd mutton. “Nymph divine !

I cannot wait describing how she came;

My glance first lighted on her nimble feet;

Her feet resembled those long shells explored

By him who, to befriend his steed's dim sight,

Would blow the pungent powder in his eye.”

Is that receipt for horse eye-powder to be

found in White's Farriery, Mr. Landor 1

L. Perhaps not, Mr. North. Will you

cease your fooling, and allow me to pro

ceed “I,” the author of Gebir, “never

lamented when I believed it lost.” The

MS. was mislaid at my grandmother's, and

lay undiscovered for four years. “I saw it

neglected, and never complained. Southey

and Forster have since given it a place

whence men of lower stature are in vain on

tiptoe to take it down. It would have been

honester and more decorous if the writer of

certain verses had mentioned from what bar

he took his wine.”f Now, keep your ears

open, Mr. North; I will read my verses first,

and then Wordsworth's. Here they are. I

always carry a copy of them both in my

pocket Listen! *

JN". List, oh list ! I am all attention, Mr.

Landor. -

L. (reads)—

“But I have sinuous shells, of pearly hue

Within, and they that lustre have imbibed

In the sun's palace-porch, where, when unyoked,

His chariot-wheel stands midway in the wave.

Shake one, and it awakens—then apply

Its polish'd lip to your attentive ear,

And it remembers its august abodes,

And murmurs as the ocean murmurs there.”

These are lines for you, sir! They are

mine. What do you think of them 1

JN'. I think very well of them; they re

mind one of Coleridge’s “Eolian Harp.”

They are very pretty lines, Mr. Landor. I

have written some worse myself.

L. So has Wordsworth. Attend to the

echo in the Earcursion :

“I have seen

A curious child, who dwelt upon a tract

of inland ground, applying to his ear

The convolutions of a smooth-lipp'd shell,

To which, in silence hush'd, his very soul

Listen’d intensely, and his countenance soon . . .

Brighten’d with joy; for, murmuring from within,

Were heard sonorous cadences, whereby,

To his belief, the monitor express'd

Mysterious union with its native sea.”

JN'. There is certainly much resemblance

between the two passages; and, so far as

you have recited Wordsworth's, his is not

• The lines within inverted commas are Mr. Lan

dor's, without alteration.

t Mr. Landor's printed complaint, verbatim, from

his “Satire on Satirists.”

superior to yours; which very likely, too,

suggested it; though that is by no means a

sure deduction, for the thought itself is as

common as the sea-shell you describe, and,

in all probability, at least as old as the

Deluge.

L. “It is but justice to add, that this pas

sage has been the most admired of any in JMr.

Wordsworth's great poem.”

.N. Hout, tout, man! The author of the

Eaccursion could afford to spare you a thou

sand finer passages, and he would seem

none the poorer. As to the imputed pla

giarism, Wordsworth would have no doubt

have avowed it had he been conscious that

it was one, and that you could attach so

much importance to the honor of having

reminded him of a secret in conchology,

known to every old nurse in the country,

as well as to every boy or girl that ever

found a shell on the shore, or was tall

enough to reach one off a cottage-parlor

mantelpiece; but which he could apply to a

sublime and reverent purpose never dreamed

of by them or you. It is in the application

of the familiar image, that we recognise the

master-hand of the poet. He does not stop

when he has described the toy, and the effect

of air within it. The lute in Hamlet's hands

is not more philosophically dealt with.--

There is a pearl within Wordsworth's shell

which is not to be found in yours, Mr. Lan

dor. He goes on :-

“Even such a shell the universe itself

Is to the ear of Faith; and there are times,

I doubt not, when to you it doth impart

Authentic tidings of invisible things—

Of ebb and flow, and ever-during power,

And central peace subsisting at the heart

Of endless agitation.”

These are the lines of a poet, who not only

stoops to pick up a shell now and then, as

he saunters along the sea-shore, but who is

accustomed to climb to the promontory

above, and to look upon the ocean of things

“From those imaginative heights that yield

Far-stretching views into eternity.”

Do not look so fierce again, Mr. Landor.

You who are so censorious of self-compla

. in others, and indeed of all other

people's faults, real or imagined, should en

dure to have your vanity rebuked.

L. I have no vanity. I am too proud to

be vain.

JW. Proud of what 1

L. Of something beyond the comprehen

sion of a Scotchman, Mr. North—proud o

my genius.

.N. Are you so very great a genius, Mr

Landor?

* From Mr. Landor, verbatim,
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L. I am. Almighty Homer is twice far

above Troy and her towers,|. and Ju

piter. First, when Priam bends before.Achil.

les, and a second time, when the shade of

.4gamemnon speaks among the dead. That

awful spectre, called up by genius in after

time, shook the Athenian stage. That scene

was ever before me: father and daughter were

ever in my sight; I felt their looks, their

words, and again gave them form and utter

ance; and, with proud humility, I say it—

“Iam tragedian in this scene alone.

Station the Greek and Briton side by side,

And if derision be deserved—deride.”

Surely there can be no fairer method of over

turning an offensive reputation, from which

the scaffolding is not yet taken down, than by

placing against it the best passages, and most

nearly parallel, in the subject, from JEschylus

and Sophocles. To this labor the whole body

of the Scotch critics and poets are invited, and,

moreover, to add the ornaments of transla

tion.*

JY. So you are not only a match for Æs

chylus and Sophocles, but on a par with

“almighty Homer when he is far above

Olympus and Jove.” Oh! ho! ho! As

you have long since recorded that modest

opinion of yourself in print, and not been

lodged in Bedlam for it, I will not now take

upon myself to send for a straight waist

COat.

L. Is this the treatment I receive from

the Editor of Blackwood's JMagazine, in re

turn for my condescension in offering him

my assistance 1 Give me back my manu

script, sir. I was indeed a fool to come

hither. I see how it is. You Scotchmen

are all alike. We consider no part of God's

creation so cringing, so insatiable, so un

grateful as the §. nevertheless, we

see them hang together by the claws, like

bats; and they bite and scratch you to the

bone if you attempt to put an Englishman

in the midst of them.f But you shall an

swer for this usage, Mr. North: you shall

suffer for it. These two fingers have more

power than all your malice, sir, even if you

had the two houses of parliament to back

you. A pen' You shall live for it.f

JW". Fair and softly, Mr. Landor; I have

not rejected your article yet. … I am going

to be generous. Notwithstanding all your

abuse of Blackwood and his countrymen, I

consent to exhibit you to the world as a

contributor to Blackwood's Magazine; and,

in the teeth of all your recorded admiration

* This strange rhapsody is verily Mr. Landor's,

It is extracted from his “Satire on Satirists.”

t Imaginary Conversations, vol. iv. p. 283.

# Ibid. vol. i. p. 126.

of Wordsworth, I will allow you to prove

yourself towards him a more formidable

critic than Wakley, and a candidate for im

mortality with Lauder. Do you rue 1

L. Not at all. I have past the Rubicon.

JW. Is that a pun ? It is worthy of Plato.

Mr. Landor, you have been a friend of

Wordsworth. But, as he says—

“What is friendship? Do not trust her,

Nor the vows which she has made;

Diamonds dart their brightest lustre

From the palsy-shaken head.”

L. I have never professed friendship for

him.

JW. You have professed something more,

then. Let me read a short poem to you, or

at least a portion of it. It is an “Ode to

Wordsworth.”

“O, Wordsworth !

That other men should work for me

In the rich mines of poesy,

Pleases me better than the toil

Of smoothing, under harden'd hand,

With attic emery and oil,

The shining point for wisdom's wand,

Like those thou temperest 'mid the rills

Descending from thy native hills.

He who would build his ſame up high,

The rule and plummet must apply,

Nor say—I'll do what I have plann'd,

Before he try if loam or sand

Be still remaining in the place

Delved for each polish'd pillar's base.

With skilful eye and fit device

Thou raisest every edifice:

Whether in shelter'd vale it stand,

Or overlook the Dardan strand,

Amid those cypresses that mourn

Laodamia's love forlorn.”

Four of the brightest intellects that ever

adorned any age or country are then named,

and a fifth, who, though not equal to the

least of them, is not unworthy of their com

pany; and what follows 7

“I wish them every joy above

That highly blessed spirits prove,

Save one, and that too shall be theirs,

But after many rolling years,

When 'mid their light thy Light APPEARs.”

Here are Chaucer, Shakspeare, Milton,

Spenser, Dryden too,” all in bliss above,

yet not to be perfectly blest till the arrival

of Wordsworth among them! Who wrote

that, Mr. Landor 7

L. I did, Mr. North. .

JN. Sir, I accept your article. It shall be

published in Blackwood's Magazine. Good

morning, sir.

L. Good day, sir. Let me request your

particular attention to the correction of the

press. (Landor retires.)

* Whom Mr. L., who is the most capricious as

well as the most arrogant of censors, sometimes
takes into favor.
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.N. He is gone! Incomparable Savage!

I cannot more effectually retaliate upon him

for all his invectives against us than by ad

mitting his gossiping trash into the Maga

zine. No part of the dialogue will be mis

taken for Southey's; nor even for Porson's

inspirations from the brandy-bottle. All the

honor due to the author will be exclusively

Mr. Walter Savage Landor's; and, as it is

certainly “not worth five shillings,” no one

will think it “worth borrowing or putting

on.”

LINES.

Written upon seeing Mulcany’s Picture of “First Love” in the

Irisk ibition of Paintings June, 1842.

From the Dublin University Magazine.

Aygaze upon her face, impassion'd boy,

In its sweet bashfulness and timid joy!

Thine is a truthful homage, free from art,

The earnest worship of an untaught heart!

Nought throughout after-life thy sight shall bless

One-thousandth part so rich in loveliness,

As that young peasant girl so simply fair,
With her unsandaled feet and braided hair.

Boyhood will fleet away—the hour will come

When for the haunts of men thou'lt leave thy.home;

Yet of will memory turn so fondly still

To that companion dear and lonely hill.

And years will pass, till dim as some sweet dream

The vision of thy early days will seem;

But never, never quite from out thy heart

Will the low echo of her voice depart.

And thou may'st love again—ay, passionately,

And past expression dear thy idol be;

But the First Love of Youth's a sacred thing,

A fragant flower which knows no second Spring 1

Thus mused I, as I gazed with spell-bound eyes,

And bless'd the “Art that can immortalize?”

Elizabeth Auchinleck.

The Prince of Wales' Household.—The public

will see with infinite satisfaction that the Prince of

Wales is about to have a separate household. Some

have imagined that a baby-house is alluded to, but

we have ascertained that such is not the case, and

the following may be relied on as being as accurate

a list as it is possibleto obtain of the projected estab
lishment:—

Master of the Rocking Horse.

Comptroller of the Juvenile Vagaries

Sugar Stick in Waiting.

Captain of the (Tin) Guard.

Black Rod in ordinary.

Master of the Trap Ordnance.

Clerk of the Pea Shooter.

Assistant Battledore.

Lord Privy huttlecock.

Quartermaster-General of the Oranges.

It is not yet decided by whom these offices are to

be filled, but there is no doubt His Royal Highness

will manifest considerable discretion in making the

appointments for the “separate household” which

has been so properly assigned to him.—Charivari.

REMINISCENCES OF MEN AND THINGS.

BY ONE WHO HAS A GOOD MEMORY.

THE HISTORY AND MYSTERY OF ST. SIMONIANISM.

From Fraser's Magazine.

Those were brilliant but meteoric pas

sages in the life of Saint Simonianism, when

at Paris a gentleman, yelept “Rodrigues,”

a philosopher, named “Enfantin,” and a

dashing blood, rejoicing in the title of “Mi

chel Chevalier,” first resolved to take care

of ladies' properties, and to expend both

capital and interest with great discretion, to

establish equality of rights, as well as

equality of domains, and to send out mis

sionaries well steeped with the best black

coffee, and appropriate liqueurs, to found a

new system of morals and virtue! The Paris

revolution of 1830 “had left so much to be

desired;” the Belgian repetition had so sig

nally failed: theÉ. disasters had added

so much of misery to those who were be

fore enslaved; and Spain had been so over

thrown even by the beginning of a war

which bade fair to occupy her for the next

ten years, that Rodrigues, Enfantin, and

Chevalier, got weary of politics, and betook

them to religion. Not Christianity, and

not Judaism—not Mahometanism, and not

Paganism exactly—but to St. Simonianism

and polygamy. Don’t be startled, ladies—

don't be startled! You may read on. There's

nothing wrong intended. It is not an affair

of the heart—only of the pocket. A new

sort of polygamy Low frocks 1–Yes.

Blue sashes 1—Yes. Wives disgusted with

their husbands 1–Yes. Women wearied

with the trammels of matrimony, and re

solved to rid themselves of them 4–Yes.

But still all platonic love. No kissing—no

squeezing of the hand—no gentle pressure,

no sighs, no tears—nothing but philosophy,

poetry, and Bordeaux, “Cotelettes a la min

ute,” Champagne frappé, “an epigram of

lamb with asparagus points,” and a “petit

verre” of , what you like—from Ro

solio to Curaçoa, or from Kerschenwasser

to the merry old Gold Water. Dear charm

ing creatures they were, too ! Rather anti

quated if you will ; rather pedantic, of

course; rather bothering after dinner with

their philosophy; and rather troublesome

with their blue-stockingry. But what cared

Rodrigues for this 1 And as to Père Enfan

tin and Michel Chevalier, they chuckled like

jolly old monks over Chambertin and Clos

Vougeot, and the only prayer they uttered

was, “Send us more wives '''

As I am fearful this introductory matter

may be more amusing than instructive, un

less supplied with a passing explanation, I
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must here indulge myself and my readers

with the pleasure and benefit of a paren

thesis. Be it known, then, that once upon

a time there lived a man of whom the world

might say, that the term saint when applied

to him, was the least appropriate ever be

stowed on any living or departed mortal,

and yet to this day he is called Saint Simon.

Now Mister Saint Simon, or St. Simon,

Esq., for both are equally applicable and

appropriate, entertained peculiar notions as

to “communion of goods,” or the truly feli

citous arrangement of this world's property

by way of partnership, so that he who had

the advantage of possessing something

should share it with him, or her (as the case

may be), who had the privilege of possess

ing—nothing! Thus, if I had the misſor

tune of possessing £20,000 (I meant pence)

and my brethren had the happiness of pos

sessing not quite a five-pound note, the sys

tem of Saint Simon was this, that we

should put both sums into a hat, shake the

hat well, and spend it together. Now, as

the success of all such plans for the amelio

ration of the condition of our species, must

depend a great deal upon the persuasive

powers of one party, and the mesmerised,

or submissive and docile powers of the

sleeping party, it follows, of course, that

the best talker has the greatest chance of

success, and that those who can prove black

to be crimson, and small beer to be pale

brandy, must decidedly come off the con

querors. Well, then, Rodrigues, Enſantin,

and Chevalier, were three very powerful

men of this description of moral calibre,

and they resolved to carry into action the

principle of Saint Simon, that “the commu

nion of goods” was the only real way of ter

minating all the discord which existed in

the world, and of making men, and women

too, virtuous and happy.

When this holy and patriotic determina

tion first entered the minds of the three

emancipators of their species in question, it

is but fair to say that they were by no means

disagreeable and awkward companions.

Few men could look better with a long black

beard, a bare throat, a Roman gown, and a

broad girdle with the word “Père” inscribed

on it, than the Saint Enfantin. And when

surrounded by a troop of other men's wives,

who had left their husbands and their chil

dren, with their own private fortunes in their

pockets, to receive from his lips the instruc

tion, and listen to the dogmas of the depart

ed Saint Simon, as recorded in his works, he

had the air of a mighty prophet, who had

descended from a land of heroes or of sages,

to change society, or to subvert the world.

The ladies—at least on state occasions, and

I was admitted to no others—wore white

robes as indications of their purity, very

low bodies as proofs of their chastity, no

ornaments as demonstrations of their hav

ing placed all in the common treasury, and

sat at the feet of the “Père” on the ground,

or on very low ottomans, whilst he listened

to their artless tales of their former lives,

when, enthralled by the chains of matrimo

ny, they absurdly and impiously imagined

that they were fulfilling the high destinies

to which their degraded and noble sex had

been destined by heaven, by nature, and by

ST. SIMON | |

The first time I saw MichEL CHEvalier

he was introduced to me as the author of a

very spirited and lively pamphlet, “On the

best mode of tying a Cravat!” He was gay,

smiling, jocular, light-eyed, light-haired,ex

ceedingly well dressed, and just the sort of

man to be the greatest possible favorite at

a gipsey-party. At dinner he was sedulous,

smart, and smirking. At dessert he was

philosophical, romantic, or profound. At

the piano he was admirable. But at coffee

—yes, at coffee, he was prodigious !! They

say (that is some Baptist biographer) that

the late great Robert Hall used to drink

from sixteen to thirty-two cups of strong

tea per evening. Very likely, though we

should have preferred counting them to

taking other people's arithmetic for grant

ed; but again we say, very likely. Still

what was Robert Hall and his thirty-two

cups of gunpowder or twankay to Michel

Chevalier and his pipkins of coffee Never

mind; the more he drank, the more he sung,

danced, played, laughed, and punned; and

by the time he was at his sixty-fourth pip

kin, he really beat Theodore Hook hollow.

Ah! little did I think at that moment that

that very Michel would hereafter become one

of the regenerators of the world ! I remem

ber I met him at the house of an English

gentleman in Paris, famed for good dinners

and bad French, for excellent wines, and

plenty of them, and for giving “frogs” to

Frenchmen as great rarities, and so, in

truth, they were, for spite of the English

mistake to the contrary, I never saw in my

life any arrangement of frogs, either in

soups, or ragouts, pies, roasted, boiled, fried,

or stewed, at the table of a French gentle

man. However, so it was; delighted we met,

and charmed we parted ; he thinking me a

very good fellow, and I fully resolved al

ways to tie my cravat after his fashion.

The next time I caught a glimpse of the

small eyes of my former acquaintance Mi

chel—gracious heavens ! he had become a
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moral philosopher and a social reformer

He had associated himself with Rodrigues,

Enfantin, and a host of minor stars, all

beaming their very best, and all leagued to

f." to persuade mankind, but particu

arly womankind, to associate together,

F. their fortunes in a common bank, live

appily, and die joyously, by following the

maxims of the dear departed Mr. Saint

Simon.

It would have been impossible for any

men to have selected a more appropriate

moment for making this experiment than

that chosen by this “band of deliverers.”

Society in France was broken up into frac

tions; every new theory was received with

rapture; the revolutionists had gained so

little by their revolutions, and the lads of

the Polytechnic, the law and the medical

schools, were so much the leaders of the

unsettled and the visionary, that women's

heads were turned, as well as those of the

sterner sex, and “liberty forever”—meaning

the liberty for every one, both male and fe

male, doing that which seemed good or evil

in his or her own eyes—was the cry which

met you in nearly every circle of the French

metropolis.

Here and there, indeed, it was different.

The Legitimists looked on scornfully and

scoffingly. The “justemilieu” strove to

keep altogether by an increased police,

quadrupled troops, and an enormous display

of national guards. But society at large

was in a state of dissolution, and the words

of Casimir Perier still vibrate on my ears,

“Monsieur, il n'y a plusº

rien;” or in other words, “Every thing

has gone to nothing !” And really this

was the case. The philosophers of 1832

debated every thing, disputed every thing,

denied every thing. They were not quite

sure that they existed; and as to govern

ments, they vowed they should all be

speedily destroyed.

So the moment was well chosen by Rod

rigues, Enfantin, and Chevalier, for inculca.

ting new dogmas, or for enforcing old

ones, and they added to their effrontery,

zeal; and to their zeal, sarcasm; and to

their sarcasm, abuse; so that those who

opposed them were ridiculed as belonging

to the old-fashioned school, the antiquated,

before-the-deluge tribe, of “husbands and

wives, and all that sort of thing.” The

tact of these three moral heroes consisted

in this, that knowing perfectly well that

they addressed themselves to a carnal, sen

. pleasure-loving people, their new re

ligion was precisely the reverse of morti

fication, privations, fasting, sackcloth or

penitence. They knew quite well that

monasteries and nunneries on the old-estab

lished principles would never do in France,

and that for “religious houses” or “social

establishments” to become popular, they

must give good dinners, bumpers of wine

both at meeting and parting, and myst keep

late hours both ſor waltzing, gallopading,

and quadrilling. But how was this to raise

the dignity of woman 1. How was this to

place her on an equality with man in the

scale of moral elevation ? This was a puz

zler to the mere novices in Saint Simonian

ism ; but when Enfantin lectured, and

Chevalier discoursed of “physics” of the

highest class, it was made apparent to all

that the coffee, chocolate, déjeúners à la

fourchette, liqueurs, desserts, dinners, ban

quets, balls, soirées, and musical and the

atrical entertainments, were only accompa

niments to the system of dissolving matri

monial alliances, and placing society on a

different footing ! “Look at the present

state of marriage life in France,” exclaim

ed Enfantin in one of his moments of ex

citement and eloquence, “and what do we

see 1 Marriages of convenance. Fathers

and mothers engaged in selling their chil

dren's happiness for the sake of a connex

ion with a wealthier or a titled family;

young girls allied to old men ; young men

tied to the apron-strings of some elderly

spinsters from sixty-five to seventy; igno

rant men, because wealthy, conducting

blue-stocking ladies to the altar of Hymen

and patronized by their literary wives ;

stupid and frivolous women, possessed of

large fortunes, married to men who stand

high in science, simply because the money

of the former was necessary to the per

sonal standing of the latter; wives openly

avowing they have lovers, and husbands

making no secret that they have mistresses.

Do we not know, besides all this, that di

vorce not being permitted in France, the

most immoral and degrading, false and

hypocritical alliances are maintained,

though the best feelings of human nature

repudiate them 1 Are not illegitimate chil

dren born to husbands in wedlock 2 And

can a man have any confidence in the legit

imacy of those, who yet call him their

father 1 Is not this state of things as

common to our provinces as it is to our

capital, till at last marriage has become a

crime, instead of a sacrament, and the

source of innumerable woes, instead of

pure and sublime joy 1 Tell me not, then,

that our system is immoral It is yours

that is immoral, you who encourage this

state of things by defending the system,
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and by reproaching us who seek to raise

the moral dignity of the sex"

The disciples, the movitiates, the sisters,

all looked amazed at this picture of the

awful state of society as it was in France,

and seemed to wonder how I could get out

of the difficulty in which this oration must

have placed me. I remember, however,

I only felt dismayed at the reflection that

there stood a man, with a giant mind, who

had ably and truly depicted the state of

society in his country, and yet who had

the temerity and the power to cause it to

be believed that the condition in which

married persons existed in France was to be

changed, amended, improved—by what 1

By nothing short of the cohabitation, with

out marriage, of the sexes. I know very

well that he succeeded in convincing many

ladies who had small properties wholly

settled on them, and quite independent of

their husbands, that it was very wicked in

deed, and most repugnant to the laws of

nature and Saint Simon, to live together if

you did not love each other; and many of

these silly ones left husbands, homes, chil

dren, relatives, all—in order to enter the

Saint Simonian establishment in the Rue

de JMonsigny.

The first time I ever entered that well

fitted-up, stylish, taking establishment, in

order to examine its arrangements and

take notes for my future lucubrations on

the subject, was one fine spring morning.

The Père (Enfantin) was invisible ! He

was engaged in his study. I pleaded for

admission. His room was enveloped in a

dim religious light. The sun shone but ob

scurely through ground glass darkly col

ored, and hei. a most handsome and

heart-winning fellow. He rose to receive

me, and we had a few minutes conversa

tion. “The awful state of society in Eng

land” was the subject to which he was di

recting his attention, and “he hoped also,

there to effect a large and vigorous re

form " I fancy I smiled incredulity, for

he replied rather petulantly, but still with

some point, and asked me how it was pos

sible for man to progress, and society to

advance, whilst bound down by the chains

of deplorable and blighted usages, ceremo

nies, and superstitions 1 I asked him his

remedy. He gave me some pamphlets.

I knew all they said beforehand, for I had

read the then Globe of France, and had

studied the works of Mr. Saint Simon. I

endeavored to make him feel that immoral

ity was not to be cured by vice, nor hy

pocrisy by a violation of the command

ments. #. smiled in return. He evident

ly thought me an antediluvian sort of per

son to refer to the commandments. He

thought highly of Moses, and still more so

of Jesus; and he was of opinion that Ma

homet was an extraordinary man; but as

for Saint Simon and himself, and himself

and Saint Simon, they were the ne plus

ultras of every thing. So I left him and

visited the second father—the father in

miniature—Michel Chevalier. I don't

know how it was, but so it was, I never

could see Michel without laughing. He

sought to be grave, he endeavored to en

gage me in controversy, he laid before me

the moral wonders of their immoral

scheme, and he even worked himself up to

the belief, that he who had written an able

pamphlet on the best mode of tying a cra

vat, might likewise be destined to emanci

pate the world ! But, though he believed

this himself, he perceived that the pamph

let and the cravat always stuck in my throat,

and that I was not to be converted to Saint

Simonianism.

The last time I entered the doors of the

Saint Simoniacal establishment of the Rue

de Monsigny was to see how matters were

conducted at a Saint Simonian ball. Well,

I found plenty of lights, a vast number of

young and old men, stewards, with canes

most exquisitely adorned, and with gloves

which fitted so tight that I quite trembled

for the fingers to which they appeared to

have been attached, or affixed, by machine

ry; and I saw the “father” and the

“brethren” of this anti-monastic incorpo

ration exceedingly sedulous in their atten

tions to divers ladies, who were reported

“to have had money,” and to be “extreme

ly unhappy in their matrimonial engage

ments and spheres;” to be perfectly just to

the base, or to the calumniated, husbands,

I will not pretend to say which. The la

dies in question were by no means hand

some, pretty, or even passable, but they

had the “quoi,” which the French love bet.

ter than any thing else—that “quoi” being

ready money, and a wish to part with it.

The ladies aforesaid were sitting on a sort

of gently rising platform, but very close to

the ground, and all of them wore white

frocks (not gowns), blue sashes (not cein

tures, but sashes tied behind with a bow),

white stockings, white frilled drawers with

exquisitely beautiful lace round close to

the feet, and, finally, black satin slippers,

made by that prince of cordoniers, Mel

notte, of the Rue de la Paix. In the cem

tre stood ENFANTIN, dressed in the costume

of the “Père,” in which the tri-colored

emblems of France were tastefully display
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ed, and which evidently formed a subject

of contemplation to the satellites which

surrounded him. “Is he not handsome 1”

asked Chevalier, with anxiety and interest.

“Indeed he is,” I replied: “what a pity he

should lose his time, and squander away his

fine faculties and taste, in such humbug as

this ſ” Michel was never angry, for a bet

ter-tempered man could not exist; and yet

he was not quite pleased with me. Enfan

tin looked about and around with evident

pleasure. Gaping hundreds of the élite

of Paris society, attended at this ball. All

eyes were directed to him. Some shook

their heads very knowingly, and said, “It

was a revolution in itself.” Others looked

objectively, and thought “it would either

end in smoke, or become something of im

mense importance.” A few men of the

last century recalled to my recollection in

one of the corners of the vast salle some

of the conceits and follies of the first rev

olution; whilst refreshments of every de

scription, in the utmost profusion, were

served up on costly plate or magnificent

china. What a splash! Louis Philippe

himself could not have offered a more

splendid banquet.

“But the best of things will pass,” and

pleasure is fleeting, and joys are flitting. So

it was with Saint Simonianism. The wines

and the lights, the punch and the flowers,

the viands and the frocks, had all to be paid

for; and the old saying about emptying the

barrel if meal be always taken out and never

put in, was at last realized in this hospice for

the unhappy. Rodrigues, who had attempt

ed a loan from the public, had failed in his

beneficent undertaking ! The ladies who

were miserable in their married lives, and

who had ready money, and plenty of it to

spare, were not quite so numerous as this

immortal trio had anticipated ; and, conse

quently, they did not arrive in such numbers

to pour their contributions of goods and

chattels, lands and tenements, into the

common treasury, as was really anticipated.

So the meal-box got empty, the ladies trou

blesome and vexatious ; and, one fine morn

ing, it was unanimously resolved by the

male portion of the establishment, to “cut

the fair sex,” and turn monks! The ladies

wanted their money back, but it was gone !

The gentlemen had their hearts restored to

them without any difficulty The police

were referred to, but all had been done quite

legally ; and the wives who had abandoned

their homes for philosophy, and the dignity

of their own sex, found, to their cost, that

they also “had paid too much for their

whistle.”

One morn I missed them from the Rue Monsigny,

The father and the brethren all had flown.

What had become of them 1–They had re

tired to their hermitage. Where was that ?

—Just half a mile outside the Barrier of the

Rue Ménilmontant. The curaçoa had all

been drank, the wine had all been absorbed,

truffled turkeys had been eaten, and Chevet

and Corcellet (the suppliers of these condi

ments) had not been paid. But still some

of these reformers of their species were

resolved on continuing in solitude and si

lence their beneficent career, hoping for

better times, and anticipating future renown.

There was but one impediment in the way

of their becoming monks or hermits, at

least but one very formidable obstacle, and

that was—they had no beards. What was

to be done?—Retire to Ménilmontant Cul

tivate botany, cabbages, and their beards!

Addict themselves to their studies, and to

agricultural and horticultural pursuits, and

not show themselves in public, except to the

few surrounding and struggling villagers,

until their beards should look worthy of the

followers of the immortal Mr. St. Simon.

Now it must not be thought that I am

burlesquing or libelling these reformers,

when I say, that this was the real plan—the

bond fide plan—pursued; and that the Saint

Simonians, with Enfantin and Chevalier at

their heads, turned diggers, hoers, and

rakers, in the gardens of Ménilmontant.

There, sighing over pleasures “never to

return,” and over prospects which were full

of clouds, darkness, and bitterness, they

cultivated their beards and potatoes, ex

cluded the fair sex altogether, made their

own beds, washed their own linen, cobbled

their own shoes, and cooked their own din

ners; which dinners, albeit, were somewhat

different to those which were the themes of

universal praise when they tabernacled in

the Rue Monsigny.

The last time I ever saw the Saint Simo

nians as a body was at this very establish

ment at Ménilmontant. They had hired a

very large and antiquated building. The

gardens were extensive, and digging was

in request. The beards were sprouting.

Some had grown into really respectable

crops, but others had refused to put forth

in to any thing like luxuriance. Michel had

kept up his spirits, and preserved all his

archness and humor. He did not tie his

cravat as well as formerly, and evidently his

clothes had seen better days. As to Enfantin,

he was invisible, and was preparing for the

“sauve qui peut.”

That “sauve qui peut” at last arrived;

for the police began to be pestered with
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complaints, the creditors became absurdly

anxious to be paid their debts, the disciples
found that

“House was gone and money spent,”

and yet that they had not increased their

learning, in exchange for their good ócus,

and so a possé of police constables finished

the whole matter under and by virtue of

some law of “Fructidor” and “Germinal,”

or something else, which had as much to do

with the subject as “pine-apple punch”

forms any part of the controversy respecting

the “Elgin marbles;” and, in one word, St.

Simonianism was driven into the streets like

a common road mendicant, and left to starve

and die on the roadside—What a dénoît

ment /

But stay, wondering reader, I have yet

something better in store. Louis Philippe

knew that such men as Enfantin and Cheva

lier would be sure to do much harm at

home, unless employed abroad; and so

these two former students of the Polytech

nic School were employed by the French

government in the north of Africa, and in

Asia, to make maps, plans, charts; to exa

mine soil, strata, mountains ; to look at

the Nile; to go to North America, and study

man in the United States, and finally to re

turn to the land of their birth ; and, whilst

Chevalier is one of the editors of the Jour

nal des Débats, a maitre de requêtes to the

Council of State, and has published some

admirable books on America and on science,

approved and patronized by the govern

ment; Enfantin has returned from his voy

ages and tours in the Holy Land, and has,

within the last month, published a report on

Algeria which has nearly driven the French

to distraction ; since his facts, figures, and

documents, are all most triumphant against

the system so popular in France of African

colonization. Enfantin and Chevalier are

now comparatively wealthy men; and Louis

Philippe has not in all his domains two sub

jects more devoted to himself and his gov

ernment than these two leaders of Ex-Saint

Simonianism

Does not this read very like a romance 1

Yet every line and word of it is correct to

the letter. We talk of the marvels of the

age of chivalry ! Why, they are nothing

to our own ; as my next Reminiscences will

still more fully develope

VALUABLE MANUscript.—A bibliophile is stated

to have been recently found in an old farm-house

near Annonay, a valuable MS. of the rough copy

of the .dphorismes d’ Hippocrate, by Marc Antoine

Gaiot, of Annonay, which work was published by

him in Greek, Hebrew, and Latin, in 1647. Gaiot

was professor of Hebrew at Rome for a long pe.

riod. Lit. Guzette.

THE ZANTFOTE BRIDE.

BY ELIZABETH AUCIIINLECE.

From the Dublin University Magazine.

“And will my father have me wed

This haughty lord,” Zurelli said—

“And mother, must 1 leave thy side,

To be this English stranger's brae
Ah! can my once fond Father part w

For gold the darling of his heart,

And make me break the true-love plight

That I but pledg'd on yesternight,

Can paltry gain work all this wo,

Ah! speak my mother—is it so *"

“It is. Thy hand is pledg'd, my girl,

To England's noblest, brightest earl,

He, wandering to our lonely isle,

Heard praises of thy beauty's smile;

And yestereve, upon yon green,

Enchanted by that beauty's sheen,

Wow'd to disdain both birth and pride,

And seek and win thee for his bride.

—Nay, cling not to me thus, my child,

Thy father on De Courcy smiled,

And I–oh gaze not on me now,

With that sad eye and earnest brow ;

They wring my soul to agony—

Yet I have sworn—and it must be '

Mark'd you no noble in the dance

With lofty mien and eagle glance;

Did one not breathe fond words to thee,

Needless I ween re-told by me,

And did not my Zurelli's eye,

With joy to the long gaze reply,

That dwelt on her admiringly "

“Yes, mother, there indeed was one

Peerless amid that village throng :

Guiseppe's was that matchless face,

Guiseppe's was that form of grace.

I marked his eye, so gently blue,

Seek mine, and his alone I knew.

Yes, breathings fond my bosom stirred,

It was Guiseppe's voice l heard;

And his the plight, and his the vow,

That binds my willing spirit now.

Mother, forgive thine own poor girl,

I cannot wed this stranger earl;

What though they say his form and face

Are bright with manly beauty's grace,

And broad and rich his fair lands be,

In yon cold isle beyond the sea ;

I cannot leave my childhood's home,

From kindred and from friends to roam ;

I cannot from my dear sire part,

I cannot wring Guiseppe's heart.

Alas! for my poor beauty's smile,

That won the stranger to our isle !

Surely within his native land

Full many a dame with jewell'd hand,

And noble form and brow of pride,

Would gladly be De Courcy's bride;

How can a lowly maid like me

Be fitting choice for such as he 3"

“By Heaven, (her father sternly cried,)

Zurelli thou shalt be his bride,

Ay, even before the setting sun

His course in yon red sky has run ;

Before he stoops his brow to lave

Beneath the dark blue western wave,

As surely as yon heaving tide

By evening's setting sun is dyed,

Thou shalt be Lord De Courcy's bride.”

“Alas! my father—is it so,

And must thy poor Zurelli go 3
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And canst thou cast me from thy heart,

And wilt thou from thy darling part 3

Ah! can thy once so gentle eye

Look tearless on mine agony

And must I leave fair Zante's shore,

Nor look upon its beauties more,

And bid a long, a last farewell

To every shady Linden dell ?

And to the purple vineyard's shade

Where with Guiseppe I have strayed,

And that lone fragrant citron grove,

Where first I heard his tale of love 3

Ah! who will tend my favorite flowers

Within my pleasant garden bowers,

Or gently lead to greenest dell,

Each morn my beautiful gazelle,

Or watch while o'er the flowery slope

Bounds lightly my swift antelope.

Ah! doubly dear, since mine no more,

Seem all I little prized before :

Yet hear me, father, hear me on,

Who, when thy own Zurelli's gone,

Will climb with thee the pasture-steep,

To help thee tend our gentle sheep;

Or train the truant vine with thee,

Or pluck the pod from cotton tree,

Cull the ripe currant clusters dark,

And fill with fragrant fruit thy bark;

And when thy spirit seeks repose

At peaceful evening's welcome close,

Ah! who will cheer thy wearied soul

With gay guitar and barcarole,

Or keeping time to merry song,

Bound with the castanet along

The happiest of the laughing throng "

“No more, no more,” her father cried—

“That thou shalt be De Courcy's bride

I've sworn before our Lady's shrine,

And shall I break this oath of mine !

Go, wayward girl—in haste begone,

Thy bridal robe and wreath to don.”

* # + # #

Before her mirror sat the bride,

And ſond ones decked with eager pride,

The tresses of the weeping girl

With costly gem and orient pearl,

De Courcy's gifts, each peari and gem,

Worthy a princes's diadem ;

While each fair maid extolled the grace

Of Lord De Courcy's form and face,

And kissed Zurelli's tears away,

And bid her hail her bridal day.

She turned with sickening soul away

From flashing gem, and rich array,

And, “deck with this pale rose,” she said,

“Your wretched victim's blighted head:

Would it adorned me for my grave

The last, last gift Guiseppe gave,

Just as we parted yesternight,

Beneath the softened moonbeam's light.

—Yet no—I must not cherish now

A gift of his—look on my brow :

The purchase of my faith is there,

The band that links me to despair.

Ah! fatal pride that bids my sire

Such honors for his child desire

Guiseppe 1 thou whose name has been

The music of Love's passing dream,

Be thou forgotten—all is past,

So bright—so sweet—how could it last 1

And yet how shall I teach my heart—

From all its cherished love to part,

From that one passion which could fling

Beauty o'er every earthly thing :

For not a leaf or flower or tree

But told of happiness to me;

A bliss pervaded earth and sky,

If his beloved form was nigh,

Joy, Light, and Hope were where he moved—

So has this trusting bosom loved

And say—oh say, when all is past,

That still I loved him to the last !”

The dark lengths of her glossy hair

Are braided now with nicest care;

The wreath of orange-blossoms now

Is placed upon her death-cold brow,

On her fair neck the gems are hung,

The snowy veil around her flung,

The maidens gaze with tearful pride—

Their work is done—lead forth the bride :

She gazed upon the waning sun,

His shining course was nearly run,

And varied tints stole o'er the sky

Of rosy light, and purple dye,

And lo! the western waters glow,

Burned where he dipt his radiant brow!

“Father—oh hear me still—once more

Ere yet all hope is wholly o'er

Remember that my maiden vow

Is not my own to offer now.

This is no time for bashful pride ;

The maid forsworn, the perjured bride,

Must nerve her faltering tongue to speak,

Ay, though her bursting heart should break.

Father, I love him—love him well,

More than these trembling lips can tell.

He is the first thought day-light brings,

His name the first sound memory sings—

At night arrayed in Fancy's beams,

This is the form that haunts my dreams,

The very life-spring of my heart,

I have no thought from him apart.

And I had sworn, through future years

To share his griefs, his hopes, his fears:

Surely a record is above

Of holy vows and truthful love,

Pure was our love, and fond our vow,

In mercy, father, hear me now !",

Why does Zurelli wildly start 2

Guiseppe folds her to his heart

'Tis he, her bosom's best adored,

'Tis England's noblest, proudest lord '

White was the plume that waved on high,

Borne on his cap of Tyrian dye,

Rich was his mantle's graceful fold,

His crimson doublet slashed with gold;

The arm that round the maid was thrown

With glittering badge of honor shone,

While broidered on his ermined vest

Blazed gorgeously the noble crest

Won on a blood-red field of fame,

The sign of proud De Courcy's name.

“And cans’t thou then forgive,” he cried,

“My fond deceit—my own loved bride 3

Wandering by chance to this lone isle,

I heard of fair Zurelli's smile ;

I sought thee in thy native bower,

And ſound that never lovelier flower

'Neath English domes, or southern skies,

That charmed my heart, or blest mine eyes,

I longed to try if what is told

Of woman's love for rank or gold

Were false or true—as peasant low

I sought thy heart—the rest you know.

The simple secret well has proved,

'Tis for myself alone I'm loved ;

Oh, blissful thought ; and wilt not thou,

Zurelli, keep thy late-pledged vow,

And at yon altar's sacred shrine,

Blest by thy parents now be mine 7
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At jocund evening's peaceful hour

Sounds the low lute from glen and bower,

And still with darkly-braided hair

Throng to the dance the maidens fair;

But what is she—once happiest there

A lonely and a loveless thing,

Round whose sad heart these memories cling

With blighting clasp and deadly sting !

Mine is the dark despairing heart

From light and hope for aye apart,

Mine is the wild and wasting pain

That cannot be at rest again,

For I have loved and found it vain :

And yet, how could I deem his pride

Would brook that I, his peasant bride

Should be the gaze of scornful eyes

The theme of insolent surprise—

The mocked, perchance, of every voice,

Nor blush to own his hasty choice.

But he did love me—it may be

This wasting change began in me—

Mayhap when my De Courcy came

From tournay or from field of ſame

To tarry by my side a while,

Less bright he found Zurelli's smile—

It may be that my tear-dimmed eye

Met his, with cold unkind reply;

And thus, perchance, each saddened look

Seemed to my lord a mute rebuke.

Of late within the banquet-hall,

"Mid sounds of mirth and festival,

Where pealed the laugh from pleasure's throng,

And flowed the wine-cup and the song,

Methought at times his gentle gaze

Turned towards me as in happier days.

I felt his eye upon me dwell,

I felt my heart with triumph swell,

For many a noble dame was there

With coronet and jewelled hair ;

And many a high-born graceful girl,

With ermined robe and clasp of pearl,

And diadem and princely plume

Moved lightly round the glittering room,

While eyes that made the lamps seem dim,

Were showering all their beams on him.

And yet, 'mid all that beauty's blaze

Mine was the form could win his gaze

Then o'er his soul some change would come

To shade his brow with sudden gloom ;

Amon he'd join the dance and song,

And speed the light-winged jest along,

And smile with every lady fair

As though he was the happiest there.

Mine be the anguish now to bear

The bitterness of deep despair;

Still must I love him—still alone

Weep the bright hours for ever gone—

Still must his name for ever be

A treasure dear to memory,

"Mid all this wreck of happiness

I could not bear to love him less |

Yet there is one, who even now

Would fondly kiss my faded brow,

And lay this aching head to rest

With soothing kindness on her breast—

Does not each hour, each moment prove

That change will mark all other love?

Passion with youth and charms departs,

Time steals the truth from other hearts.

All else is mutable below,

A mother's love no change can know !

Oh for one echo of her voice

To bid my drooping soul rejoice—

Oh for my father's ſervent kiss,

Earth's purest holiest caress,

Ay, weep the dear ones whom you part,

1 could not prize a loveless heart,

And thou art fairer in thy tears,

Thy sad regrets and gentle fears,

Than when the smiles of gladness break

In beauty on thy blushing cheek.

You mourn the land you leave behind,

In mine a lovely home thoul't find,

Where every lip and heart of pride,

Shall own thee fairest, my sweet bride 1"
* * * -

+
* * *

In truth it was a princely home,

Those marble halls—that lofty dome,

The passing richness of each room,

Gorgeous with work of Persia's loom,

All made that noble dwelling seem

The fabric of some lovely dream.

Below lay terraced garden bowers,

% very wilderness of flowers.)

nd round the castle's towering pride,

The cultured lands spread far and wide.

How lovely each sequestered vale

That smiled around—each wooded dale

And breezy upland, where the deer

Went bounding by the river clear

That wound its silvery course away

By velvet lawn and mountain gray.

Yet that fair scene its charms displays

in vain to its sad mistress’ gaze,

As leaning near the lattice high,

She looks upon the evening sky,

With aching heart and vacant eye.

Never were braids of raven hair

Parted o'er brow more purely fair;

So clear in its transparent hue,

You saw each blue vein wander through.

And beautiful the pensive grace,

The dearest charm of that sweet face,

Where the pale lip and paler cheek

A tale of silent sorrow speak.

And gushing tears unbitiden rise

In the pure depths of those dark eyes.

Ah 'tis most sad to shed such tears,

While yet the weeper's young in years,

Still young—yet what an age is told

Since first the heart in grief grew old !

What may that lady's musings be 3

Of sunny eves—the murmuring sea—

Of whisperings which the soft wind made

Amid the fragant myrtle shade,

And the fresh ſall of dewy showers

On beds of springtime's earliest flowers.

“Alas!” she sighed, “my blessed isle,

Dost thou still wear as bright a smile

As when Zurelli's light foot prest

With bounding step thy verdant breast !

And are thy cool delicious bowers

As gay with thousand-tinted flowers

As when amid the grateful shade,

A happy child I blithely played 3

Yes—and the richly-plumaged bird

Still in the acacia-grove is heard,

And still my diamond-eyed gazelle

As wildly treads its native dell,

As gladly snuffs the mountain-breeze,

And browses on the almond trees,

That ope their silver buds as fair

As ever on the whispering air.

And still my little caique's sail

Flaunts idly in the fragant gale,

The while the sparkling waves below,

As brightly in the sunbeams glow,

And gem with glittering spray the oar,

Zurelli's hand shall guide no more.

º
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That fell upon my brow at even

Like to a blessing sent from Heaven.”

She paused—there was no living sound

To break the utter silence round,

Save the cool cascade's tinkling flow

That played amid the flowers below,

And twilight darkened calm and still,

O'er voiceless glen and lonely hill.

For many a day unstrung and mute

Had lain that fair girl's favorite lute,

But now her snowy hand she flings

Idly across those glittering strings.

"Twas memory's music . How that tone

Brought thoughts of honrs for ever gone—

Ah! wherefore can she only raise

The well-known song of others days?

Tears gush anew at that sweet lay,

She turns, and casts the lute away.

Alas, she sighed, how heavily

The long, long day has wearied by

Its lonely hours at last are gone,

And night with solemn step comes on,

But not to me the morning light

Brings joy, or calm repose the night!

My aching eyes gaze sadly round

On gilded roof, and marble ground,

While shuddering at the deepening gloom

I wander through each stately room,

And start as on the mirrored walls

My shadowy image dimly falls.

Still faster fades the evening light—

Oh will De Courcy come to night !”

But hark to the impatient fall

Of footsteps through the echoing hall.

“My first, best loved,” a low voice cried,

Her lord kneels by Zurelli's side :

He parted back her clustering hair,

Gazed on that face so passing ſair,

And wildly kissed her dewy cheek,

“Zurelli, dearest, loveliest, speak |

If I was ever loved by thee,

Oh, listen now, and pardon me—

Let not De Courcy sue in vain,

To see Zurelli smile again '"

An idle task I ween 'twould be

To trace that truant's history:

Too often has the tale been told,

Of broken vows and hearts grown cold.

Sadly he spoke—Zurelli heard,

And woman's pride within her stirred.

She turned away her tear-dimmed face,

And sought to shun his warm embrace.

Then as the idol of past days

Rose to her faithful memory's gaze,

And as upon her softened soul

Those pleading accents sweetly stole,

She hid her brow upon his breast,

And felt that she again was blest

'Twas eve—the parting sunbeams dyed

With crimson glow the waveless tide,

And gently kissed with blushing smiles

The shores of Grecia's gem-like isles, .

While all around on earth and sky

Was spread the glorious radiancy.

Impelled by many a rapid oar,
A light barque neared the lovely shore,

With throbbing heart upon the prow

Zurelli stood—her cheek's deep glow

Burned brighter as she turned her eye

Upon the “blue delicious sky,”

And saw the evening's sunbeams rest

Upon her native Zante's breast,

And listened as the tinkling bells

Chimed blithely from the pasture dells.

While from the Ilex grove was heard

The song of many a bright-winged bird.

Sadly De Courcy leaned apart—

Remorse was busy at his heart

He thought of that fair bridal hour

When from her lowly cottage bower

With all a lover's rapturous pride

He bore his newly-plighted bride—

Ah, ill had he her trust repaid,

By blighted hopes and faith betrayed

He did not move, he dared not speak—

He watched her burning lip and cheek;

He saw how wildly her dark eye

Flashed as she fixed it on the sky, |
He shuddered at its brilliancy,

As looked she on the evening ray,

And gazed her very soul away.

“My own Ionia " I have seen

Once more thy hills of grateful green,

Have seen thy sky's unrivalled hue

Of golden glow, and cloudless blue;

How have I pined to look again

On each loved path, and mossy glen; a

Ply, boatmen, ply the rapid oar,

Oh, let me touch my blessed shore—

Yet, 'tis too late—Life's silver cord

Is loosed, and now my heart's*}
(Gently she turned towards her lord,

And whispered with a seraph's smile,

“Lay me at rest in mine own isle.”

He clasped her in his wild embrace,

He gazed upon her changing face,

And kissed in agony her brow—

Oh never seemed she dear as now !

While closer to his breast she clung

And blest him in her native tongue ;

Once, and but once, her waning eye

Turned to her loved Ionian sky,

Then fixed upon the face of him

Who o'er her bent—that gaze grew dim,

A smile upon her pale lips shone,

“De Courcy—Mother,” was she gone 3

They bent to catch another breath,

And started—for they looked on Death

*
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GISQUET’S MEMOIRS.

From the Dublin University Magazine.

.Mémoires de JM. Gisquet, ancien préfet de

police. Ecrits par lui-même. Bruxelles,

1841.

Disclosures, we confess, we have no

great fancy for—“ revelations” are to us

not, only offensive, but dull; and with if

possible a more decided distaste, we repudi

ate the prolix apologies of a perfunct offi

cial, who seeks, by throwing open the ledg

ers of his iniquitous craft, to beget an in

terest in deceit, chicanery, and espionage,

because of its ingenuity. All this we not

only dislike, but unhesitatingly condemn;

and it is only where, in the course of the

tedious “showing up,” the author comes

involuntarily to subjects having an interest

in themselves distinct from his interferene

with them, that we are glad to accept the

information, though with the drawback of a

muddy medium, and in availing ourselves

of it shut our eyes to the way we have come

at 1 t. -

While we thus strongly and unhesitating.

ly give this opinion, we do not mean to de

ny that to certain persons and parties the

statistics of crime and infamy may be both

profitable and interesting. Truth, under

any circumstances, is worth gathering up;

and if the object of the search be fair and

proper, we have no right to object to

the opening of the sewers of society,

though every right to remove ourselves

as far as possible from beholding the dis

gusting investigation. It is the interfer

ence of mere curiosity on such occasions

we denounce—just as we disapprove of the

taste for revolting studies, where it only

evinces a natural, or perhaps we should

say diseased, appetite for the horrible.

Anatomy, for instance, in the pursuit of

surgical investigation, is a noble and im

portant study. We are ready to admit

the frequenter of the dissecting-room not

only to toleration but approval, when the

loathsome apartment forms the porch, if

we may so call it, to the sick chamber—

the school in which the practitioner makes

himself acquainted with the means of re

lieving human suffering. But an amateur

turn for the dead subject we confess we

shudder at, on the score of the natural an

tipathies and natural predilections of man

kind; and are always glad to see it a strug

gle, even in the most charitable and philan

thropic person, to come in contact with

what is wisely left by the great Manager

behind the scenes of nature and ordinary

observation.

There is a peculiar taste in the French

nation for the morbid scrutiny we have

been describing, extending not only to

politics and the social system, but to ro

mance, poetry—we had almost said re

ligion. This craving for unnatural stimu

lus leads them to love the monstrosities

of nature, and the evisceration of the hu

man economy; and they are ever on the

gape, like a shark under a ship, to swal

low whatever is loathingly rejected b

the above-board appetites of the healthy

portion of mankind. The existence of

this diseased propensity has, of course, the

tendency to draw forth what will feed it,

and accordingly in France, and in France

alone, are to be found a class of works

which have attained a certain degree of

popularity, while they pander to such a

taste. The book before us, we venture to

say, would never have been tolerated in

England, on this and on many other ac

counts. It humiliates the people it comes

amongst, by exhibiting how they have been

the objects of surveillance, like the lunatic

at half liberty, whose keeper dodges him

through the streets; it halt reveals the dia

mond-cut-diamond system on which politics

and parties, ministers and governments,

placemen and particuliers, have existed from

the last revolution; and it displays a de

gree of overwhelming egotism, which even

in the fatherland of vanity we scarcely un

derstand being endured by the public for a

moment. Three-fourths of the prolix

memoirs are a refutation, on the part of

their author, of various attacks principally

newspaper ones, upon him and his admin

istration; entering into tedious details of

transactions, the greater portion of which

can be of no interest but to the parties con

cerned, and exhibiting at length folios of

newspaper scurrility, of which we know

not which, the style or the matter, are the

more contemptible. Let us, however, ful

fil our promise, and cull from this wilder

mess the few grains that chance, not culti

vation, has scattered over it.

M. Gisquet informs us that he was born

at Vezin, in the department of the Moselle,

on the 14th of July, 1792, of an obscure

and indigent family. His father was a

custom-house officer; and although he tells

us that his education was at first confined to

the inculcation of patriotism, and a love of

honor and probity, we may well suppose

that he imbibed, along with these, some

small share of the shrewdness and cunning

which are generally engendered by such

an employment as his father's. At an ear

ly age he was removed to Paris to fill the
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situation of copying clerk in the great

banking house of MM. Périer Fréres, at

the head of which was the famous Casimir

Périer.

One Sunday morning the future minister,

finding the young clerk in his bureau,

thought he would ask him a question or

two relative to the books of the establish.

ment and the accounts in them. The fol.

lowing conversation ensued:

“‘M. Gisquet,' said Périer, ‘how do we stand

with M. A. 2 . Reply—‘He owes us 35,000

francs, of which 15,000 are payable the 28th in

stant, 10,000 the 29th, and 10,000 on the 16th

of next month.”—“And M. B., what is the state

of his account?”—“He has made use of the full

amount of his credit; he owes us 150,000 francs,

of which 50,000 will be payable on the 10th No

vember, 50,000 the 25th of the same month, and

50,000 the 20th December.”—“And M. C.?'—

“His debt amounts to 90,000 francs; but he has

placed such and such goods in our hands as so

much value, which reduces our balance to

58,000 francs. The remaining 90,000 are com

osed of our acceptances divided thus:–24,000

francs on the 5th of November, 16,000 on the

18th, 20,000 on the 14th of December, 15,000 on

the 23d, and 15,000 on the 5th of January.’”

The result of this and other such inter

views was, that the banker became sensi

ble of the extent of the clerk’s abilities,

and the value of his services, and took him

by degrees into more intimate connexion,

which ended in a partnership that was only

dissolved when Gisquet was sufficiently

advanced to set up for himself. This

occurred in 1825. Meantime Gisquet had

proved himself too shrewd a man of busi

ness not to be had recourse to in more im

portant matters; and his continued inti

macy with Casimir Périer led him naturally

to a participation in the continued po

litical plotting which, in the ten years pre

ceding 1830, prepared France for the event

which then apparently so unexpectedly re

volutionized her. We find him at the close

of that period, one of the most confidential

of the conspirators. At his house took

place most of the conclave assemblies

which during the “three days” usurped

the functions, if not the name, of the gov

erning council of the nation; and during

that momentous period were displayed

those peculiar talents which, with a ques

tionable distinction, pointed him out for

the post afterwards assigned to him, that

of prefect of police. There was, indeed,

we must admit, considerable tact displayed

in the choice of public men at that time, as

affairs subsided into order again—a refer

ence in making appointments to the char

acters and capabilities of the appointed,

as they had been tested in the furnace of

revolution, or rather a permission to men to

remain where they were found deposited on

the subsiding of the popular flood, so that

they might embank, as it were, the stream,

by the turbulence of which they had been

cast up from the bottom of society. Such

is, certainly, one of the advantages of revo

lution, an advantage which must be relin

quished in quiet times, when so little oppor

tunity occurs of forming a judgment of the

qualifications of individuals before trying

the often ſatal experiment by practice.

While charges of cavalry were sweeping

backward and forward, in alternate rush and

repulse before the door, and amidst the din

of musketry, the twelve commissaires ap

pointed to organize the rebellion, or “re

sistance,” as it was cleverly termed,

through the different arrondissements of

the city, were assembled at the house of M.

Gassicourt. Of these M. Gisquet was one

of the most active. His part in the busi

ness is thus described by the author of

Deur Ans de Regne :

“La nuit du 27 au 28 (Juillet, 1830) et la

journée du 28 furent consacrées à faire des bar

ricades, a rassembler des armes, a organizer

des points de resistance—M. Audry de Puyra

veau et M. Gisquet secondërent le mouvment

de tout leur pouvoir. M. Gisquet rassembla

dans sa maison, rue Bleu, de la poudre et des

armes, et sa maison fut, pendant les journées de

28 et 29, le centre de réunion de tous les patri

otes, qui, dejà dés le 28, avaient élevés les bar

ricades de la rue Cadet.” p. 66.

Our author contrives, in spite of a con

stantly repeated disavowal of such an ob

ject, to involve in his disclosures the names

of many who, it is plain, must be startled

at this late publicity given to transactions

then performed, if not under the veil of

night, in the smoke of national convulsion;

and no doubt an additional relish is given

to the narrative amongst a people who see

where the relation rips up old sores, or

opens new ones. He is very ready with

names; he “withholds nothing,” and un

der the plea of candor, dexterously hits

here and there, as perhaps private pique or

official disappointment may urge the blow.

We repeat our abhorrence of “revelations,”

and oh, what cannot a prefect of police

reveal /

Gisquet soon became charged with a

mission to England to procure firearms for

the national guard, the French manufac

turers having been unable to attempt a

supply in sufficient quantity to meet the

immediate demand of the government.

The execution of this mission has been
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ever since the watch-word of attack against as the statements are er-parte ones, they

Gisquet. Fusils-Gisquet is the name for

all that is execrable in artillery, and all

that is flagrant in state-jobbing; and ac

cordingly our biographer sets himself vig

orously to repel the two-fold accusation.

We are not sure how much of the English

part of his relation is to be credited; if it

be true, we might perhaps find cause to

use a harsh expression or two relative to

some of our own officials of the time ; but

we have no right to commit ourselves by

censure on the apocryphal testimony of the

ex-prefect, and prefer enjoying the benefit

of doubting until we shall hear some more

respectable evidence on the one side or the

other.

He enters. into an elaborate defence,

with all the cunning of an experienced

pleader, upon the weak points of his ad

versaries' charge, and passes over, with a

few expressions of supreme indignation

and scorn, what forms the gist of the accu

sation; namely, that the whole business

was made the means of private money

jobbing. Not a syllable of argument or

proof does he adduce on this all-important

point, but contents himself with getting

into a rage, and passing it by. He seeks,

indeed, to cover himself under the high

names of MM. Soult and Périer, and takes a

sentence pronounced against a newspaper

for libel, in which these two personages

were the prosecutors, as an ā fortiori argu

ment in favor of his own innocence, as if

the clearance of the principals exonerated

the less scrupulous agents from suspicion.

Why, we ask, did not the prefect of police,

equally libelled with the ministers, become

a party to this prosecution ? Why has he

delayed, for nearly ten years, his vindica

tion?—for five years after he quitted office?

We think we have no right to take his

own book now as evidence in his favor.

When we read the book, and judge of the

man from the matter it contains, we might,

indeed, rather be justified in admitting it as

tolerably satisfactory testimony the other

way. The fusil Gisquet, we cannot help

thinking, has turned out to be of true Bir

mingham manufacture, and, discharged for

the purpose of wounding others, has burst

in the worthy prefect's hands, to the seri

ous injury of his own reputation.

But it is not our design to follow our

author through the catalogue of apologies

which form the subject of three-fourths of

his four volumes. Deferred refutations of

obsolete newspaper attacks can never be

interesting, except to editors and the par

ties implicated. It is sufficient to say, that

are made sufficiently plausible to suit the

purpose; and we may suppose, for the

nonce, the police-prefect the best abused

man in the kingdom of France. (We can

not help seeing, par parenthese, that Gisquet

has furnished Mr. James with a character

of considerable interest in his romance of

the Ancien Regime, Pierre Morin;–even if

there were no other points of resemblance,

the mode in which Morin originally proved

his talents for the office he afterwards filled,

resembles too closely the first épreuve of

Gisquet's abilities not to have been sug

gested by it; and all the abuses of espio

nage which formed the burthen of public

complaint, under the odious tyranny of

Louis XV., thus appear to have found their

counterpart in the still more oppressive po

lice system of twice-liberated-and-regene

rated France. So much, as far as the safe

ty and ease of the individual subject is con

cerned, for the benefit of the torrents of

blood, foreign and kindred, shed from 1793

to 1831; and so much for the results of

sanguinary struggles for an Utopian free

dom and happiness, which can only be real

ized by the moral and constitutional move

ment of legitimate reform.)

Amongst the parties and sects which

agitated France about this time, there was

one which, in a strange degree, united con

. of purpose and completeness of

internal economy with absurdity and folly,

as regarded the general system of society

and the ordinary nature of mankind. We

allude to the St. Simonians, a body which,

had they been as capable of extension from

their essential requirements as they were

vigorous by their union and intelligence,

would have proved formidable to a firmer

form of government than that under which

they rose and fell.

Here is Gisquet's description of the

Sect—

“A supreme father, more infallible than the

pope, whom his apostles must respect and ven

erate as the image ofthe Divinity—assuming the

exclusive right to determine, by himself or his

delegates, the nature and extent of human capa

cities—constitutes himself arbiter of the re-dis

tribution of earthly possessions and enjoyments.

It may be believed that the worthy#. in

proportion to his immeasureable intellectual su

pºº, helps himself to a tolerable share of
Oth.

It is a community of rights, personal and

proprietary, which constitutes, as in Owen's

system, the soul of St. Simonianism; and

marriage is as much excluded as individual

wealth from their society. That they were
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politically inoffensive, is perhaps not an ar

gument against the politically dangerous

tendency of the sect; for their numbers

never exceeded 6,000, and it is only when

some considerable proportion of a popula.

tion is absorbed into a system, that its true

tendency, or indeed its true object, begins

to develope itself.

“It is all very well,” º Gisquet, fairly

enough, “that a small number of individuals

should unite and profess, as a rule of equity, to

proportion their property, social rank, and plea

sures, to individual merit, and hope to see things

established on such a system. It may be a good

thesis to support theoretically in a book; but,

after all, Providence is a better judge, even than

the ‘supreme head,” of human capacities, and

portions things out with a better view to the

qualities of men than Father Enfantin himself.”

—v. i. p. 407.

The disciples of the sect, not content

with privately advancing their pernicious

and immoral doctrines, delivered public

lectures in Paris, in the presence of thou

sands whom their eloquence was but too

likely to corrupt.

“It was impossible,” says Gisquet, “that the

authorities could tolerate these proceedings—to

be inactive would be to become an accomplice.

“On the 21st January, 1832, the procureur du

Roi, accompaniedby the commissioners of police,

the serjens de ville, and a formidable armed force,

caused the St. Simonian temple in the Rue Tait

bout to be shut, and seized the register books,

papers, &c. of the association.”

The consequence of this measure was,

that the remnant of the sect, deserting their

magnificent institution, temple, and all,

took refuge, to the number of sixty, in the

house of the Père Enfantin, at Ménilmon

tant; and there effected a general retrench

ment in their habits and mode of life, suit

ed to their changed condition.

The following extract from the Journal

de Paris gives, amusingly enough, the de

tails connected with their manner of liv

ing :—

“The apostles (for so they style themselves)

have no servants; they help themselves, and

their duties are certainly fairly distributed to

each according to his capacity, and performed,

as well as we can judge, with great cheerfulness

and regularity.

“Doctor Leon Simon, who was so long pro

fessor of St. Simonianism at the Salle de l’Athe

née, and was known to the world as the transla

tor of an English medical work, as well as au

thor of some other literary productions, now girt

with an apron, cooks for the establishment; he

is assisted by M. Paul Rochette, formerly pro

fessor of rhetoric. We have not been able to

discover whether these gentlemen adopt the

white shirt and cotton night-cap, the correct

costume of their craft (derigueur).
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“The washing of the dinner service was

originally organized with the nicest precision by

M. Leon Talabot, formerly deputy Procureur

du Roi; he filled this (the former) important

office with distinguished credit to himself du

ring the first days of the retirement of the

sect: it has passed successively to M. Gustave

d'Eichtal, jun., and to M. Lambert, formerly a

pupil of the polytechnic school, who worked at

it with devotion for a few weeks, and resigned it

at last to M. le Baron Charles Duverier. At

present M. Moise Retouret, a young man offash

ion, and a distinguished preacher among the St.

Simonians, fulfils the duties of the office with in

finite grace.

“The principle of a division of labor is re

cognized among the St. Simonians. M. Emile

Barrault, formerly professor at the school of

Torrèze, the author of a tolerable comedy in

verse, and a preacher among them, cleans the

boots, assisted by M. Auguste Chevallier, once

professor of physics, and M. Duguet, formerly an

advocate of the cour royale.

“M. Bruneau, formerly pupil of the polytech

nic and a captain in the army, has the care of

the linen, the clothes, the enforcement of internal

order, the superintendence of the house, and the

keeping matters clean.

“The apartments are scoured by M. Rigaud,

M. D., M. Holstein, the son of an eminent mer.

chant, Baron Charles Duveyrier, Pouijat and

Broet, both students; Charles Penuckére, as

underscrub, (ſormerly a librarian,) and Michel

Chevallier, once a pupil of the polytechnic

school, a mining engineer and (appropriately)

a director of the Globe. This last person is

charged with the general management of the

house; he also waits at table along with Mes

sieurs Rigaud and Holstein, and he in particu

lar, helps M. Enfantin to whatever he wants at

his meals.

“It is a comical sight to see masters waiting

upon those who had been their servants. M.

Desforges, formerly a butcher's boy, enters in

to the family as a jack-of-all-trades, and so being

given the management of the laundry, has under

his commandM. Franconi, the son ofa rich Amer

ican colonist, and M. Bestrand, once a student.

At the table he has his food presented to him by

the hands of M. Holstein, in whose service he

had previously been.

“M. Henry Tournel, who had been a pupil of

the polytechnic school, and director of the for

ges and foundries of Creusot, has the special

charge of the garden, assisted by M. Raymond

Bonheure, ſormerly professor of drawing and

painting, M. Roger, one of the orchestra of the

Opera Comique, M. Justus, a painter, and M.

Maschereau, a drawing-artist.

“The sweeping of the courts and street is

done by M. Gustave d'Eichtal, assisted by M.

Maschereau, , M. Jean Terson, formerſy a

Catholic priest and preacher, is set to cut the

vegetables, to arrange the plates and dishes, to

lay the cloth, and, in fact, to do all the menial

business of the house.

“M. Alexis Petit, the son of a gentleman of

large landed property, is put to clean all the

candlesticks, which amount to forty, and to see

to the carrying off of the manure, &c.
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“M. Enfantin, ‘the supreme father,’ as they

call him, sometimes. in the garden him

self; and handles the rake, spade, and hoe,

with great vigor.

“Their life is perfectly regular; the sound of

a horn wakens them at five o'clock in the morn

ing: it summons them to their meals and their

various duties: at appointed hours they sing in

concert: during the day they exercise them

selves in gymnastics; and all their movements,

when they are together, have something of

the precision of military exercise.

“With regard to their appearance, their

beard, which they suffer to grow long, gives

them certainly a peculiar air; but in other re

spects there is nothing unpleasing to the eye.

heir dress is composed of a little blue frock.

very short and§§ fitted, without a collar—of

a waistcoat fastened behind, and white trowsers.

Round their waist they wear a black leather

belt, fastened by a copper buckle.”

In a very short time the sect, as might

be expected, became involved in questions

about property; and as soon as their doc

trines and practices were exposed to the

test of legal inquiries, the absurdity, inco

herence, and folly exhibited by their lead

ers, rendered them the laughing-stocks of

the public; while the “supreme fathe,”

with two others, were once more forced to

“retreat” and realize their Utopia within

the walls of a prison. Their mode of life

in S. Pelagie is thus described:—

“The Pere Enfantin wears a cloak of black

velvet, ornamented with a rich white and green

border, a toque of red velvet, black pantaloons

and yellow sandals: on his white waistcoat is

written, LE PERE ; he has a long thick beard.

“Michel Chevallier, another of the party, has

also a red cap and an enormous beard; his

cloak is purple and ornamented with ermine;

he has bright red pantaloons, such as our troops

of the line wear.

“The ‘supreme father' lives retired in his

room; the ‘’apostle” Michel Chevallier, on the

contrary, shows himself frequently in the prison,

and receives, as he passes, the salutations of the

political offenders.

“When the ‘father makes his appearance,

the red caps of the republicans are seen to doff

themselves respectſully before his.

“We are assured that the prison of the St.

Simonians is sumptuously furnished. They en

tertain every evening those imprisoned for po

litical offences, without any distinction of party,

and supply punch for drinking to divine right

and the sovereignty of the people, according to

the ‘capacity’ of each of their company.”

The principal dignitaries amongst this

strange sect, when the time of their im

prisonment (reduced to six months) had

expired, sobered, no doubt, by the salutary

lesson they had received, entered once

more into the world, and became, strange

to say, not only rational beings, but rose

in more than one instance to high political

preferment. Our friend Gisquet, it seems,

has been the theme of attack as their inve

terate persecutor; he defends himself by

a single statement of one of their number,

one who, be it noted, became soon after edi

tor of a government paper, and a privy coun

cillor. Gisquet understood how to pay

witnesses of this kind.

We are able to detect suspicious cir

cumstances, indeed, in most of his justifica

tions. He had been attacked by the Tri

bune newspaper for a piece of bad taste, to

say the least of it. He gave, it seems,

some splendid balls within the walls of the

Prefecture, which is, be it remembered, the

criminal prison of the metropolis. The Tri

bune said—“the sumptuous apartments of

the prefecture are placed immediately over

the dungeons into which are cast the

wretches whom the shirri in general have

not secured without disabling them first

with their staves, if not with their swords.

The cells of these dungeons re-echoed, at

the same moment, the shout of revelry

and the cries of despair!” 'Tis fearfulito

think upon " Oh, what an insolent triumph

over misery !” This, no doubt, is rather

high-flown—but does it excuse the defence

of M. Gisquet, who, determining to take

it literally, triumphantly asserts that the

prisons are not immediately under the sa

loons, but a little at one side 1 and even

here, one unacquainted with the locality

might be deceived by his statement—for

he says “the conciergerie (the prison) is

situated on the quai de l'horloge, whereas

the apartments of the Prefecture are on the

quai des Orfevres.” Now, it so happens,

that the single building containing these

two contiguous portions is placed on the

projecting point of an island in the Seine,

of which the north shore is bounded by a

quay, having, no doubt, a different name

from the southern one, but so closely dos

d-dos to it, as barely to leave room for the

walls of the Prefecture between them. The

gist of the article in the Tribune appears

evidently to be, the want of delicacy dis

played in collecting the votaries of pleas

ure around the central point of punishment,

an act partaking in kind, though not in de

gree, of the perverse recklessness which

prompts the savage to defer his feastin

until he has the captive in his powerj

beside him, to give it zest by the contrast

with his sufferings.

Some of our readers may perhaps re

member that, in an earlier volume of this

magazine, we commented upon an account

of that expedition of the Duchess de Berri
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to La Vendée, which, were it not history,

would be considered almost too romantic

for romance itself. The bluff general, the

reputed (though it was said, not the real)

author of the narrative, exposed, as he was

bound to do, though himself the open oppo

ment of the adventurous dame, the secret

and diabolical villany of the emissary,

Deutz, who wound himself into her confi

dence for the purpose of betraying her. He

then laid the treason at the door of MM.

Montalivat and Thiers—we think we have

at last got at the real contriver of it—our

author himself; and we form the conjec

ture from the mode in which he endea

vors not only to palliate the crime, but to

throw an interest around the character of

the double renegade, Deutz, who first ab

jured his faith and then betrayed his bene

factress. It were indeed amusing, if it

were not so revolting, to see the dexterity

Gisquet ever exhibits in coloring acts and

opinions of the hue best calculated to suit

his purposes—and we cheerfully allow him

credit for all the items which, subtracted

from his honesty, we are bound to place to

the account of his ingenuity. Dermon

court himself, of course, knew only a per

mitted portion of the secret machinations

of the police, and the scene of mingled

treachery, romance, and absurdity enacted

in the mansarde of the house of the Demoi

selles Duguigny at Nantes, is now, after a

ten years' interval, traced to the bureau of

the ex-prefect—a worthy disciple, indeed,

of Fouché, and a fit organ for despotism

on the one hand, or the tyranny of repub

licanism on the other'

But not only did a real and legitimate

claimant to the throne disturb the tranquil

lity of remodelled France, but pretenders,

less unequivocally authorized, occasionally

sprang up. All these assumed the guise

of the unfortunate Louis XVII. The Ba

ron de Richemont was soon disposed of;

and soon after, an obscure individual,

named Naundorf, likewise tried his hand,

and by Gisquet's means was speedily ban

ished the country. The introduction of

this subject gives occasion to our author to

publish a letter, interesting more from the

details it gives, than because it confirms an

incontestable fact. It is dated 11th No

vember, 1834, and addressed by M. Graud,

Deputy Procureur du Roi at Charleville, to

the editor of the Gazette des Tribuneaua.

We extract a part:—

“‘Every body knows that, as the friend and

legal adviser of the ex-director, Barras, I was

in a position to receive from this old minister in

teresting information on many of the trans

actions which occurred about the era of the

Revolution. At that period, the death of Louis

XVII. was one of the themes which he has

often broached to me. What he said in con

versation, and the paragraphs which he dictated

to me on the subject, are in perfect accordance

with the deposition of the Sieur Lasnes, who

had the custody of the Dauphin in the Temple,

and in whose arms that youth breathed his last

sigh.

“‘Equally with M. Lasnes, who made his

deposition before the assize court of the Seine,

the 30th of October last, was Barras convinced

that the true Louis XVII. had died in the Tem

ple, and that pretenders alone could usurp his

name. I give the circumstances on which the

ex-director's opinion was grounded.

“‘In the year 3, Barras, then member of the

Convention, received instructions from the gov

ernment to visit Louis XVII., who was confined.

in the Temple, and to see that he was treated

with humanity. As soon as Barras saw him, he

recognised him at once for the young pauphin,

whom he had seen formerly at the Tuilleries.

“‘No one need wonder that Barras, who be

longed to so old and noble a family, that the

saying in the south used to be, that the Barras’

were as ancient as the rocks of Provence—no

one, I say, need wonder that Barras had often

seen the Dauphin before the great events which

happened then. Barras asked the child with

the greatest kindness concerning his health. He

complained of feeling the most acute pain in his

knee, so as to be unable to bend it. Barras, in

fact, ſonnd that a swelling there had made ſear

ful progress, and that the state of the child was

in reality desperate. Nor was he deceived;

for, in spite .# the most careful attention, the

young Dauphin died soon after.

“‘M. Lasnes, therefore, as this short recital

shows, is not the only person who can establish

the identity of the child who died in the Temple

with the Dauphin Louis XVII.

“‘I was struck with the perfect agreement

which exists between the circumstantial deposi

tion of the guardian of the young Louis XVII.

and the historic recollections of Barras; and it

is because I would have every body understand

the matter, that I request of you to publish this

letter in your interesting journal.’”

Good God! only fancy the scene—Bar

ras, the sensual and sanguinary Barras, set

to watch over the comforts of the young

monarch of a kingdom, given to him and

ravished from him at the same stroke—

that which murdered his royal father, and

which might be said to have been actually

inflicted by his hand Picture for a mo

ment the malignant interest of the father's

murderer, as he observed the fatal poison,

administered probably by the multiplied

hands of petty cruelties, eating into the

fainting soul of the son 1 Observe all this,

transformed into a sentimental and roman

tic narrative by the lawyer and confidential

scribe of the villain, and put forward as a

proof that it was the verp dauphin who
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died ' Why, the very tone of the narrative

takes away all credit from the narrator, and

therefore, even as evidence of the fact it

seeks to establish, it is utterly valueless.

He who could color acts and feelings as

he has probably done, would, with less

criminality, distort facts. We verily be.

lieve that the unfortunate prince did die in

the temple ; but the document in question

does not go an inch towards proving it—

all it shows is, the school of villany and de

ception of which our author admitted him

self to be a disciple.

There is one portion of these volumes

which, but that it has been in a measure

forestalled to the English,reader by the re

view in the Quarterly of Mr. É.
book, we should have drawn briefly upon—

we mean the statistics of the classes of

Paris, according to their moral divisions.

Those who are epicures in such things, will

surely get a sufficient meal in the Review ;

for ourselves, a very slight morsel would

have satisfied us, and we not unwillingly

pass them by. No doubt, some of the pre

fect's regulations were salutary; those re

specting the .Morgue, or receptacle for

bodies found drowned in the Seine, and un

claimed, particularly. Nor are we disposed

to quarrel with him for having suppressed

that powerful but revolting play of Victor

Hugo's, Le Roi S'amuse: nay, we even

agree with him in his opinions respecting

the ridiculous over-appreciation of the pub

lic interest in such matters indulged in by

the dramatist; but nevertheless, we scarce.

ly see why all this need be introduced into

a book professing to be memoirs : all that

could justify the detailswe conceive would

be its forming a basis or argument of a

work of science or political economy; and

we observe the same propensities in the

author as characterized the retired soap

boiler, who stipulated to be permitted to

attend weekly on boiling day for his proper

amusement. No doubt, he means to make

the credit of salutary regulations stand as

a set-off against the delinquencies of his

administration ; but they are too much ex

tended for this, and must be considered as

exhibiting the tastes of the man.

He is occasionally amusing in his de

scriptions of character.

“I have seen,” says he, “persons who acted

for the police, and gave me important informa

tion, who wished, they said, in this way to pa

some debt of gratitude for benefits received,

either from the royal family, or from some mem

ber of the government.

“I must also add, as a remarkable and very

rare variety, a class of persons who became

agents of the police from motives of pure patri

otism These are romantic spirits, who thirst

for excitement, but for whom common life is too

dull and prosaic.

“When such men are not in a position to satisfy

their craving for distinction—when their imagi

nation cannot devise any means of giving celeb

rity to their names by deeds of renown—forced

to lower their pretensions, they are determined

at least to do something odd.

“One of the best of my agents was an indi

vidual of this class. A train of very ordina

circumstances had placed him in a society whi

initiated him into the secrets of the correspon

dence of the legitimists with the Duchess of

Berry. This man, unable to extricate himself

without danger from the position he stood in,

and not wishing to co-operate with a party from

whom he differed in opinion, demanded an audi

ence of me. He showed me the peculiarity of

his situation, and explained all the advantages

which I might derive from it.

“I certainly looked for very loſty expectations

on his part—judge of my surprise when my new

agent informed me, that he proposed serving his

country gratuitously, in order to preserve France

from the horrors of a civil war! Struck by

reading a novel of Cooper's, called The Spy, he

aspired to the kind of celebrity attached to the

hero of that work, and wished to perform in

France the part which Cooper has made his

Harveyj. enact during the American war.

All he stipulated for was a promise that I would

not take any harsh measures against certain

persons whom he named to me, and whom he

was attached to.

“The conduct of Harvey Birch—for he adopt

ed that name in all his communications—was

faithful throughout. He performed some pieces

of service which certainly deserved a tolerably

large remuneration, yet when the time came at

which his particular agency was brought to

a close, he contented himself with asking me

for some trifling employment, such as might

barely meet his indispensable wants.

“But besides the common informers and spies

employed by the police, the ministers of the

crown must sometimes have creatures who

will frequent the drawing-room of fashion, and

be admitted into those brilliant assemblies,

where the most distinguished and illustrious

personages of the land meet together. This

class of auxiliaries constitutes what may be

called the aristocracy of the police.

“But what rare and opposite qualities must in

such be united . With how many valuable

talents must he be endowed who would fill this

delicate post! Those privileged persons, whose

wit, taste, and rank would naturally be supposed

to secure for them this enviable position, are

not, after all, the persons who fill it. In short,

I should despair to trace, in a satisfactory man

ner, the portrait of these secret agents of the

first class, were it not that I have in my eye a

unique specimen—a type, such as in all proba

bility will never be met with again.

“The individual I allude to was of noble

birth, and bore a title which enhanced the natu

ral charms of his deportment; for nature had

refused him, no external advantage, and, not

less prodigal to him in other points, had given
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him a rich and fertile imagination, and a remar

kable power of observation. Finesse, tact, re

artee, originality of thought, all caused him to

e distinguished even amongst the most suc

cessful lances in the list of wit.

“But he is greatly mistaken who thinks that

the Marquis of P− allowed himself to de

scend to common manoeuvres; who supposes,

for example, that he would provoke a confidence

with more or less cunning, or would set about

leading the conversation to a subject in which

he might take advantage of an unsuspecting

candor. All this would be to be a common

agent, or rather it would have involved dupli

city and a want of faith, quite foreign from his

character. No ; the Marquis of P— was de

termined to have all the credit of perſect fair

ness and honesty.

“But some of my readers, perhaps, disap

pointed by my last remarks, may here ask

whether I am not reading them a riddle. I beg

of them to follow me to the end.

“All men in Parisian society knew that M.

de P—, well bred as he was, did not possess

a sous in the world, and yet he had a handsome

house, horses, a carriage, and all those other

appliances of comfort and luxury, indispensable

to a man who lives comme il faut.

“No one understood better than he the minu

tia of fashion, the arcana of refinement, the

maniere d’etre of high life; none could order an

entertainment better, give a more recherché din

ner, or prove by his gastronomic skill, his quali

fications for the society he lived in. And when

on the green cloth, the billiard-ball, or écarté, he

set gold circulating freely, no one ever saw a

layer gain with less apparent satisfaction, or

ose with greater indifference.

“As besides all this the Marquis of P

always appeared kind, useful, a pleasant story

teller, harmless in his wit, though unrivalled in

his skill at epigram and raillery, he was the

constant object of attentions, and wassought for,

ſeasted, and admired by his numerous amphi

tryons. Now, incredible as it . seem, not

only his friends, but the whole circle of his ac

quaintance, (and no one had a more extended

one,) knew perfectly well what he was. This is

what would have overwhelmed any one of or

dinary talent—here was the transcendent merit,

the climax of genius. To put no questions, and

to learn much ; to invite no expression of opin

ion for the purpose of revealing it, and yet to

ascertain the opinion of every body; to urge no

one to disclosure, and yet to penetrate into the

most secret thoughts, to know every thing, in

fact, without appearing to observe any thing,

and to retain the confidence even of those who

were perfectly well acquainted with the part he

Fº surely this was to do the business of po

ice agent in an accomplished way, enough

almost to make it agreeable to the public ſ”

But even the police may be taken in.

Here is the other side of the picture—

“A certain baroness, whose husband had

been in the service of the old royal family, aſ

fected the sincerest devotion for the new dynas

ty. She sent me periodically relations which

generally did not turn out to have much in

them, beyond the singular grace of the style in

which they were conveyed ; and she received

for this a moderate sum out of the secret ser

vice money. The insignificance of these com

munications at last decided me to give her her

congé, but the baroness was immovable—she

was determined not to give up the advantages

of the position she held.

“It was towards the end of October, 1832, at

a time when the government knew that the

Duchess of Berry was hid in the environs of

Nantes, that our baroness affirmed to me, by

word and by letter, that she knew Madame's

retreat, but that she could not bring herself to

divulge so important a secret without being

promised a large reward, and a moderate sum

of one thousand francs, paid in hand on account.

“Although I confess I was not very confident

of her veracity, the baroness's affirmations were

made with so much assurance, the names of

some of the legitimist party, from whom she aſ

fected to have learned the secret, were chosen

so cleverly, and besides her former position

gave her in reality so many facilities for pene

trating the secrets of that party, that I durst not

reject such a chance of eventually rendering an

important service to government.

“The required sum was, therefore, remitted to

the baroness, and the next day she announced to

me that the Duchess ofBerry was hid, under the

name of Bertin—in a chateau near Arpajon.

“I knew perfectly well that the mother of

Henri the Fifth was hid at Nantes, or within a

circuit of a few leagues around that town; and

consequently the intelligence given by the baro

ness was simply a story fabricated for the pur

pose of swindling the government out of a

thousand francs.

“One more story I will give of a proceeding

of the same kind, chosen out of a thousand

others of which I have the particulars in my

memory: -

“‘This time it was Madame la Comtesse de

B—, who had all the honor and profit of the

trick. This lady was perfectly well aware of

our wish to discover the retreat of those repub

licans who escaped in July, 1835, from the pri

son of St. Pelagie, and accordingly she wrote to

me to say, that extreme want of money obliged

her to commit a dreadful act; she demanded a

ſew thousand francs for revealing the secret of

which she was the depositary, offering to tell

where a number of the runaways had gone, and

only asking the trifling advance of one thousand

francs. The minister of the interior authorized

the payment of the money, and the Countess de

B— announced to us that she had herself un

dertaken to accompany two of the principal oſ

fenders to the ſrontier, who were to pass, one for

her husband, the other for her servant; she

stated what diligence they were to go by, the

day of their intended departure, and the real

and assumed names of the fugitives. She ac

tually set off in the coach named; six of my

agents took places in it with her, and, as may be

supposed, every precaution was taken to secure

her imaginary fellow-travellers; but if the amia

ble countess had any delinquents in her com

pany, their crimes were not of a nature to call

for the high jurisdiction of the Court of Peers,
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and accordingly our good lady made at the pub

lic expense a journey, of which she reserved all

the advantages and pleasures for herself.”

The readers will not, perhaps, at once

observe that the parties held up to ridi

cule or reprobation by the ex-prefect in

hese extracts, are probably sufficiently

pointed at for a Paris reader to identify by

his descriptions, and thus the discarded po

lice official in all probability pays his debts

of spite by these details, which may or may

not be true, but which must be fatal to the

reputation of the parties, thus gratuitously,

on such authority, branded with infamy in

the eyes of the public.

But all parties began at last to be dis

gusted with him—popular hatred rose to

fury—and he was obliged, in self-defence,

to retire not only from office, but from the

capital; yet nevertheless he makes his

moan, at the close of his volumes, because

his persecutions, as he calls them, extend

ed even to those friends and relatives whom

he had thrust into office One would think

him the most wronged of men. He fancies,

too, after his retirement, with a delusion

amusingly analogous to a case he ridicules

in an early part of these volumes, that he

was subjected to espionage, and seeing of

course his own former agents around his

house, as they were everywhere, he be

lieves that his very motions are watched,

and complains, like another Rousseau, that

all men were in a plot against him ' It is

with exquisite effrontery that, wearied, as

it should seem, with virtuous efforts to jus

tify himself, he exclaims at last—“Je ne

veur pas céder á l'irritation de mes souve

nirs : je m'en rapporte à la sagacité de tous

les hommes impartiaur "

It is said that the mode Gisquet took to

interrogate a man from whom he expected

to elicit a fact of importance was to seize

him by the hand, talk for some time on

other matters, and then, putting the query

vehemently and abruptly, squeeze his hand

violently at the same moment—a mode of

question which, it is stated, in many instan

ces extracted the desired reply, when

nothing else could have accomplished it.

There is little, we repeat, to induce he

reader to peruse this work—it will certain

ly not instruct him, and will, we think,

scarcely amuse, beyond the passages we

have extracted.

THE MARQUEsAs.-The French Government has

received despatches from the Marquesas, by which

it appears the story of the massacre of the govern

or is unfounded.—Eram.

GOVERNMENT EDUCATION MEASURE.

From the Spectator. -

The temper in which the educational clauses

of the Government Factory Bill have been talk

ed of by the leaders in the House of Commons

is such as to suggest a hope that some of the

details of the bill may be modified so as to ena

ble both parties to support it.

The principle of compulsory education by the

State, as is truly observed by Mr. Fox in his

pamphlet on the Educational Clauses, “is new

to the people of this country, and very offensive

to some oftheir characteristic modes of thought.”

The remark applies only to secular education;

for the Church is, properly speaking, a great in

stitution supported by Government for the pur

pose of diffusing religious education. With re

gard to secular education, however, the remark is

just; and Mr. Fox might have added, that the lazy

routine habits of the old stagers in Government

offices is an additional impediment in the way

of a national system of education. Keeping in

view the inveterate prejudices entertained in

this country by “practical men” of all classes

against anything they are not accustomed to, it

is desirable that any step on the part of the

Civil Government to assume the care and re

sponsibility of education should be welcomed

and encouraged.

To the late Whig Ministry belongs the credit

of taking the first step in this direction. A Com

mittee of the Privy Council on Education is,

|...}} but a poor substitute for a Minister of

ublic Instruction ; but it is a great gain as a

beginning. By making the appointment of such

a Committee a recognized part of the arrange

ments of every new Administration, the Civil

Government recognizes a certain surveillance

of education as part of its cares and respon

sibilities. Every thing that the friends of edu

cation, in or out of Parliament, can henceforth

induce Government to do ſor the promotion of

education, will naturally be referred to this Com

mittee. In proportion as its business increases

in quantity, the importance of its Chairman

(who, as usual, will be the Committee) will in

crease, and the public become familiarized with

the interference of Government in educational

matters. The prejudices alluded to by Mr. Fox

would prevent the creation of a Minister and

Bureau of Education; but the Committee of

Education must necessarily grow into a Minister

and Bureau.

The educational clauses of the Government

Factory Bill are a step in this progress. It has

been stated as an objection to them, that it is

invidious to make education compulsory on the

ſactories, if it is not to be madeğ on

the whole nation. The answer is, you could

not, in the present temper of the people and of

public men, carry a measure for compulsory na

tional education; but the inquilies ..} the Com

missioners on Factories and the Employment of

Children have convinced every body that some

thing must be done in the manufacturing dis

tricts. If a system of compulsory education for

the factory population under the control of the

Committee of the Privy Council for Education

can be made to work well, it will be an experi

mental demonstration of the possibility and ad
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vantage ofextending the system to every district,

and embracing within it i. classes of the popu

lation.

In order to estimate the value of the objections

to the details of Sir James Graham's education

al clauses, let us briefly enumerate their provi

sions. They go to establish schools under the

management of a Local Board of Trustees, sub

jected to the inspection of four lay Inspectors,

with a staff of assistant Sub-Inspectors, and to

the control of the Educational Committee of the

Council. The Local Board is to consist of the

Clergymen and the Churchwardens of the dis

trict, ear officio Trustees; and four other Trus

tees, two of whom must be occupiers of facto

ries employing children, chosen by the district

Justices of the Peace out of persons assessed at

a certain sum to the poor, or out of those who

have contributed a certain proportional sum to

the entire cost of the school. Every person

iving a site to a school shall be one of the

'rustees during his whole life. This Board is

tied down to certain regulations for insuring due

respect to the religious persuasions of the pa

rents of children attending the schools. The

Bible, and “no other book of religion whatever,”

is to be taught to all the pupils; instruction in

the peculiar doctrines of the Church of Eng

land, “one hour in each day,” is to be given;

but scholars whose parents desire that they shall

not be present at such instruction shall not he

compelled to attend. The scholars are to at

tend the service of the Church once a day on

Sundays, unless the parents desire them not to

do so, on the ground of religious objections.

And the Educational Committee of the Privy

Council are, through their Inspectors appointed

by the Queen, that is by her Ministers, to watch

over the observance of these regulations and

enforce them.

These arrangements put the entire control of

this partial system of national education in the

hands of the Civil Government. A majority of

the Local Trustees are appointed by the Justi

ces of the Peace, who are appointed and re

movable at pleasure by Government. The In

spectors are appointed by Government. The

Educational Committee of the Privy Council

have the power of checking every contravention

of the regulations made to insure liberty of con

science. Sir Robert Peel's Government are en

deavoring to put into the hands of the Ministers

of Education, created by Lord Melbourne's

Government the means of educating the people.

The system of schools contemplated by the
present Government bill must be worked in the

sense of the Ministers of the day; and the

Ministers of the day must conform to the sense

of the House of Commons and its constituents.

This, in the present advanced stage of public

opinion, is no bad guarantee that the adminis

tration of the schools will not be tainted with a

proselytizing or an intolerant spirit.

But this approbation of the broad outline of

the measure is quite consistent with a desire

that every thing in its details to which well

founded objections can be urged should be

amended. All the objections of any plausibilit

or weight that have been urged against the .

are in reality objections to details. They all re

solve into apprehensions entertained by the Dis
senters and liberal Churchmen that the measure

may be perverted into a system of proselytism.

The features of the measure regarded as most

favorable to such abuse are—1. The constitu

tion of the Local Boards of Trustees: 2. The

provision (section 55) which renders it necessa

ry that the teachers shall belong to the Estab

lished Church: 3. The provisions by which

attendance at church and at Sunday-schools is

made compulsory, and attendance upon those of

the Establishment made the rule; an express

dispensation being required to permit attend

ance upon Dissenting places of worship. Two

of these objections would be obviated by engraft

ing on the bill two of the recommendations em

bodied in Lord John Russell’s resolutions—1.

That the rate-payers of any district in which

rates are collected for the erection and mainten.

ance of a school shall be adequately represented

at the Local Board, and the Chairman be elect

ed by the Board itself: 2. That in order to

prevent the disqualifications of competent school

masters on religious grounds, the religious in

struction given to children whose parents belong

to the Established Church, or who may be de

sirous that their children should be so instructed

shall be communicated by the clergyman of the

F., With respect to the third objection,

ord John proposes that the children shall have

liberty to resort to any Sunday-school or place

of religious worship their parents may approve:

perhaps a still better method of obviating the

objection would be, not to legislate at all upon

the subject.

Regarding this measure, as it ought to be re

garded, with a total absence of all partisan feel

ing, and solely with a view to the effects it is

calculated to produce upon society at large, we

see no reason why the most zealous Churchman

should object to Sir James Graham's bill, Inodi

fied to meet the amendments suggested in Lord

John Russell's resolutions; or why, on the other

hand, the stanchest friend of civil and religious

liberty should hesitate to support it. Nay, with

regard to the objection urged against the con

stitution of the Local Boards contemplated by

the original bill, it does appear, that with Minis

ters so completely in the power of the House of

Commons as the Ministers of this country are

—with constituencies in which the Dissenters

are probably more powerful than they would be

under a more extended ſranchise—with the

growing feeling in favor of secular education,

and an unfettered press—the control vested in

the Committee of the Privy Council for Educa

tion would be found sufficient to counteract any

danger from that source.

“THE CLUp.”—The members of this long

established literary club, founded by Dr Johnson,

and of which Sir Joshua Reynolds, and most of

the celebrites of their day, have belonged, dined

together on Tuesday evening. at the Thatched

House Tavern. The Right Hon. B. Macaulay,

M. P., president, and among the members present

were the Marquess of Lansdowne, Wiscount Mor

peth, Earl of Carnarvon, Hon Mountsturt Elphin

stone, Rev. Sydney Smith, Rev. H. H. Milman,

&c.—Court Journal.
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A TALE.

From Chambers's Edinburgh Journal.

TowARDs the close of 1829 the gaming

houses of the Palais Royal, in Paris, were

nightly filled with an unusual number of

players, from a report getting abroad that

these sinks of iniquity were to be abolish

ed in the succeeding year. One evening in

summer there was a full attendance at a

rouge-et-noir table in one of the largest of

the houses. All went on quietly for some

time. At last the silence was broken by a

young man who exclaimed, “Confusion :

Red again, and I have been doubling on

black for the last five games. Four hun

dred louis 1 'Tis well; this is the finale !

So now—as I am ruined—send me some

brandy 1"

“Fortune has frowned to-night, Folarte,”

said a person who was watching the game;

“have you lost much t”

“A bagatelle of four hundred, simply;

more, indeed, than I ever lost in one even

ing,” returned the loser, retiring with his

friend to a separate table.

“Nay, you forget the seven hundred on

Thursday; it”

“Is not so much as the four hundred to.

night.”

“So ſ” exclaimed Cornet; “you have

got rid of your arithmetic as well as your

money 1”

“Psha' friend; a word in your ear. The

ill luck of this day leaves me only fifty

pººl, richer than a pauper ; they are my

ast. Come, pour out more brandy 1"

Cornet looked me steadfastly in the face.

“Folarte,” said he, “you are a philoso

her l''

“A philosopher 1 If you knew all, you

would call me a hero. But my head burns.

A turn in the gardens of the Thuilleries

will cool me.”

“You will join us again in the evening?”

“Of course; have I not fifty left t”

It was early morning ; the air, though

fresh, was damp and chilling, laden with

dew; but the cold gray color of the sky

gradually dissolved into a more genial tint

by the rays of the rising sun. Several milk

maids and laundresses passed me. Yes,

me ; for the ruined, reckless gamester it

is who now makes his confession. They

seemed happy, for they laughed and chat

ted merrily. Groups of artisans also ap

peared, and let off several trite jokes and

ready-made gallantries; for which the girls

rewarded them; some with their lips, others

people had been asleep, dreaming of what

their waking hours realized—happiness.

They were not, like myself, gamesters; or

if they were, they must all have come off

winners. Minutely noting the expression

of each face as it was turned towards me, I

could read, with some accuracy, what pass

ed within. Thus I enjoyed a sort of meta

physical panorama. Each one who caught

sight of me no longer smiled, but frowned

upon me as an intruder upon their joyous

ness. Had I been an adder lying across

the path of a pleasure-party, they could not

have regarded me with greater aversion.

The men depressed their brows; for my

appearance troubled them ; and no wonder.

I was unshorn and haggard, and my whole

aspect must have plainly indicated a night

in a gambling-house. My countenance

doubtless betrayed the remorse then rank

ling in my heart. This was 'produced by

recollections of the ruin l was bringing up

on others whom it was my duty to cherish

and to comfort. My mother was on the

point of being dragged to prison for non

payment of a bond, ten times the amount

of which I had squandered, or lost at play.

I had sacrificed the trusting heart of my

betrothed Lisette for the smiles of a co

quette, to whom I had, on that very night,

promised a present which would cost fifty

pounds. To deepen the dye of my crimes,

Lisette and her brother had travelled to

Paris, and were in great distress, although

a sum I borrowed of François, and which I

had not repaid, would have rescued them

from want.

Maddened by these reflections, I rushed

to my lodging. It was there that the

malady, the consequences of which I am

about to detail, first seized me. Acciden

tally looking into the dressing-glass, I be

held my face frightfully distorted by re

morse and dissipation. That vision so

horrified me, that the impression remained

after I withdrew my eyes from the glass.

My own form continually appeared stand

ing beside me. I was the slave of its ac

tions. I had lost my will, my identity. I

was nothing but an unembodied appendage

of my own form. I had become a shadow

in continual attendance upon a seeming

substance which usurped my corporeal

frame: I did whatever IT liked, and went

wherever It chose.”

In the Rue Richelieu-whither the form

led me—Cornet, the professed gamester,

* However improbable it may seem for a person

of disordered mind to fancy he is haunted by his

own form, yet the circumstance is perfectly true.—

with their smiling glad-looking eyes. These | Ei
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approached. He shook hands with It. I

heard these words—“Courage you will

have better luck next time. Luck, did I

say 1 'Tis certainty. Listen. A pigeon

has flown back from London; and to-night

we intend plucking his first feather at Es.

telle's soirée. Bring up your fifty louis.

I have raised a hundred, and Coquin will be

ready with eighty more. If we cannot

finish him with écarté, we mean to adjourn

to S--’s, and clear him out with roulette

and poule-billiards !” The gambler moved

on. He passed me unnoticed, paying his

respects to my other self.

On the same morning, a matronly lady

like person, recently arrived from a north

ern province, was seated alone in an ob

scure apartment of the Hotel de Clair Fon

taine. Her health was evidently impaired,

and grief had committed sad ravages on

her once handsome face. She was trying

to peruse and comprehend the copy of a

law-deed ; but her tears fell too fast to

read, and her heart was too full of trouble

to understand the writing before her. A

respectful tap was heard at the door, and

presently a person, bearing a huge box of

papers, presented himself. He took ex

actly three steps into the room, and having

made an elegant bow, advanced to the table,

where he deposited the box; out of which

the excessive neatness of his dress, and

superlative precision of his manner, might

have led one to believe he had just stepped.

“Madame Folarte t” inquired the nota

ry; for such he was.

The lady bowed, and motioned the visi

tor to a seat.

“I trust I have the pleasure to see you

in perfect health,” began the lawyer. “I

take the liberty of intruding myself upon

you concerning a matter of trifling impor

tance.”

Madame Folarte's whole frame was con

vulsed with a sudden shudder; for the

man, as he spoke, cast his eyes on the

deed that lay on the table. “Then this is

the last day!” she ejaculated.

“Pardon me, madame, I shall have the

honor to occupy your valuable time pre

cisely twenty minutes.” The notary then

took a watch from his waistcoat pocket,

and placed it beside him.

“I know too well the object of your be

ing here. In a word, you must tell the

creditor—Monsieur Durand, I believe—

that I have not been able to raise the

money.”

“It gives me infinite pain to hear you

say so. Allow me to offer you a pinch of

snuff-it is genuine, believe me.”

“Our notary, too,” continued the un

happy lady, “is unfortunately confined by

illness. §: my son—I have not been suc

cessful in seeking him out yet. He will

advance the money.”

“By twelve o'clock, to-day ?”

“I may not find him by that time. I

have been here four days without seeing

him. I have sent frequently. He is sel

dom at home.”

“Bless me, how extremely unlucky; the

court of assize broke up at seven last eve

ning for the session, and unless we proceed

against you before mid-day, we shall not be

able to arrest you till the next sitting.

Hence you see, madame, you must be so

extremely obliging as to pay in the cash

before then, or we shall not have time to

procure the necessary letters of execu

tion.”

“What will be the consequence 1” ex

claimed Madame Folarte, bursting into

tears.

“By a quarter past eleven, we shall have

procured the writs; and at twelve, the

bailiff with his follower will have the honor

of calling for you. But, bless me, a most

lucky circumstance: I have an appoint

ment with a client, who is in St. Pelagie.f

Will you allow me to do myself the plea

sure of offering you a seat in my cab! The

bailiff can ride behind.”

Madame Folarte, completely stupified

with the horrors that too surely awaited

her, was unable to answer.

“Indeed, I shall be most happy,” con

tinued the imperturbable lawyer. “About

twelve—perhaps five minutes later—we

shall be with you. Permit me to hope

that, provided the money shall not have

been paid into court by that time, you will

have made your out-door toilet. And now,

madame, nothing remains for me but the

pleasure of wishing you good day.” The

pattern of legal politeness then left the

room with the languishing air of a dancer

making his adieus to his partner.

While this scene was being enacted, I

was conducted by my second self into the

shop of the jeweller of whom the tiara I

intended to present to Estelle had been

ordered. The chief assistant stretched his

long neck over the row of customers that

lined the counter, to say, “The tiara Mon

sieur ordered is ready. Monsieur shall be

attended to as soon as it is possible.” He

thought he was going to receive read

money, for a chair was promptly handed.

We preferred standing at the door.

* The debtors' prison of Paris.
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“Here are the jewels,” said the man as

he approached; “they are of the finest

water, and elegantly set. The price two

thousand francs only.”

For the first time IT spoke, and I heard

my own voice as if from another's lips.

I shuddered. The bargain was made.

Twenty-five louis were to be paid at once,

the rest in fifteen days. The shopman re

tired to pack up the purchase. Several

carriages had stopped in the street on ac

count of some obstruction. Suddenly a

shriek, loud, piercing, and to me familiar,

entered my brain, and went straight to my

heart! I saw a bitter smile pass over my

companion's—my own countenance. A

man, who had alighted from some vehicle,

accosted Us. He took off his hat. “I

trust Monsieur will excuse a perfect stran

ger taking the liberty to address him; but

a lady, whom I have the honor to escort to

St. Pelagie, desired—before she fainted in

my cab–to have the pleasure of speaking

to Monsieur !”

That lady was my mother, arrested for a

debt I had neglected to pay ! She came

tottering along the pavement to embrace

me, but in the attempt sank on the ground.

Not at all affected by the scene, my ever

ready double said in the calmest accents to

the little man—“Take her away,” and the

official did as he was bid

A moment before, the jeweller's man

put forth the trinket in one hand, but in

stantly drew it back on seeing the transac

tion without. His thoughts were easily

guessed to be these : “A person who can

not afford to rescue his parent from prison,

will hardly be able to pay a balance for

jewellery.”

“What, sir; do you doubt my honor l’”

said, as I thought, my other self, with a su

preme assumption of indignation. Twenty

five louis were thrown jingling on the

counter, and the tradesman was conquered.

The present for Estelle was gained.

Meanwhile two other victims of my er

rors were suffering the pangs of poverty in

their severest acuteness. In a miserable

attic, in the most wretched quarter of

Paris, a young man—his form attenuated,

his visage wan—was earnestly engaged in

making alterations in a romance of his own

composition. He had pursued the task as

long as his fast-failing strength would per

mit: but that was at length exhausted, and

he covered his face with his thin starved

looking fingers, to rest upon them a head

aching with mental anxiety and physical

weakness. Poverty, the fiend whose gall.

ing influence he bitterly bewailed, seemed

to have left him a moment's comparative

happiness; he appeared to have sunk into

obliviousness. Thrice miserable state, to

render forgetfulness a blessing !

Even this was denied for any length of

time; a faint voice from a bed which stood

in a corner of the room awoke him to all

the horrors of his lot. “Dear brother,” it

whispered, “you, too, are ill l’”

“No, no ; not ill,” said the youth hurri

edly, as he approached the bed; “not ill,

dear Lisette, but 32

“Faint, sinking, François t” then sud

denly recollecting herself, she exclaimed,

“Alas! you have not tasted food for two

days " She fell on the pillow, and bathed

it in tears.

“Lisette, Lisette, be of good heart,” re

plied the brother. “Indeed I am not suf

fering on that account. Soon will these

miseries be ended. Yes, yes,” he con

tinued, his eye brightening with a ray of

hope, as he glanced towards the manuscript,

“Monsieur Debit, the publisher, has pro

mised—positively passed his word—that

when complete, he will purchase my ro

mance. Nay, the price is agreed on—two

thousand francs. To-morrow evening we

shall be possessed of two thousand francs :

Think of that, sister.”

“Would we had one franc now,” inter

rupted Lisette mournfully. “But you

have at last made known our wretched

state. Your letter to Folarte”

“Name him not He it is who has

brought all these miseries upon us. All,

all—my poverty, your illness. Oh, sister,

he is unworthy of the sighs, the tears you

have shed for him | Besides, his dishon

esty to me, his attentions to the woman he

calls Estelle, ought to”

“François, this must not be ; you think

too hardly of our cousin. My heart is in

deed breaking—not because he is lost to

me, but because he is lost to himself. The

terrible vice of gaming has for a time black

ened his heart. But he will be here yet—ſ

know he will. My own heart tells me so.”

“Not while he has a louis left to gamble

with. Let us not think of him. I will re

sume my task.

François had scarcely uttered those words

before we entered his room. On beholding

what he thought to be me, he threw himself

into an attitude of defiance; the girl shriek

ed and hid her head under the bed-clothes.

There was a pause. Lisette was the first to

speak. “François, I, your sister, so dear to

you, implore you to receive him with kind

ness. He has come to relieve us—to pay

you.”
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My other self smiled bitterly while plac

ing a packet on the table.

“If such be your intention,” said the

poor author, “leave us the money, and de

part.”

“I have none,” was the answer.

“Wretch!” continued François, sinking

into the chair, overpowered with excitement

and bodily weakness; “if you come here

to glory in the misery thou hast caused, thy

triumph shall be complete I am starving,

and Lisette is on her death bed.”

“I cannot help either,” was the reply.

“Cousin,” murmured the girl, grasping

the hand of that which represented my per

son, “hear me. The money you borrowed

of my brother will save him—myself no

thing can save ; my disease lies too deep

for human riches or human skill. He has

sacrificed all for my sake; let him not per

ish ; he has not tasted food for two days.

Give him some money !”

“It is all gone—lost.”

“All ! Sell something to buy bread for

my dear brother. Yes, yes; I know you

will. Have you nothing that will fetch

money t”

“Nothing.”

“Hypocrite liar !” shouted François,

with unnatural energy; “that case contains

jewels, possibly a present for”

“For whom l’’ asked the maiden, almost

frantic with joy at so near a prospect of

relief.

My representative, deliberately taking

up the packet, said, “For Estelle !”

There was a terrible shriek Our exit

was impeded on the stairs by a man ascend

ing them. François was heard to exclaim

in the greatest agony, “Help! help ! She

has swooned; she is—dead ſ”

I began to hope that the imaginary being

who now seemed to control my actions had

done its worst, in exhibiting to me the dire

ful effects of my crimes. But it was not so.

I was doomed to follow IT to the house of

feasting and revelry—to Estelle's soirée.

What a contrast was here presented to the

wretched abode so lately visited Smiling

faces, laughing voices, and gay forms flitted

across my sight and rang in my ears; whilst

recollections of misery, want, death, rankled

in my bosom. Yes, so it was. My heart

and conscience were still left to gall and

accuse me; but my will, with the power to

answer its dictates, had passed to another.

The bitterness of remorse corroded my

mind, unmitigated by the few pleasures de

rivable from participation in guilt.

Estelle Lemartine was one of those equiv

ocal persons whom the peculiar constitu

tion of society in the French capital renders

as abundant as their characters are difficult

to estimate. She was lively, without levi

ty; gay, and not dissipated. Though her

house was constantly resorted to by the

most notorious dissipants of both sexes in

Paris, yet her own fair ſame had never been

materially impaired. She countenanced

gaming, without practising it; and forward

ed almost every kind of intrigue, adroitly

escaping from each adventure without re

proach. Young, handsome, a widow, and

consequently her own mistress, Estelle's

bitterest enemy could say no worse of her

than that she was a consummate coquette.

There were music and dancing. Screen

ed off from the rest of the room was an

écarté table, at which Cornet, Coquin, and

two others, were seated at play. It led me

behind the screen, from which we looked

on upon the game, unobserved by others.

... suddenly tripped away from a group

of dancers to greet one of the card-players.

“Ah !” she ejaculated, with a smile that

seemed to radiate over the whole of her

expressive form—“ah! when did you re

turn from London, my dear Theodore ?”

Her “dear” Theodore

“Hast thou been to the top of St. Paul's 1

Did you hear Grisi 1 or have the London

fogs spoiled her voice 1 Hast brought over

a new cab and an English tiger? But I

had forgotten,” continued Estelle, giving

her head a pettish toss; “I am affronted

with you. You have put down your mus

tachios, and you know I admired them.”

“True; but my allegiance to your taste

cost me, on two occasions, my liberty. I

was twice mistaken for a London swindler.”

Questions now poured in upon the trav

eller from all sides; till, putting both hands

to his ears, he exclaimed, “Silence ere I

am stunned. You shall know all in time.

I intend arranging some hasty notes for pub

lication, and it will be a most interesting

book, believe me. Having been received

with the greatest hospitality in many excel

lent private families, I shall be able to give

extremely entertaining sketches of the la

dies' foibles, with some satire on the vices

and ill-breeding of the men. I shall draw

up a lucid detail of the present state and

prospects of the country, for I conversed in

English with the principal secretary of the

Interior for more than half an hour. At a

table d'hôte, I heard authentic anecdotes of

the court, and took great pains to be intro

duced to several literary characters. In

short, my work will be a valuable record of

every particular relating to the British em

pire; and I mean to call it”—
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“What t” interrupted a dozen eager
WOlces.

“‘A Fortnight in London.’”

At this moment Estelle beheld us. She ran

up to my other self with a greater appear.

ance of delight than she had evinced even

towards Theodore. She called IT her dear

Albert, with a great deal more apparent ſer

vor than when she addressed the other as

her dear Theodore! She laid her hand up

pon Its shoulder, was grateful for the jew

els, and betrayed every token of affection,

but in the midst of these expressions, slid

away to waltz with my rival.

“You here 1” ejaculated Cornet, starting

suddenly back and frowning angrily upon

my representative.

“And why not ?” said my voice calmly.

“Did I not appoint to come 1”

“Let us withdraw from this throng, and

I'll tell you why you ought not to be here,”

was the reply, as we sat down at the desert

ed Écarté table.

“Folarte, you are a madman. Nay

worse; I dare not say how much worse. I

know all; though I should be the last to

speak. I am a gambler by profession. 1

have helped to ruin many. }. won by

fair means or foul the last centime from the

foolish wretch, whose corpse has, an hour

after, been dragged out of the Seine; I have

seen the starving wife cling in frantic sup

plication to the arm of her husband, and

piteously beg for one franc of the sum that

jingled in his pocket, which I knew roulette

and loaded dice would soon make mine;

but,” he continued, “I have never before be

held such a spectacle as your conduct pre

sents. A mother in prison, a cousin and

his betrothed sister; one starving, the oth

er dying, perhaps dead; and you, the cause

of all this, here—among the gay, paying

homage to beauty, and buying its favors

with the liberty of your parent and the bread

of your cousins; indulging your passion,

at the expense of every feeling that makes

us human, for a woman who metes out her

love by the length of her lovers' purses.

My own crimes are, indeed, many and great,

but none of them unnatural ſ”

The torturing remorse this lecture inflict

ed upon my heart was doubly increased by

its being made by a man I knew to be one

of the veriest wretches in creation. At

this moment Theodore and Estelle whirled

past in a rapid waltz, during which the tia

ra fell from her head. It became entang

led with their feet, and she kicked it out of

the way. It rose to pick up the jewels; on

looking around, the two waltzers had disap

peared. They had whirled into an adjoin

ing apartment. I followed without a mo

ment's delay. Jewels and presents from

England lay scattered on the table. I saw

that which convinced me my happiness was

wrecked. Cornet, who was behind, burst

into a loud laugh; Estelle screamed at my

wild appearance; and a cold, writhing smile

passed over my own counterfeit. My flash

ing eyes exchanged one look with Theo

dore, another with Cornet. Those glances

arranged every thing—there was to be a

duel !

“The plains of Grenelle in an hour,” said

my voice, as if to ratify the engagement.

Theodore bowed.

Cornet was prevailed on, after some diffi

culty, to become my second. On our way

to the rendezvous,we called at his lodgings

for pistols. During our walk, my mind

was fully occupied. ... It had leisure; for

Cornet was busily talking to my coporeal

self about the preliminaries of the field.

From the time of the occurrence opposite

the jeweller's until that moment, I had al

most taken the extraordinary separation,

as it were, of my existence as a matter of

course. Now I was about to undergo an

ordeal that would expel any illusion from

my mind, if I had a doubt; but I had none.

“There it is,” thought I; “Ican see it. Yet

how ! I behold my own eyes as if in ano

ther's head. Whence, then, do I derive the

power that makes me see it! Incomprehen

sible! perhaps it will be struck with the ad

versary's ball. Will that hurt me 2—what a

question 1"

We arrived at Grenelle in time. There

was just light enough. The morning was

beginning to break ; and every thing was

managed with great exactness. . The sec

onds were evidently used to it; both being

gamblers by profession, this was a part of

their business. The figure of myself took

a station marked out by Cornet, and care

fully examined the weapon. The precise

moment had arrived.

“Fire,” shouted Cornet.

Suddenly I felt a tremendous blow, as if a

heavy club had violently struck my left

shoulder. My throat was instantly dried

up I cried for water. I had fallen. . I

was shot, and at that instant I no longer be

held the reflection of my own form 1

Sanity had, however, only returned for

an instant, for the pain rendered me uncon

scious; and on being removed to my lodg

ings, fever succeeded. I lay in a state of

partial insensibility for nine weeks, and

meantime, my case had been reported to the

School of Doctors, who called it “monoma

nia.” Of that, I return thanks to heaven, I
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was completely cured; but what rejoices me

most is, that every thing is forgiven. My

mother is restored to liberty. Lisette had

only swooned in the attic, when her brother

exclaimed she was dead; and has recovered.

François is no longer poor. It happened

thus :-

The notary who hurried my mother to

prison had shamefully accumulated costs,

and misrepresented the case to his client.

On learning the truth, Monsieur Durand im

mediately abandoned his action, and also

provided good tenants for both our farms,

the one at Guisnes, the other for that in the

commune of Ardengon. He has given us

ample time for payment of the debt, to re

cover which the rascally notary persuaded

him to sue. From the moment of my sud

den and heartless departure from François'

miserable home, his circumstances improv

ed. The person I met on the stairs was the

publisher Debit. He had heard of my

cousin's extreme poverty, and not having

seen him for many days, thought something

had happened, and sought him out. On

the spot, he purchased and paid for the

copyright of the romance, and the poor au

thor's fortune was made. A physician was

instantly provided for Lisette, and she

soon recovered.

None but those who have experienced

them, can know the soothing, calm, happi

ness-imparting influences of repentance.

It is a sudden change from the purgatory of

sin to the beatitude of virtue. That it is

which makes me feel so happy. Yet I have

one trouble left—l have wronged Lisette

too deeply ever to hope forgiveness.

ALBERT FolARte.

Thus much of this history is narrated by

its hero. I received it from his own hands

in a manuscript I have translated almost lit

erally, which will account for the French

construction of some of the sentences. I

will now proceed to relate the sequel.

Whoever has traversed from Guisnes

to the picturesque little village of Arden

gon, about seven miles east of Calais, can

not have failed to observe—in a cross road

turning off opposite a representation of the

Crucifixion rudely carved in wood, with a

heap of miniature crosses strewed at its

foot—a spacious house, having a garden

of some extent, whose only boundary is a

quadrangle of stately trees. That, reader,

is the patrimonial residence of Albert Fo.

larte. He is now happily settled for life,

with Lisette as his helpmate. Madame Fo

larte still lives in peace and contentedness

with her son. The cousin, whom we have

called Frhngois, is now one of the most

popular writers in France, and several of

his romances have been translated into Eng

lish.

“Here,” said Albert, as he gave me his

manuscript, “are heads of the events I have

just been relating. The disorder, hideous as

it was, I have always looked upon as a fortu

nate one. By its agency, I saw the folly,

wickedness, and heartless cruelty of the

mad career I was running. The duel ar

rested the progress of a delusion that must

have otherwise ended in incurable and to

tal derangement: the shock dismissed my

imagined attendant; whilst the quantity of

blood taken from me, to ward off a fatal

fever which hourly impended, prevented its

return. The delusion effected a moral

cure; the bullet and lancet a physical one ;

for they cured me of a horrible mono

mania.”

AN ANEchoTE OF SHETLAND LIFE.

From Chambers's Edinburgh Journal.

It was a beautiful day last year, early in au

tumn, before harvest work in this northern region

had commenced, that a young and merry party

crossed the bleak hills of one of the remote Shet

land Isles, from the most northerly dwelling of

man in her majesty's dominions, towards the par

ish church—for so is here the custom—to wit

ness the ceremony of marriage between two of

their number. The bride was a lovely girl, in

her nineteenth year. She was in a simple dress

of white—white shawl, white satin ribbons in

her neat cap, and the rather unusual finery for

a cottage maid (a present, however), of white

kid gloves. Her whole appearance was striking

ly prepossessing; and in face, figure, and de

meanor, would, I thought, have adorned a much

higher station. Her bridegroom was a few years

older, and their courtship had been even from

the days of childhood. Some circumstances

had occurred to deſer their union for a few

months beyond the time intended, but at length

they stood before the minister who was to join

their lot in one. Part of their landlord's family

met them at church, to officiate as bride's-maid

and man; and the whole party, including a son

of a well-known and much-respected ornament

of the law in Edinburgh, who happened to be on

a visit to the island, soon retraced their steps to

the hyperborean cottage, to spend the evening

in dancing, and other amusements suitable to

the occasion. Healths were pledged to the hap

piness of the youthful pair of course, but we

rarely find intemperance sullying such meetings

in Shetland. #. newly united couple were

poor in worldly goods, but he was a clever and

adventurous fisherman, and she had been

brought up to be frugal and industrious, and

they had mutual love in strength and purity to

light them on their path through “the world that
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was before them.” So, after a few days, they

repaired to their future home, in the cottage of

the bridegroom's ſather It was about the same

time this year I saw the youthful mother carry

her first-born to church 3. baptism, though a

little paler than when she stood in the same spot

a bride; yet she looked all the more interesting.

Once more she was in the same white dress;

and I marked the blush of modest pride that

flushed her cheek, as she sought and caught her

father's eye, while the name of her mother was

pronounced over her child. The responsive

tear trembled in my own eye, as I marked hers

filling, and my heart echoed the prayer that no

doubt swelled in the young and happy parents'

hearts.

Not many weeks afterwards, when the cheer

ful festivities of Christmas were just approach

ing, after many days of stormy unsettled weather,

a calm lovely morning invited my favorite Agnes

to visit her own father's house for the few short

hours of daylight which this season affords.

Every object was reflected in the calm bright

mirror of the placid ocean, and the air was balmy

as on a day in June. She took her child in her

arms, and left her husband with his father and

brother engaged on some little work ofhusbandry

on their small farm. She called to him cheer

fully as she passed at a little distance, to come

for her before the evening darkened, and he re

turned an affectionate assent. Alas, for the

young hearts severed then ſor ever!

Very shortly after Agnes's departure, some of

their neighbors proposed to go to the fishing,

and two lads from a little distance arriving, with

their tackle and bait, without waiting for their

own usual boat-fellows, as the forenoon was ad

vancing, the father and two sons I have men

tioned set off, in company with another boat, to

the fishing ground, six miles off the north point

of the land. They had nearly reached the spot,

when a sudden storm arose. The tide was at

the full, and the force of the north Atlantic rush

ed in with the speed of a whirlwind on the poor

devoted crews. One of the boats was well-man

ned, and reached the land in safety; but in the

little bark wherein was Agnes’s husband, he and

his brother were the only efficient men—their

aged father, and the two ài. above alluded to,

composing all the crew. They were never

heard of; the deep and turbid sea, doubtless,

overwhelmed them; and till the day when the

“sea shall give up her dead,” how they met

their fate can never be known.

We shall draw a veil over the sorrows of the

heart-stricken survivors of the catastrophe-the

aged and desolate woman bereft of her husband

and both her sons; a destitute widow and large

family of one of them; a youthful bride of one of

the younger men; a despairing mother of the

other, who has, in him, lost her only surviving

stay, having two years ago, by a precisely simi

lar catastrophe, had to mourn for husband, son,

and son-in-law; and last, though not least, the

or Agnes, on whose little story I have been

welling with melancholy interest. What were

her feelings when the fierce and sudden storm

arose, sweeping over the waste of waters she

was gazing on ? She believed her busband safe

on shorel First came to her ear reports that

boats were gone to sea. Who were in them?

When the one boat arrived, the hardy crew, ut

terly exhausted with the efforts for their lives,

the alarm was raised, and very shortly it became

evident that the other would never reach the

land. The storm subsided almost as rapidly as

it had risen; but its appointed work was accom

lished; and under the all-wise direction of the

É. of wind and waves, it had summoned to

His dread tribunal the souls of these poor fish

etinen.

Poor Agnes; with what feelings shall I look

on her pale expressive countena ce, now clad in

the weeds of heartfelt sorrow. She remains in

the dwelling of her father, of which she was the

pride and joy, and where she is now not the less

tenderly cherished, because of her irreparable

misfortune.

THE “ DARNLEY JEWEL.”

THE newspapers have lately been circulating

the following account of this much-talked-of

relic:—

“This very curious piece of workmanship of

the 16th century, which formed one of the finest

gems of the collection at Strawberry-hill, and

which was purchased at the sale there last sum

mer by Mr. Farrer of WardourStreet, for a large

sum, has just been bought by her Majesty at

the price, it is said, of 200 guineas. It was

about to be sold to a foreign collector, who is in

possession of the celebrated iron ring of the un

fortunate husband of Mary Queen of Scots,

when the good taste of her Majesty rescued it,

and it is now amongst the royal jewels of Eng

land, as formerly it was amongst the royal jew

els of Scotland. It is the identical jewel worn

by Lord Darnley. It was made by order of

Lady Margaret Douglas, his mother, in memory

of her husband, Matthew Stuart, Earl of Len

nox and Regent of Scotland, who was murdered

by the party who opposed him in religion. The

jewel, which is of exquisite workmanship, is of .

fine gold, in the form. heart, about two inches

long and nearly two inches in breadth. On the

surface, which opens in front, there is a coronet,

in which are three small rubies and an eme

rald. Under the coronet there is aº: in

the shape of a heart, with wings of ruby, eme

rald, and sapphire. The coronet is supported

by Victory and Patience. There are also two

figures on the jewel, representing Faith and

Hope. The robes of all these figures, which

are very elaborate, are of ruby and sapphire

enamelling. There is the following legend:-

“Sal obtein Victorie in yair Pretence,

Quha hopis stil constantly with Patience.

The coronet and little heart may be both opened

up from below; within the coronet are three

letters in cipher, “M. L. S.,” with a crown of

laurel over them. On the reverse of the coro

net within are two hearts joined and pierced b

two arrows, bound by a wreath with a legend,

“Quhat we Resolve.” When the little heart is

opened, a skull and two bones are seen, and two
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hands holding a label, from which hangs a horn

with the rest of the legend, “Death sal dessolve.”

On the other side of the jewel is the sun shining

on a heliotropium, or sunflower, beautifully

enamelled, the moon and stars are also repre

sented. There are a salamander in the flames,

a pelican feeding her young with her blood, a

shepherd, a traveller, a dog, and a bird, and a

phenix, all emblematical, with a legend—

“My stait to them I may compaer

For you quha is of Bontes rare.”

When the whole heart is opened, on the reverse

are seen two men in Roman armor fighting;

an executioner holding a woman by the hair

with a cuttle axe, as about to decapitate her;

two frightful jaws, out of which issue three spec

tres in flames. The figure of time is seen draw

ing a naked figure, supposed to be Truth, from a

well; and a female on a throne, with a fire in

which many crosses are burning. There are

three legends, “Ze seem al my Plesur.’ ‘Tym

gaves alleir, and ‘Gar tell my Relaes.” The

whole is exquisitely worked, and is one of the

most, extraordinary remains of the art of the

age.”

It cannot escape the notice of many of our

readers, that there is a serious blunder in res

pect of chronology in this account. The earl

of Lennox was killed four or five years subse

quently to his son Lord Darnley, so that, if this

jewel was made on the occasion of his death, it

never could have belonged to the unhappy youth

whose alliance to Queen Mary forms so dismal

a chapter in our history. We take leave to re

mark, that the history of the jewel seems to re

quire further elucidation.—Edinburgh Journal.

PEWS.

From Chambers's Edinburgh Journal.

ONE of the religious controversies of the day,

the merits of which we have not the slightest

inclination to discuss, has been the means of

bringing to light some curious records regard

ing the early history of church seats; a matter

on which considerable obscurity has hitherto

rested. We propose to cull a few of these no

tices from the various publications in which they

appear.

The writers on this subject have divided it

into two epochs—that before and that after the

Reformation—the moot point being when pews,

jº. so called, were first introduced and gen

erally used; but without discussing mere words,

we shall commence by showing how worship

pers were accommodated in early times, taking

up the etymology of the term pew in our chron

ological progress.

In Anglo-Saxon churches, and in some of

early Norman date, there was a stone bench

running round the whole of the interior, except

the east end; an arrangement sometimes con

tinued even in decorated churches, as in Exeter

Cathedral, and in late Tudor, as in North Peth

erton, Somersetshire, and in King's College cha

pel. This might be presumed to have been

intended for the accommodation of a part of the

people attending worship; and perhaps it was

so; although there is also some ground for sup

posing that it was, in a great measure, a mere

peculiarity of architecture, some churches hav

ing the same kind of bench on the outside. It

may be remarked, that its running round the

whole interior, except the east end, is no dis

proof ol its having been designed for the con

gregation, as might be supposed from the laity

having latterly been forbidden to enter the chan

cel, for such a rule does not appear to have

existed in the Anglo-Saxon church: at least

such is the natural inference from the 44th con

stitution of King Edgar, published in A. D. 960:

“And we ordain that no woman shall approach

the altar while the mass is being celebrated.”

This, of course, implies that at any other time a

woman might do so.

Judging ſrom Anglo-Saxon illuminations, the

people generally sat on low, rude, three-legged

stools, placed dispersedly over the church. But

a writer in the British Critic” very justly ob

serves, that sitting on the ground or standing

were then much more common postures than

now. “In a manuscript,” says he, “in the Har

leian Library in the British Museum, dated

A. D. 1319, is represented Archbishop Arundel

preaching to the people from a pulpit, raised

about two feet from the ground, his cross-bearer

standing by his side, and his hearers all sitting

on the ground. A copy is given in Strutt's ‘An

tiquities.” In the ‘Pictorial History of England,”

aſter a short account of the rise of the mendicant

orders, there is a drawing without date, but pro

bably belonging to the fifteenth century, of a

friar preaching from a movable pulpit. In this

instance, the scene is probably not in a church,

and the ground appears to be covered with

branches of trees or plants; but still the posture

represented goes to confirm the supposition of

that being customary in churches.” The usual

covering for the floors of churches, and, indeed,

of private houses in those times, was rushes.

ooden seats appear to have been introduced

soon after the Norman Conquest. In Bishop -

Grostěte's injunctions (1240), it is ordered that

the patron may be indulged with a stall in the

choir. And in the twelfth chapter of a synod at

Exeter, holden by Bishop Quivil in the year

1287, we read as follows:—“We have also

heard that the parishioners of divers places do

oſtentimes wrangle about their seats in church,

two or more claiming the same seat; whence

arises great scandal to the church, and the di

vine offices are sore let and hindered: wherefore

we decree, that none shall henceforth call any

seat in the church his own, save noblemen and

patrons; but he who shall first enter shall take

his place where he will.” Thus, it appears that

the seeds of the modern system were sown in

the church as early as the thirteenth century,

for “noblemen and patrons” were allowed to

have seats of their own. The next innovation

presents itself as we advance nearer the Refor

mation. Wooden seats begin in some instances

to have cross-bars by way of doors. In Bishop's

Hull are some very fine and completely open

[* No. 64, p. 499.



352 [July,
PeWS.

wood-seats, bearing date 1530; so there are

in Crowcombe, Somersetshire, and Bourne,

Cambridgeshire, both 1534; and in Milverton,

Somersetshire (though very poor), 1540. That

these seats were in some instances appropriated,

is plain from the fact o' initials being sometimes

marked on them ; as in Stogumber, and also in

Hurstpierpoint, Sussex.

We now come to the Reformation, when the

change of the forms of worship almost necessa

rily implied a change in the arrangements for

the congregation. The daily prayers, instead

of being read at the altar, were now repeated by

the minister in “a little tabernacle of wainscot

provided for the purpose;” otherwise a reading

desk. We soon after find allusions in our popu

lar literature to pews, or pues, as the word was

then spelt.” Thus, Shakspeare has the follow

ing line in Richard III.,

“And makes her pue-fellow with others moan.”

Of a character in Decker’s “Westward Hoe,”

it is said, that “being one day in church, sle

made moan to her pue-fellow.” Bishop Andrews

uses the expression in one of his sermons (1596);

and in a supplication of the poor Commons ad

dressed to Henry VIII., in 1546, on the subject

of the Bibles lately put up in every church, it is

complained, that “ſor where your highness gave

commandment that thei should se that there

were in every parish church within your high

ness's realm one Bible at the least set at liberty,

so that every man might freely come to it, and

read therein such things as should be for his

consolation, many of this wicked generation, as

well preests as other their faithful adherents,

would pluck it other into the quyre, other into

some pue, where poor men durst not presume to

come.”

That pews existed immediately after the Re

formation, thus clearlyº ; but a question

remains as to the nature of the seats which were

so called. Etymologically, a

which gives support, or a seat of any kind. Was

the sense of the term thus general in 1546, or

did it refer to those particular enclosed or box

like seats which are now recognised in England

as pews? It seems to us that, either now, or at

->

least immediately after, the term had come to

be restricted to such enclosed seats. And his

tory makes us aware of reasons for such enclo

sures coming then into demand. The forms

prescribed for ºf were then rigid dictates

of the law, against whichº: of puri

tanical tendencies were disposed, as far as they

safely could, to rebel. The order, still to be found

in the canons of the English church, that “when

ever, in any lesson, sermon, or otherwise, the

name of Jesus shall be in the church pronoun

ced, due reverence be made of all persons, young

and old, with lowness of courtesy and uncover

ing of the heads of the men-kind, as thereunto

doth necessarily belong, and heretofore hath

been accustomed,” was particularly obnoxious

* The etymology of the word is traced by Du

cange (Glossary, s. v. iii. 332) to the Latin podium,

which meant, in the Latin of the middle ages, any

thing on which we lean. From it the old French

word puy, the modern appui (support), and the

English pue, or pew, are derived."

ew is any thing

to that party by whom it was considered as a

sort of idol worship. Another injunction to

which they objected, was that for standing up at

the saying of the Gloria Patri. By having high

enclosed seats, they were screened from the ob

servation of those officers whose duty it was to

report if any one disobeyed the behests of the

law. The need for pews, thus commenced in

the early days of the reformed church, was con

tinued during the Stuart reigns, and it according

ly appears that pews were much multiplied

during that period. About 1608, galleries were

introduced into churches. In that year, St. Ma

the Greater, at Cambridge, was scaffolded,

that is, galleried. In 1610, a gallery was erect

ed at the west end of the collegiate church of

Wolverhampton, by the Merchant Tailors' Com

pany. It rests on two arabesquely-carved up

rights, which join on to the piers; the upper part,

as in most early instances, is banistered, and

contains four panels, two bearing shields, and

two inscribed with texts from Holy Scripture.

So well established were pews in 1611, that

we find, from the following ludicrous entry, they

were even then baized. In the accounts of St.

Margaret's, London, is an item of sixpence,

“paid to Goodwyfe Wells, for salt to destroy

the fleas in the church-warden's pew.” In the

book of another London parish, a few years later,

it is recorded that “Mr. Doctor has his pew

trymed with green saie.” From another record

(1620), we learn that the sexes were separated

in different pews, for a certain Mr. Loveday was

reported for sitting in the same pew with his

wife, “which being held to be highly indecent,”

he was ordered to appear, but failing to do so,

Mr. Chancellor was made acquainted with his

obstinacy. The matter was finally compromised

by Mr. Doctor's giving him a seat in his pew ;

the comfortable luxury of “green saie” no doubt

compensating uxurious Mr. Loveday for the loss

of his wife's company. The march of comfort

and decoration proceeded rapidly, as may be

seen from a passage in a sermon preached by

the witty Bishop Corbett of Norwich two years

aſterwards (1622). “Stately pews,” he says,

“are now become tabernacles, with rings and

curtains to them. There wants nothing but

beds to hear the word of God on: we have case

ments, locks and keys, and cushions, I had al

most said bolsters and pillows, and for these we

love the church. I ºf. guess what is done

within them; who sits, stands, or lies asleep at

prayers, communion, &c.; but this I dare say,

they are either to hide some vice, or to proclaim

one; to hide disorder, or to proclaim pride.”

The reasons for heightening #. sides of pews

ceased with the power of Charles I., and from

the civil war they gradually declined, until they

reached their present comparatively moderate

elevation.

It is generally understood, though we can

# Swift has illustrated the sleeping accommoda

tion offered in pews by the following lines:—

A bedstead of the antique mode,

Compact of timber many a load,

Such as our ancestors did use,

Was metamorphosed into pews :

Which still their ancient nature keep,

By lodging folks disposed to sleep.
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H. no certain authority on the subject, that

xed church seats scarcely existed in Scotland

before the reign of Charles I. People were in

the habit of bringing seats with them to sit upon

in Church. It is stated that, at the riot in the

High Church of Edinburgh, in 1637, on the oc

casion of introducing a liturgy, the chief agents

in the tumult were servant women, “who were

in the custom of bringing movable seats to

Church, and keeping them for their masters and

mistresses.” Humbler people brought little

clasp stools for their accommodation, and it was

such an article that the famous Jenny Geddes

threw on that occasion at the dean's head—the

first weapon, and a formidable one it was, en

ployed in the civil war. The more formal seat

ing of churches which now exists in Scotland,

may be presumed to have gradually sprung up

in the cºurse of the few years during which that

war lasted, a time remarkable beyond all that

went before it for attendance on religious ordi

nances, and the space of time devoted to them,

it being by no means unusual in those days to

spend six hours at once in church. Very few

notices of the church accommodation of this time

are to be found; but it appears from the Pres

bytery records of Perth under 1645, that a dis

ute then arose between the magistrates and

irk-session of that town, “anent the unorderly

extraction of a seat forth of the kirk.” In the

rural districts of Scotland, the seats of the estab

lished churches are generally divided amongst

the land proprietors for the use of themselves

and their tenantry; bnt in some of the large

towns they are let by the magistracy, and are

a source of considerable revenue.

The proprity of having a large part of the

area of every church appropriated by affluent

ersons, who perhaps make little use of the priv

ilege, has lately been questioned by a party of

the English clergy; and an effort is now mak

ing to have pews everywhere abolished. The

bishops of London and Hereford have declared

for this object in their respective charges to their

clergy. .

POSTAGE CONVENTION BETWEEN

FRANCE AND ENGLAND.

Monday’s Moniteur publishes the Postage

Convention between France and England, sign

ed April 3, 1843.

The first titre, or chapter, establishes towns

of the two countries, from which letters for one

another are to be despatched. The French

towns are—Paris, Calais, Boulogne, Dieppe,

Havre, Cherbourg, Granville, St. Malo, in the

Channel. The English towns are—London,

Dover, Brighton, Southampton,º and

Guernsey. For the Mediterranean, the French

post bureaua of transmission are—Paris, Mar

seilles, the office at Alexandria, Smyrna, the

Dardanelles, and Constantinople. The English

are—Alexandria, Gibraltar, and Malta.

The principal transmission of letters between

the countries takes place between Dover and

Calais, six days a week; the French Govern.

* History of the Rebellions in Scotland from 1633

to 1660. Constable's Miscellany.

Wol. II. No. III. 23

ment will send on the seventh day, weather per

mitting.

By the eighth article, the post-boats will con

tinue their services without interruption, even in

the time of war, until one of the Governments

shall have signified its wish that the service

should cease.

In ports where regular government steamers

do not exist, private vessels and steamers may

be employed to carry bags. . For this purpose a

post-box shall be put up on board the packet for

the reception of letters.

There is nothing new in the regulation of the

Levant correspondence, which continues to be

transmitted three times a month.

Letters may be franked or not; and lettres

charges, or particularly recommended, may be

sent in both countries. The English Post-office

is to pay to the French two francs for every

thirty grammes of letters not franked; and in

the same case the French Post-office will pay

the English a shilling an ounce.

Letters from France to England, ſranked, will

É. in France by the amount levied on French

etters by the law of 1827. The letters from

Paris, however, will pay but the tariff of Bou

logne. Letters franked from England to France

will pay five-pence per single letter, weighing

half an ounce. (This, in addition to the tariff of

Boulogne mentioned above, will make tenpence

postage between England and Paris.)

There are especial charges for letters ex

changed with St. Malo, Cherbourg, and Gran

ville.

Journals of either country are to be delivered

at the port of the country to which they are ad

... exempt from duty.

Pamphlets may be sent by post from one coun

try to another, paying in France as usual; in

England one penny for two ounces; sixpence

from two to three ounces; eightpence from three

to four ounces; and twopence per ounce more

up to sixteen ounces, beyond which weight the

English Post-office will not receive them.

The following is Article 86, which relates to

a point so much disputed, and which has involv

ed English journals in some expense:–

“Art. 86. In order to insure reciprocally the

integrality of the produce of the correspondence

of both countries, the French and English Gov

ernments will prevent, by every means in their

power, the transmission of correspondence b

other channels than the post. Nevertheless, it

is understood, that couriers sent by commercial

houses or others, to carry accidentally a single

letter, or one or more newspapers, may freely

traverse the respective territories of both states,

these couriers presenting the letter or the Ga

zettes at the first bureau of post, where the post

age will be levied in the usual manner.”—Colo

nial Gazette.
**

SERVIA.—Paris, May 2.—The affairs of Servia

are arranged. The Divan has conceded all the

demands of Russia —Prince Georgewitsch is to

abdicate, his councillors and Kiamil to quit Servia,

and a new election to take place, probably in favor

of Prince Milosch. An attempt was made at Milan

to assassinate the Viceroy, which failed.—Exam.
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THE OXFORD TRACTARIAN SCHOOL.

From the Edinburgh Review.

ARt. VIII.-1. Tracts for the Times. By

Members of the University of Oxford.

5 vols. 8vo. 1833–40.

2. Church Principles considered in their

Results. By W. E. Gladstone, Esq.,

M. P. 8vo. London: 1840.

3. Ancient Christianity, and the Doctrines

of the Oxford Tracts. By the Author of

Spiritual Despotism. Wols. I. and II.

London.

4. The Divine Rule of Faith and Practice;

or, a Defence of the Catholic Doctrine, that

Holy Scripture has been, since the times of

the JApostles, the sole Divine Rule of Faith

and Practice in the Church, against the

Dangerous Errors of the Authors of the

“Tracts for the Times,” and the Romanists.

By William Goode, M.A., of Trinity

College, Cambridge. 2 vols. 8vo. Lon

don.

5. The Kingdom of Christ delineated ; in

Two Essays, on our Lord's own Account

of his Person and of the JNature of his

Kingdom, and on the Constitution, Powers,

and JMinistry of a Christian Church, as

appointed by Himself. By Richard Whate

ly, D.D., Archbishop of Dublin. 8vo.

£º 1841.

6. Oxford Divinity compared with that of

the Romish and Jinglican Churches, with

a Special View of the Doctrine of Justifi

cation by Faith. By the Right Rev. C.

P. M'Ilvaine, D.D., Bishop of Ohio. 8vo.

London: 1841.

7. The Church of the Fathers. 12mo. Lon

don: 1842.

:8. The Voice of the Anglican Church, being

the declared Opinions of her Bishops on

the Doctrines of the Oxford Tract Writers.

12mo. London: 1843.

9. Anglo-Catholicism not Apostolical ; be

ing an Inquiry into the Scriptural Au

thority of the Leading Doctrines advocated

in “The Tracts for the Times.” By W.

Lindsay Alexander, M.A. 8vo. Edin

burgh: 1843.

It may sound paradoxical, but it is never

theless true, that with the disciples of the

Oxford Tract School” we have no manner

of controversy. Their principles, logical

and ethical, are so totally different from

our own, that we feel it as impossible to

argue with them as with beings of a differ

ent species. There may be worlds, say

some philosophers, where truth and false

hood change natures—where the three an

gles of a triangle are no longer equal to

two right angles, and where a crime of un

usual turpitude may inspire absolute envy.

We are far from saying that the gentlemen

above mentioned are qualified to be inhabi

tants of such a world; but we repeat that

we have just as little dispute with them as

if they were. With men who can be guilty

of so grotesque a petitio principii as to sup

pose that to those who question the arro

gant and exclusive claims of the Episcopal

Clergy, and who “ask by what authority

they speak,” it can be any answer to cite

the words, “He that despiseth you des

piseth me,” and “whosesoever sins ye re

mit they are remitted,”—with men who

think that no “serious” person can treat

lightly their doctrine of Apostolical succes

sion, and that if there be, it is to some pur

pose to quote the text, “Esau, a profane

person, who for one morsel of meat sold his

birthright,”t—with men who can so wrest

the meaning of common terms as to repre

sent the change effected in the eucharistic

elements by the words of consecration, to

be as much a miracle as that performed at

the marriage feast at Cana,1–with men

who are so enamored of the veriest dreams

and whimsies of the Fathers, as to bespeak

all reverence for that fancy of Justin and

others, that the “ass and the colt” for

which Christ sent his disciples, are to be

interpreted severally of the “Jewish and

the Gentile believers,” and also to attach

much weight to that of Origen, who rather

expounds them of the “old and the new

Testaments,”—with men who can treat

with gravity the various patristic exposi

tions of the “five barley loaves,” which

some suppose to indicate the “five senses,”

and others the “five books of Moses,”5–

* We have employed the term Puseyism, simply

as the ordinary name by which a certain system of

doctrines has come to be popularly designated, and

by which it is therefore most readily recognised. It

is not intended to imply that the reverend gentleman

from whose name the term has been derived, would

subscribe to every statement or opinion contained in

the works of the school to which he belongs; but

his own writings leave us no doubt, that in all the

more important he cordially concurs. Still, we

should have preferred a name not derived from an

individual, had we known of any such as widely

used and as generally understood. The Oxford

§§ it is true, vehemently protest against being

esignated by any name, whether derived from an

individual or not, which would imply that they con

stituted a particular school or sect, on the ground

that their doctrines are not those of a school or sect,

but of the “Catholic Church 1” But in this we can

not humor them; they are in our judgment decidedly

a “Sect,” and nothing more.

* Tracts, Vol. i. No. 17, p. 6.

t Tracts, No. 19, p. 4.

f Br. Crit. Vol. xxvii. pp. 259,360.

5 Tracts, No. 89.
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with men who can lay down the general

principle, that we are to “maintain before

we have proved,” “that we must believe

in order to judge,” “that this seeming par

adox is the secret of happiness,” “and

that never to have been troubled with a

doubt about the truth of what has been

taught us, is the happiest state of mind,”—

these writers at the same time declaring

that the immense majority of mankind are

brought up in this same quiet reception of

the most fatal delusions—with men who

can believe that the true doctrine of Chris

tian baptism will prove a preservative

against forming either a Neptunian or Wul.

canian theory of geology; and that the

vertebral “column and its lateral pro

cesses” were designed to afford a type and

adumbration of the crossf-with men who

think the words roºro rosſra sig rºv šuñv dvá

pivnºv are the most natural words for our

Lord to have used, if he meant to say “Sa-|

crifice this in remembrance of me”f—with

men who can believe that St. Anthony’s

nonsensical conflicts with devils may not

unworthily be compared with the tempta

tions of our Lord in the wilderness, and

that the grotesque portents with which his

“life” abounds may be attributed to diabol

ical agency}-with men who can write or

defend such a Tract as Number Ninety, and

at once swear to the Articles and explain

them away—with men who think that there

is no reason to believe that “the private

student of Scripture would ordinarily gain

a knowledge of the Gospel from it;” and

who “confess a satisfaction in the infliction

of penalties for the expression of new doc

trines or a change of communion”||—with

men who can affirm and believe such things,

and many others equally strange, we repeat

we can have personally as little controversy

as with those inhabitants of Saturn, who,

according to Voltaire's lively little tale,

have seventy-two senses, and have discov

ered in matter no less than three hundred

essential properties. The powers of spec

ulation of these gentlemen are either so

much above our own, or so much below

them—their notions of right and wrong so

transcendently ridiculous, or so transcend

ently sublime—that there can be nothing in

common between us. Thousands, we know,

are ready to resolve the mystery of their

conduct by saying, “Surely these men are

• Tracts, No. 85, pp. 85,73; Br. Crit. No. 63, pp.
3. 83.

+ Sewell's Christian Morals, p. 324. See, also,

Tract No. 89, §§ vi. vii.

+ Froude's Remains, Second Part, Vol. i. p. 91, etc.

s Newman's Church of the Fathers, p. 360.

| Br. Cr. No. 59, p. 105. -

either great knaves or great fools:” but in

the exercise of that charity which hopeth

all things, we will not assume the ſormer;

and in the exercise of that charity which

believeth all things, we will not assume the

latter. We regard them simply as an un

explained phenomenon ; we stare at them as

at a new comet, devoutly hoping at the same

time that they may be found to move in a

highly hyperbolical trajectory, and that,

having swept across our system, they will

vanish and return no more.

It is not to them, then, that we address

ourselves; but to the thousands of our

readers who may have neither time nor in

clination to peruse the voluminous works

of their School. For their sakes we shall

attempt something like a systematic expo

sition, once for all, of its principal doc

trines, and they can then decide whether or

not it is their duty to accept them.

It is now about ten years since the found

ers of this School set about achieving their

great miracle of putting the “ dial” of the

world “ten degrees backward.” Their first

proceedings were comparatively moderate.

They had arrived at the conclusion that the

Church of England had become more

“Protestant than the Reformation ;” that

she had somehow swung loose from her

moorings, and had insensibly drifted with

the tide to a point very different from that

at which the pilots of the Reformation had

anchored her; that the spirit of the English

Church resides rather in the Liturgy and

Rubric than in the Articles, and that the

former ought to interpret the latter; that

certain “great and precious truths”, had

nigh gone out of date, and that certain high

“gifts” and prerogatives of the Church had

come to be cheaply rated. They further

thought that these “precious truths” re

quired to be restored, and these high “gifts”

to be vindicated.

To diffuse their views they commenced

that remarkable series of publications well

known by the name of the “Oxford Tracts;”

at an early stage of which appeared Mr.

Newman's Via Media, or middle road to

heaven, between Romanism and Protes

tantism. This Via Media appeared to many

nothing more or less than the “old Roman

road” uncovered and made passable. What

was thus early suspected was in due time

made manifest. No matter how compara

tively moderate the first pretensions of

these writers; it was soon seen that their

system of doctrine and ritual was fast as

suming a form not essentially different from

that of undisguised Romanism. Flushed

with success, and forgetting all caution,
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they rapidly developed, partly in the Tracts

and partly in separate works, principles at

which the Protestant world stood aghast.

In a word, the system closely resembled

that of Rome; it was, as geometricians say,

a similar figure, only with not so large a

perimeter.

They affirmed, as we shall fully show

hereafter, that the Scriptures were not the

sole and absolute rule of faith ; that tradi

tion was supplemental to it, and that what

it unanimously taught was of co-ordinate

authority ; that a fully developed Chris

tianity must be sought somewhere or other,

(nobody knows where,) within the first

(nobody knows how many) centuries; they

spoke contemptuously of Chillingworth's

celebrated maxim, and elevated that of Win

cent of Lerins into its place: in defiance of

the first principles of the Reformation, they

advocated “Reserve” in the communication

of religious knowledge, and avowed their

preference of the ancient diciplina arcani ;"

they spoke in terms of superstitious rever

ence of the Fathers, and eagerly defended

many of their most egregious fooleries;f

they denied most contemptuously “the

right of private judgment,” and inculcated

a blind, unquestioning acquiescence in the

assurances of the Priest. As they had ad

vocated principles which would justify

nearly all the abuses of Rome, so they

learned to speak of the abuses to which

those principles had led in a new dialect—

in terms which would have made the hair

of Cranmer or of Ridley stand on end.

They apologized for her errors, and, as they

were bidden, “spoke gently of her fall.”

They were rewarded (significant omen )

with the friendly greetings of the Roman

ists in return; and condescendingly assured

that “they were not far from the kingdom

of God.”f All this will be fully proved

hereafter, if indeed there are now any who

stand in need of such proof.

But their zeal somewhat outran discre

tion. They were not yet quite perfect in

the art of poisoning. Instead of adminis

tering it in homoeopathic doses, in invisible

elements, by means of perſumed gloves or

sweet confectionary; their impatience could

not brook the long delay required by so te

dious a process. They exchanged the gentle

decoction of laurel leaves for prussic acid;

till, at last, in Number Ninety, which ought

by right to be called the “Art of Perjury

made Easy,” they administered so strong a

dose, that even the Ostrich-stormach of the

Church could no longer endure it. She

threw off the nauseous compound with a

convulsive effort, and refused to take any

further preparations from the laboratory of

these modern “Subtles.”

But though the Oxford Tracts were at

length silenced by authorities unwontedly

patient of scandal, the poison was too wide

ly diffused to admit of any sudden and in

stant counteraction. Accordingly, in peri

odical publications of all sorts and sizes—

in Reviews, Magazines, and Newspapers,

in flimsy Pamphlets and bulky Volumes, in

letters, in dialogues, in tales and novels, in

poetry, in congenial fiction and perverted

history, in every form of typography, and

in every species of composition—have the

very same, nay, still more outrageous, doc

trines been industriously propagated. Of

this, too, we shall give full proof.”

Thus it was seen that the Via JMedia, in

stead of being a road running between Pro

testantism and Romanism, and parallel to

both, branched off at a large angle from the

former, and, after traversing a short inter

val of moss and bog, which quaked most

fearfully under the traveller's uncertain

tread, struck into that “broad,” well-beaten,

and crowded road which leads to Rome and

“destruction ” at the same time.

If the Oxford tract writers had strictly

adhered to what appeared to be their ori

ginal intention, as stated in the Via Media,

it would have been difficult, at all events,

for a clerical antagonist to know how to

deal with them; as they, for similar reasons,

would have found it equally difficult to

know how to deal with him. While the

Oxford party maintain that the spirit of the

• Nos. 80 and 87, Tracts on “Reserve.”

t Tract 89, on “Ancient Mysticism,” passim.

t" It seems impossible,” says Dr. Wiseman, “to

read the works of the Oxford divines, and especially

to follow them chronologically, without discovering

a daily approach towards our holy church, both in

doctrine and affectionate feeling. . . . . . . To

suppose them (without an insincerity which they

have given us no right to charge them with) to

love the parts of a system and wish for them, while

hey would reject the root and only secure support

of them—the system itselſ—is, to my mind, revolt

ingly contradictory.” -

* The Oxford Tract writers and their adherents

have shown but small practical regard to that prin

ciple of unquestioning obedience which forms a

prine article of their faith. They suppressed the

“Tracts,” it is true—an act of obedience, which,

considering that they have since propagated the

same doctrines with undiminished zeal, and even

openly defended Number Ninety itself, the Bishop

of Oxford has acknowledged, in a recent charge,

with a gratitude which looks almost ludicrous.

They seem to have understood the objection of their

superior to be to the title of the books, not to the

doctrines they contained—to the label on the bottle,

not to the poison in it. Their obedience was of the

same kind with that of the dutiful son mentioned in

the Gospel, who said to his father, “I go, sir,” but

Went not.
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Church resides rather in the Liturgy and

Rubric than in the Articles, their opponents

plead that the spirit of the Church resides

rather in the Articles than in the Liturgy

and Rubric ; and these last, if change must

come, would fain have the latter brought

into harmony with the former, rather than

the former misinterpreted into agreement

with the latter. Which of these two par

ties is more near the truth in its notions,

we shall not particularly inquire. Never

having ourselves sworn and subscribed an

er animo assent to “all and everything' con

tained in the “Articles, Book of Common

Prayer, Rubric, and Canons,” we feel at per

fect liberty to admire and revere whatso

ever we deem excellent in the constitution,

doctrines, or ritual of the Church of Eng

land, without pledging ourselves to admire

or revere all. Considering the circumstan

ces under which the church was founded,

the nation's recent escape from the gross

est Popery—the prejudices which required

conciliation—the different, and in some re

spects contradictory, interests that were to

be adjusted—the explicit admissions of the

most eminent Reformers, that they could

not do all they wished, and that they were

compelled to content themselves with do

ing what they could—we cannot wonder

that some portions ofthe Articles and Form

ularies of the Church should be hard to be

reconciled. As little can we wonder that

those who have sworn an ea animo assent

to “all and every thing in them,” should, aſ

ter so miscellaneous a feast, feel now and

then a little dyspeptic. They may well be

pardoned if they make some desperate ef

forts to show that they are not inconsis

tent; and even applauded, if they take the

more rational course of recommending that

any expressions which trouble conscience

should be rectified and adjusted. Mean

time, as it is impossible that inconsistency

should itself be consistent, it is no matter

of surprise that these two parties should

feel it more easy to refute each other's

opinions than to establish their own. One

appeals to the Liturgy—the other to the

Articles—each can prove the other partial

ly wrong, but neither can prove itself whol

ly right. In a word, it is a war of reprisals;

each takes out its “letter of marque,” and

proceeds to burn and pillage on its ad

versary’s coast; and returning in antici

pated triumph—finds equal desolation on

its own.

Meantime, one thing is clear. The much

boasted unity of the Church—that unity

which Mr. Gladstone vaunts, and which

Mr. Newman sorrowfully laments, is not to

be found,” (not agreeing, it appears, even

as to whether they are disagreed,)—is some

thing like the unity of chaos. There was

but one chaos, it is true, but in that one

there was infinite confusion.

Whether absolute unity be desirable, we

have our doubts; that it is impossible of

attainment, we have none. We see that

the very men who have sworn assent to

the very same documents, exhibit almost

every variety and shade of theological

opinion. From every zone, every latitude

of theology, has the Church collected its

specimens. Each extreme, and all between,

is there; from the mere ethical declaimer

who has successfully labored to expel

from his discourse every distinctive trace

of Christianity, except what may be found

in the text and the benediction, to the

fanatic who suffers “grace” wellnigh to ex

clude “morality”—from the most rigid Ar

menianism to the most rigid Calvinism—

from high-church doctrines like those of

Laud, to low-church doctrines like those of

Hoadley—from a theory of the sacraments

like that of Dr. Hook, to a theory of the

sacraments like that of Mr. Noel.f

The argumentum ad hominem, however,

with which the Oxford Tractists (had they

restricted themselves to what seemed their

original object) might have met their

clerical opponents, is of no avail against

those—whether in the Church or out of it—

who have not sworn and subscribed an ear

animo assent to her public documents; and

further, as they have not restricted them

selves to that object, but have affirmed

doctrines and developed a theory essen

tially inconsistent with Protestantism, it is

competent to every body to affirm that they

do not of right belong to the Church of

England, though they remain within her

pale, and most unworthily eat her bread.

Of this any one may convince himself

who will take the trouble to examine the

Oxford Tracts seriatim—more especially

those from Number Seventy to Number

Ninety. But there are two facts more

easily appreciable by the public. The first

* “In the English Church we shall hardly find ten

or twenty neighboring clergymen who agree togeth

er; and that, not in the non-essentials of religion,

but as to what are its elementary and necessary doc

trines; or as to the fact, whether there are any ne

cessary doctrines at all—any distinct and definite

faith required for salvation.”—Lectures on the Pro

phetical Office of the Church, p. 394. Again—º In

the English Church, by itself, may be found differ

ences as great as those which separate it from Greece

or Rome.”—P. 310.

+ The reader may see this point more fully treated

in our article on Gladstone's “Church and State,”

Vol. lxix. pp. 268-271.
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is, that the Tracts have been suppressed by

Authority—none can deny that. The

second is, that the ablest and most influen

tial Prelates have, in “Charges” and other

publications, delivered their express testi

mony against them, in every tone of lamen

tation, reproof, rebuke : they do not dis

guise their mingled shame, sorrow, and

consternation, that such doctrines should

have been promulgated by clergymen of

their own communion. Those who please

may see this collection of testimonies set

forth in one of the publications at the head

of this article—“The Voice of the Anglican

Church.” Nor must it be forgotten that

this series of testimonies derives additional

force from the fact, that there is so much

in the Oxford Tracts to gratify Episcopal

vanity, and to strengthen Episcopal pre

tensions. Nothing surely but an impera

tive sense of truth and duty could have ex

torted them, in the face of the pleasing

adulations with which the “Tracts” abound.

It is hard to be compelled to strike the pa

rasite in the very act of sycophancy; and

frequent and most fulsome was the flattery

with which these right reverend men were

assailed. Their office and prerogatives

were studiously magnified; they were ad

dressed in the humblest tones of awe and

veneration;" they were compared to the

apostles, not only in their office and dig

nity—but (let not the reader smile) in their

sufferings.f How pleasant for a worthy

gentleman of princely revenue and baronial

dignity, to be told that he is at the same

time a sort of martyr, and may aspire to

combine the character of prince and ancho

rite in his own proper person. We have

much sincere respect for the Bench of

Bishops; but amongst the marks of “apos

tolical succession,” we certainly had ima

gined that “privations and sufferings”

were not generally included. We repeat,

then, that our Prelates have done them

selves much credit in so loudly condemning

this new heresy. We only hope that they

will act consistently with their protests in

the discharge of their public duties, and in

the employment of their private patronage.

In attempting to give some account of

the principal opinions held by the new

School, we do not mean to deny that some

of them are held, with certain modifications,

by many who would strenuously remon

strate against being classed in the same

category with its founders; nay, we shall

not charge all who avow a general coinci

dence with holding every one to the same

extent. “Private judgment,” proscribed

as it has been, has been at work here too,

and left these men little reason to boast of

their unity. We shall content ourselves

with developing the system as explained in

the Oxford Tracts, and in works avowedly

written in approval or defence of them.

Neither will our space permit us to at

tempt more than a general statement of the

opinions in question. Some of the parti

cular doctrines most in favor with the

Oxford Theologians, we have already pretty

fully considered;" and some others may,

hereafter, come under our review.

1. These writers maintain, in its fullest

integrity and extent, the doctrine of Apos

TolicAL Succession.f They affirm that the

* “To them (the Bishops) we willingly and affec

tionately relinquish their high privileges and honors

—we encroach not upon the rights of the Successors

of the Apostles [these are not our capitals]; we

touch not their sword and crosier. . Exall

our holy fathers, the Bishops, as the representatives

of the Apostles and the angels of the Churches, and

magnify your office as being ordained by them to

take part in their ministry.”—(Tracts, No. 1, pp. 1,4.

Addressed to the Clergy.)

f “Again, it may be asked, who are at this time

the successors and spiritual descendants of the Apos

tles 3 I shall surprise some people by the answer I

shall give, though it is very clear, and there is no

doubt about it—the Bishops. They stand in the

place of the Apostles as far as the office of ruling is

concerned; and whatever are ought to do, had we lived

when the Apostles were alire, the same ought we to do

for the Bishops. He that despiseth them, despiseth the

Apostles. . But I must now mention the more

E. part of the subject, i.e. the sufferings of the

ishops, which is the second mark of their being

our living Apostles. I may say, Bishops have un

dergone this trial in every age.”—(No. 10, pp. 3, 5;

also Vol. i., passim )

* See the articles on Dr. Pusey's Fifth of Novem

ber Sermon, (Vol. lxvi. p. 396.)—On Gladstone's

“Church and State,” (Vol. lxix. p. 231)—On Tract

Number Ninety, (April 1841 )—On the “Right of

Private Judgment, and Sewell's Christian Morals,”

in the Number for January, 1842.

t “Why should we talk . . . . so little of an Apos

tolic Succession ? Why should we not serious]

endeavor to iumpress our people with this plain§.

(!)—that by separating themselves from our commu

nion, they separate themselves not only from a de

cent, orderly, useful society, but from the oxly

Church 1N this REALM which has a Right to Be quite

sure she has the Lord's body to Give to his Peo

ple.”—(Tracts, Vol. i. No 4, p. 5.)

“As to the fact of the Apostolical Succession, i.e.

that our present Bishops are the heirs and represen

tatives of the Apostles by successive transmission of

the prerogative of being so, this is too notorious to

require proof. Every link in the chain is known

from St. Peter to our present Metropolitans.”—(No.

7, p. 2.

É. ho says: “We ask what was the fact, and

the fact was this: that the officer whom we now call

a Bishop was at first called an Apostle; although

afterwards it was thought better to confine the title

of Apostle to those who had seen the Lord Jesus;

while their successors, exercising the same rights

and authority, though unendowed with miraculous

powers, contented themselves with the designation of

Bishops.” It is the prerogative of men of this school
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spiritual blessings of Christianity are, so

far as we know or have any right to infer,

ordinarily restricted to the channel of an

Episcopally-ordained ministry; that no

minister is a true member even of that

ministry, unless found in the line of the

succession—in other words, duly ordained

by a Bishop duly consecrated; whose due

consecration again depends on that of a

whole series of Bishops from the time of

the Apostles; that ministers not so ordained

have no right to preach the gospel, and

cannot efficaciously administer the sacra

ments, let them be as holy as they may ;

that all who are so ordained may do both,

let them be as unholy as they will;" that,

accordingly, Philip Doddridge and Robert

Hall were no true Christian ministers, but

that Jonathan Swift and Lawrence Sterne

were. All this we know is very mysterious;

but then, as the Tracts say, so are many

other things which we nevertheless be

lieve; and why not this It is better “to

believe than to reason” on such a subject;

or believe first and reason afterwards.

“Let us believe what we do not see and

know. . . . . . Let us maintain before we

have proved. This seeming paradoxt is the

secret of happiness.” Thus, seeing is not

believing, as the vulgar suppose, but be

lieving is seeing ; and you will, in due

time, know the “blessedness” of such

child-like docility. But it is necessary to

dwell a little on the arguments of the oppo.

to talk nonsense; but really Dr. Hook abuses his

rivilege. It reminds one of what a lady said to

elisson: “Really, Monsieur Pelisson, you abuse

your sex's privilege—of being ugly.”

* “The unworthiness of man, then, cannot prevent

the goodness of God from flowing in those channels

in which he has destined it to flow; and the Chris

tian congregations of the present day, who sit at the

feet of ministers duly ordained, have the same reason

for reverencing in them the successors of the Apos

tles, as the primitive Churches of Ephesus and of

Crete had for honoring in Timothy and in Titus

the Apostolic authority of him who had appointed

them.”—(No. 5 pp. 10, 11.)

t No. 85, p. 85

t “I readily allow,” says one Tractist on the doc

trine of the Succession, “that this view of our call

ing has something in it too high and mysterious to

be fully understood by unlearned Christians. But

the learned, surely, are just as unequal to it. It is

part of that ineffable mystery called in our Creed the

Communion of Saints; and, with all other Christian

mysteries, is above the understanding of all alike,

yet practically alike within reach of all who are

willing to embrace it by true Faith.”—(Vol. i. No.4,

. 6.)

“It may be profitable to us to reflect, that doctrines

which we believe to be most true, and which are re

ceived as such by the most profound and enlarged

intellects, and which rest upon the most irreſragable

proofs, yet may be above our disputative powers, and

can be treated by us only with reference to our con

duct.”—(No. 19, p. 3, On Arguing concerning the

Apostolical Succession.)

site party, in order to do full justice to the

hardihood of the required act of faith.

Whether we consider the palpable ab

surdity of this doctrine, its utter destitution

of historic evidence, or the outrage it im

plies on all Christian charity, it is equally

revolting. The arguments against it are

infinite, the evidence for it absolutely no

thing. It rests not upon one doubtful as

sumption but upon fifty ; and when these

are compounded together, according to

Whately's receipt for gauging the force of

arguments, it defies the power of any calcu

lus invented by man, to determine the ratio

of improbability. First, the very basis on

which it rests—the claim of Episcopacy

itself to be considered undoubtedly and

exclusively of Apostolical origin—has been

most fiercely disputed by men of equal eru

dition and acuteness; and, so far as can be

judged, of equal integrity and piety. When

one reflects how much can be plausibly and

ingeniously adduced on both sides, and that

it would require half a volume only to give an

abstract of the arguments; one would think

that the only lesson which could or would

be learned from the controversy, would be

the duty of mutual charity; and a disposi

tion to concede that the blessings of Chris

tianity are compatible with various systems

of Church polity. God forbid that we

should for a moment admit that they are

restricted to any one !

But this first proposition, however doubt

ful, is susceptible of evidence almost de.

monstrative, compared with that offered for

half a dozen others involved in the integral

reception of the doctrine of Apostolical

succession. Accordingly, there are thou

sands of Episcopalians, who, while they

affirm a preponderance of evidence on be

half of Episcopacy, contemptuously repu

diate this incomprehensible dogma: of

these, Archbishop Whately is an illustrious

example.

The theory is, that each Bishop, from

the Apostolic times, has received in his

consecration a mysterious “gift,” and also

transmits to every Priest in his ordination

a mysterious “gift,” indicated in the re

spective offices by the awful words, “Re

ceive the Holy Ghost;” that on this the

* “Thus we have confessed before God our belief

that, through the Bishop who ordained us, we re

ceived the Holy Ghost, the power to bind and to

loose, to administer, the sacraments and to preach,

Now, how is he able to give these great gifts 1

Whence is his right ! ...Are these words idle (which

would be taking God's name in vain), or do they

express merely a wish (which surely is very far be

low their meaning), or do they not rather indicate

that the speaker is conveying a gift 1"—(Tracts

Vol. i. No. 1, p. 3.) -
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right of Priests to assume their functions,

and the preternatural grace of the sacra

ments administered by them, depends; that

Bishops, once consecrated, instantly be

come a sort of Leyden jar of spiritual elec

tricity, and are invested with the remarka

ble property of transmitting the “gift” to

others; that this has been the case from

the primitive age till now ; that this high

gift has been incorruptibly transmitted

through the hands of impure, profligate,

heretical ecclesiastics, as ignorant and fla

gitious as any of their lay contemporaries;

that, in fact, these “gifts” are perfectly ir

respective of the moral character and quali

fications both of Bishop and Priest, and

reside in equal integrity in a Bonner or a

Cranmer—a Parson Adams or a Parson

Trulliber.

Numberless are the questions which rea

son and charity forthwith put to the advo

cates of this doctrine, to none of which

will they deign an answer except the one

already given—that believing is seeing,

and implicit faith the highest demonstra

tion. What is imparted what transmitted

Is it something or nothing ! Is consecration

or ordination accompanied (as in primitive

times) by miraculous powers, by any invig

oration of intellect, by increase of know

ledge, by greater purity of heart 1 It is not

pretended ; and, if it were, facts contradict

it, as all history testifies: the ecclesiastic

who is ignorant or impure before ordina

tion, is just as much so afterwards. Do the

parties themselves profess to be conscious

of receiving the gift 1 No. Is the convey

ance made evident to us by any proof which

certifies any fact whatsoever—by sense, ex

perience, or consciousness! It is not affirm

ed. In a word, it appears to be a nonentity

inscribed with a very formidable name—a

very substantial shadow ; and dispute re

specting it appears about as hopeful as that

concerning the “indelible character” im

parted in the unreiterable sacraments of the

Romish Church; of which Campbell archly

says—“As to the ubi of the character, there

was no less variety of sentiments—some

placing it in the essence of the soul, others

in the understanding ; some in the will, and

otbers more plausibly in the imagination;

others even in the hands and tongue; but,

by the general voice, the body was excluded.

So that the whole of what they agreed in

amounts to this, that in the unreiterable

sacraments, as they call them, something,

they know not what, is imprinted, they know

not how, on something in the soul of the

recipient, they know not where, which never

can be deleted.”.

Again, who can certify that this gift has

been incorruptibly transmitted through the

impurities, heresies, and ignorance of the

dark ages Is there nothing that can invali

date Orders ? “Yes,” say some of these

men, “error in fundamentals will.” Others

affirm it will not ; but still, with that super

stitious reverence for forms which ever at

tends neglect of the substance, declare that

they may be invalidated “if the formalities

of consecration have not been duly ob

served ſ” Either answer will serve the

purpose. If error in essentials is sufficient

to invalidate Orders, we ask—had the Ro

mish Church so erred when you separated

from her 1 If she had, her own Orders were

invalid, and she could not transmit yours.

If she had not, as you all affirm that nothing

but heresy in fundamentals can justify sepa

ration, you are schismatics, and your own

Orders are invalid.

What are the conditions on which the

validity of Orders depends, or whether any

thing can annul them” except some infor

mality in ordination itself, our Anglican

friends are very reluctant to state. That

they do not insist on all those conditions of

the Romish Church which made Chilling

worth say, that “of a hundred seeming

Priests, it was doubtful whether there was

one true one,” is certain ; and it is equally

certain that they are discreet in adopting

such a course. The Fathers, indeed, often

insist upon purity of life and integrity of

doctrine as necessary to authenticate the

claims of a successor of the Apostles; but

it would not be convenient, with the eccle

siastical history of the middle ages spread

out before us, to insist strongly on any such

requisites; it being certain that in those

ages there has been no lack of simoniacal,

atheistical, and profligate Prelates; though,

if simony, atheism, and profligacy will not

annul “holy orders,” truly we know not

what will. The majority, therefore, seem

to have determined that there is hardly any

amount of doctrinal pravity or practical

licentiousness which could repel the in

dwelling spirit of holiness—though, incom

prehensible dogma' an error in the form of

* Mr. Gladstone thinks of nothing but the forms.

He says: “Again, with respect to the darkness of

the middle ages, I apprehend that the high and even

superstitious reverence then paid to the office of the

priesthood, tells positively and most strongly in fa

vor of the succession, because it thus becomes so

much the more highly improbable that forms so sa

cred should have been neglected, that unauthorized

intrusion should have been either permitted or at

tempted.”—Gladstone on Church Principles. (Chap.

v. p. 236)

See Tracts, No. 15, pp. 9, 10, 11, for some curious

statements on this subject.
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consecration may ! Be it so. The chances

are still infinite that there have not been

flaws somewhere or other in the long chain

of the succession—and though these may

be few, yet as no one knows where the fatal

breach may be, it is sufficient to spread

universal panic through the whole Church.

What Bishop can be sure that he nd his

predecessors in the same line have always

been duly consecrated 1 or what presbyter,

that he was ordained by a Bishop who had

a right to ordain him 1 Who will undertake

to trace up his spiritual pedigree unbroken

to the very age of the Apostles, or give us

a complete catalogue of his spiritual an

cestry

We can imagine the perplexity of a pres

byter thus cast in doubt as to whether or

not he has ever had the invaluable “gift”

of Apostolical succession conferred upon

him. As that “gift” is neither tangible nor

visible, the subject neither of experience

nor consciousness;–as it cannot be known

by any “effects” produced by it, (for that

mysterious efficacy which attends the ad

ministration of rites at its possessor's

hands, is like the gift which qualifies him

to administer them, also invisible and in

tangible,)—he may imagine, unhappy man

that he has been “regenerating” infants by

baptism, when he has been simply sprink

ling them with water. “What is the mat

ter " the spectator of his distractions

might ask. “What have you lost 1”

“Lost ſ” would be the reply. “I fear I

have lost my apostolical succession, or rath

er, my misery is that I do not know and

cannot tell whether I ever had it to lose !”

It is of no use here to suggest the usual

questions, “When did you see it last 1

When were you last conscious of possess

ing it !” What a peculiar property is that

of which, though so invaluable—nay, on

which the whole efficacy of the Christian

ministry depends—a man has no positive

evidence to show whether he ever had it or

not which, if ever conferred, was con

ferred without his knowledge ; and which,

if it could be taken away, would still leave

him ignorant, not only when, where, and

how the theft was committed, but whether

it had ever been committed or not The

sympathizing friend might, probably, re

mind him, that as he was not sure he had

ever had it, so, perhaps, he still had it with

out knowing it ! “Perhaps 1” he would

reply; “but it is certainty I want.” “Well,”

it might be said, “Mr. Gladstone assures

you, that, on the most moderate computa

tion, your chances are as 8000 to 1 that you

have it !” “Pish ſ” the distracted man

would exclaim, “what does Mr. Gladstone

know about the matter 1” And, truly, to

that query we know not well what answer

the friend could make.

It is true, however, that Mr. Gladstone,

in his Church Principles, proposes to re

move any such perilous doubts as may arise

from the historic difficulties against the

doctrine of succession, (on which we have

said the less, as they are so unanswerably,

as we think, urged in our Article on his

first work,”) by nothing less than mathe

matical evidence It is a novelty to find

him reasoning at any time; and mathemati

cal accuracy is indeed more than we looked

for. But it is a perversion of language,

and an insult to the human understanding,

to talk of mathematical evidence in such a

question. Though mathematical in form,

the argument, treating it seriously and dec

orously, yields but a probable conclusion.

By a novel application of the theory of ra

tios and proportion, he endeavors to show

that, on the least favorable computation,

the chances for the true consecration of

any Bishop are as 8000 to 1. “If it be ad

mitted,” says he, “that regular consecra

tion was the general practice, but only in

sinuated that there may have been here and

there an exception through neglect, say,

for example, 1 in 500—for argument's sake

let us grant so much ; upon this showing,

the chances for the validity of the conse

cration of every one of the three officiat

ing Bishops in a given case are, : : 500 :

1. For the validity of those of two out of

the three, :: 500 x 500 = (sic) 25,000: 1.

For the validity of some one out of the

three, : : 500 x 25,000 = 12,500,000 : 1.

If, however, this be not enough, let us pur

sue the numerical argument one step far

ther, and, instead of taking the original

chances at 1 in 500, let us reduce them low

er than perhaps any adversary would de

mand; let us place them at 1 in 20. On

this extravagant allowance, the chances in

favor of the validity of the consecration of

a Bishop who receives his commission from

three of the order, are only 20 × 20 × 20

=8000 : 1.”f Be it so : this only dimin

ishes the probability that, in any given case,

the suspicion of invalidity is unfounded —

it still leaves the proposition untouched,

that there is a probability that such inva

lidity exists, and, as no one knows where,

the panic is not allayed. What is wanted,

* Art. on Gladstone’s “State in its relations with

the Church.”—Edinburgh Review, Vol. lxix. pp.

263-268.

t Gladstone on Church Principles. Chap. v. pp.

235, 236.
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is a criterion which shall distinguish the

genuine Orders from the spurious. Alas !

who knows but he may be the unhappy

8000th 1. According to Mr. Gladstone's

theory, limited as his view of the subject

is, no man in the Church of England has a

right to say that he is “commissioned to

preach the gospel,” but only that he has

#### parts of certainty that he is . A fe

licitous mode of expression, it must be

confessed. What would be the fraction

expressing the ratio of probability, on the

supposition that simony, heresy, or infidel

ity, can invalidate holy orders, is—consid

ering the history of the middle ages—far

beyond our arithmetic.

But the difficulties of this puzzling doc

trine do not end here. It is asked, how a

man who is no true Christian, can be a true

Christian minister 1 How he, who is not

even a disciple of Christ, can be a genuine

successor of the Apostles Whether it be

not impious to suppose that God has

pledged himself to impart, by inevitable neces

sity, the gift of the “Holy Ghost” to an

unholy man—merely on the performance

of external rites, and to qualify him for the

performance of the functions of a purely

moral institute, though still morally unfit

We can understand, it may be said, how,

by the overruling Providence of God, a bad

man preaching truth may do some good, if

the hearer (a rare case) has both sense and

honesty to separate truth from him who

propounds it. But if he be ignorant of the

truth, and preach “pernicious error,” (as

thousands so ordained have done,) we can

not conceive how his preaching can have

the effect of truth, simply because he is

“commissioned.” Yet this, no less an au

thority than Mr. Melville asserts, in lan

guage as plain as the doctrine itself is mys.
tical.”

In like manner, if it be supposed that the

sacraments are only external signs of af.

fecting and momentous truths, and that the

benefit derived from them still depends on

the moral and spiritual dispositions of the

* Mr. Melville expressly affirms, “If, whensoever

the minister is himself deficient and untaught, so

that his sermons exhibit a wrong system of doctrine,

you will not allow that Christ's Church may be pro

fited by the ordinance of preaching; you clearly ar

gue that Christ has given | his office, and that he

can no longer be styled, “the Minister of the true

Tabernacle;’ when every thing seems against the

true followers of Christ, so that, on a carnal calcu

lation, you would suppose the services of the Church

stripped of all efficacy, then, by acting faith on the

head of the ministry, they are instructed and nourish

ed, though, in the MAIN, the given lesson be False

hood, and the proffered sustenance little better than

Poison.”

recipient, we can understand that they may

be beneficial even when he who administers

them may be a bad man. In both the above

cases, however, as the effect is a moral one,

that effect will be proportionably dimin

ished by the conviction of the worthless

ness of the officiating Priest. This neces

sarily results from the laws of our moral

nature. It is impossible to get the gener

ality of men to revere that which their

teachers practically despise ; to obey pre

cepts rather than imitate example. As all

history shows, it is impossible long to main

tain religion when the Priest is himself ir

religious. But that, by a divinely-ordained

necessity, some preternatural efficacy, it

self certified by no evidence either of sense

or consciousness, is conveyed through the

minister merely because he has been episco

ally ordained, (however wicked or worth

. he may be,) and which is withheld

when that ordination is wanting, (however

worthy and holy he may be,) who can re

ally believe? Nothing but the most ex

press revelation, or the most undeniable

effects, could attest it. And both the one

and the other the advocates of the dogma

are avowedly unable to indicate.

At these, and all other arguments, the

supporter of the doctrine only shakes his

head in awful warning, proclaims his horror

of “rationalistic” presumption, and asserts,

that by implicit faith alone can it be re

ceived. In this we believe him.

But is it, can it be true that Christians

will be content to receive these strange

conclusions ! Are they willing to sacri

fice even charity itself to an absurdity?

Powerful as are the arguments on all hands

against this paradox, none is so powerful

with us as this. The advocates of the Ox

ford system, when they are destitute of

arguments, (which may be represented as

their ordinary condition,) are fond of ap

pealing to our moral feelings; if we do not

know, they tell us we may feel the truth

of a certain conclusion. Without being,

we trust, in the same miserable destitution

of argument, we would fearlessly adopt

their course on the present occasion. We

feel that if there were nothing else to say,

there is no proposition in Mathematics

more certain, than that a dogma which con

signs the Lutheran, the Scottish, and in

deed the whole reformed Non-Episcopal

clergy to contempt, however . ; and

which necessarily authenticates the claims

of every Episcopal Priest, however unholy

—must be utterly alien from the spirit of

the institute of the New Testament.

2. Equally extravagant are the notions
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entertained by this School on the subject

of the Sacraments. With them, they are

not simply expressive rites, symbolical of

religious doctrines, and capable of awaken

ing religious emotion through the medium

of the senses and the imagination;–they

are themselves the media of a “supernatu

ral grace,”—-exclusively communicated,

however, through the Episcopally-ordained

minister. This supernatural influence is

supposed to be conveyed in every case, in

which secret infidelity or open vice offers

no obstruction on the part of the subject of

the rite. It is supposed to be actually con

veyed, therefore, in every case of infant

baptism, (the subject being there incapable

of offering any obstruction,) and to involve

that stupendous and mysterious change,

called in Scripture “regeneration;” and

which surely ought to imply, if we consid

er either the meaning of the term, or the

nature of the institute, a moral revolution

equivalent to an absolute subjection to the

law of Christianity. In the eucharist, it is

supposed that infidelity or unworthiness in

the recipient may obstruct the “preternat

ural grace,” which nevertheless is, as it

were, flowing through the Priest, and per

meating the elements. Such a state of

mind may operate as a sort of non-conduct.

or to the ethereal and subtle influence.

Meantime, it is most strange that this

“preternaturali. which is represent

ed as so scrupulous, has no objection to

reside with the Priest, and act in, and by

him, even though he should be, morally,

ten thousand times worse than those to

whom the rite is administered

The doctrine of “baptismal regenera

tion,” is indeed held by many men who are

far from approving of the Oxford movement.

With the peculiar, yet, we must be permit

ted to think, consistent audacity of the

new School, its advocates have carried it

out to its uttermost extravagance.

lt probably will not be doing injustice

to the generality of the disciples of this

School, (though they do not conceal that

there are some differences,) if we further

state, that their sentiments on the subject

of the Sacraments are pretty generally re

resented by those of Dr. Pusey and Mr.

K. The former contends that not

only is the dread mysterious change called

“regeneration,” effected in every case of

baptism rightly administered; but that there

is no certain hope of the pardon of sin wil

fully committed after it;" and that he who

* “The Church,” he says, “has no second baptism

to give, and so she cannot pronounce him (who sins

after baptism) altogether free from his past sins.

has once so sinned, must live in perpetual

and trembling doubt of his final safety.

If so, one would think, that as Scripture

assuredly has no express command on the

subject, these men would be disposed to

postpone the rite of baptism to a late

period; instead of administering it to those

who as yet have no sins to repent of, and

leaving them to sin (as they assuredly

must) with the knowledge that the only

plenary antidote was improvidently wasted

before they were permitted to have a voice

in the matter. One cannot wonder, that if

this doctrine be true, thousands in the

much admired Church of the age of Chry

sostom and Ambrose, should have thriftily

put off the performance of this wonder

working rite to the very last extremity.

Only think of the system. A child is bap

tized when a few days old; he commits a

mortal sin when he is (say) sixteen years

of age; he lives to ninety; and with the

New Testament and its numberless prom

ises in his hand, he is to spend nearly

eighty years in perplexity and anguish, and

die in doubt at last, though truly penitent,

devout, and consistent; because somebody

applied the baptismal water before he had

any voice in the proceeding ! But further,

as all have committed sin after baptism, all

are in the same predicament, and can

entertain but a trembling hope of heaven

Can Christian men and women believe this

hideous system to belong to the Gospel ?

The difficulties of this subject have con

strained Dr. Pusey to make the convenient

Romish distinction between venial and mor

tal sins: although in the case of those who

have committed “mortal” sin after baptism,

he has not been able to hit upon a method

half so sure and satisfactory as the “pen

ances” and “indulgences” of Rome. In

fact, Dr. Pusey does not see his way clear

to any remedy. The doubt and the an

guish are part of “the bitterness of the

ancient medicine.”

There are but two periods of absolute cleansing, bap

tism and the day of judgment.”—(Letter to Bishop

of Oxford, p. 93, 4th edition.)

If “after having been washed once for all in

Christ's blood, we again sin, there is no more such

complete absolution in this life—no restoration to

the same state of undisturbed security in which

God had by baptism placed us.”—(See also Tract

No. 80, p. 46.)

* “What the distinction between lesser and great

er, venial and mortal sins 1 or if mortal sins be “sins

against the Decalogue,' as St. Augustine says, are

they only the highest degrees of those sins, or are

they the lower also 3 This question, as it is a very

distressing one, I would gladly answer if I could or

dared. But as with regard to the sin against the

§ Ghost, so here, also, Scripture is silent. I cer

tainly, much as I have labored, have not yet been
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Again, with their peculiar views of the

exclusive prerogatives of the episcopally

ordained Priest, they deny the validity of

all baptism but their own; and in defiance

of the law of their own Church, and of

decency, charity, and common sense, often

refuse to inter an infant who has not passed

under their own patent process of regen

eration. The consequence is, that they

throw doubt (and many of them do not

scruple to avow it) on the final state of the

myriads of unbaptized infants." Whether

they are, as some of the Fathers believed,

neither happy nor miserable—consigned to

a state of joyless apathy, or condemned to

eternal suffering—we are all, it seems, in

the dark. We may hope the best, but that

is all the comfort that can be given us. To

a Christian contemplating this world of

sorrow, it has ever been one of the most

delightful sources of consolation, that the

decree which involved even infancy in the

sentence of death, has converted a great

part of the primeval curse into a blessing,

and has peopled heaven with myriads of

immortals, who after one brief pang of

unremembered sorrow, have laid down for

ever the burdens of humanity. It has been

the dear belief of the Christian mother, that

the provisions of the great spiritual eco

nomy are extended to the infant ºwhom she

brought forth in sorrow, and whom she

committed to the dust with a sorrow still

deeper; that he will assuredly welcome

her at the gates of Paradise, arrayed in

celestial beauty, and radiant with a cherub's

smile. But all these gloriously sustaining

hopes must be overcast in order to keep

the mystical power of “regeneration” ex

clusively in the hands of the Episcopal

Clergy. All charity, all decency, all hu

manity, as well as common sense, are to be

outraged, rather than the power of con

ferring some inconceivable “nonentity”

should be abandoned.

As to the Eucharist; if the doctrine of

the Oxford School, especially according to

the latest “development” be any thing less

mysterious or more intelligible than the Ro

mish doctrine of Transubstantiation, we

confess we cannot perceive it. That there

is some great ineffable change wrought by

the formulas of consecration, we are ex

pressly told, but what, is not explained.”

On the alleged mysterious efficacy attend

ing the administration of the Sacraments

at the hand of the privileged priesthood,

(what their personal character is, it appears,

little matters,) similar observations may be

made as upon the mysterious “gift” hand

ed down in ordination from hand to hand.

What is it ! Is it any thing which can be

distinguished from a nonentity,+seeing

that it is not cognizable by sense, con

sciousness, or experience 1 Take baptis

mal regeneration, for example. What is

imparted—what effected 1 If any change

be produced, it surely ought to be stupen

dous, in order to justify the application of

such a term ; and it surely ought to be mor

al, for moral excellence is the design of the

whole institute. Yet we look in vain for

any such effects, or rather for any effects

at all. Millions of the inſants thus annual

ly regenerated, present in all respects just

able to decide any thing. Perhaps it is therefore

concealed, lest man's anxiety to hold onward to the

avoiding of all sin should wax cold. But now, since

the degree of venial iniquity, [what is venial iniqui

ty?] if persevered in, is unknown, the eagerness to

make progress by more instant continuance in

|. is quickened, and the carefulness to make

oly friends of the mammon of unrighteousness is

not despised.”—Pusey, cited by M'Ilvaine. See

also Letter to Bishop of Oxford, p. 83, 4th edition.

* “But I will rather suggest the consideration of

the vastness of the power claimed by the Church—

a power which places it almost on a level with God

himself—the power of forgiving sins by wiping them

out in baptism—of transferring souls from hell to

heaven, without admitting a doubt of it, as when

“baptized infants,’ it is said, 'dying before they com -

mit actual sin, are undoubtedly saved.’”—Sewell's

Christian Morals, p. 247.

* See Mr. Newman on Art. XXVIII., Number

Ninety.

“As regards the Holy Communion,” says even

Mr. Gladstone, “our Church . . . does not feel that

the solemn words of the institution of the Eucharist

are adequately, that is, scripturally, represented by

any explanation which resolves them into mere fig

wre; and she fears lest the faithful be thus deſraud

ed of their consolation, and of their spiritual food.”

—Gladstone's Church Principles, p. 161.

Again—“There is no one º: in the New

Testament which alludes to the Eucharist at all,

which is otherwise than most naturally consistent

(to say the least) with the idea of its mysterious and

miraculous character.”—British Critic, July, 1842,

. . J.p Again—“What is the meaning of the popular

phrase, ‘the age of miracles? Is there all the dif

ference, or, indeed, any thing more than the differ

ence between things seen and unseen (a difference

worth nothing in faith's estimate)—between healing

the sick and converting the soul—raising man's

natural body and raising him in baptism from the

death of sin 3 Is the wonder wrought at the mar

riage of Cana a miracle, and the change which the

holy elements undergo, as consecrated by the priest,

and received by the faithful, no miracle, simply be

cause the one was perceptible to the natural eye,

while the other is discerned by the spiritual alone 7"

—British Critic, Vol. xxvii. pp. 259,260

This transcends all. We always thought that the

very essence of a miracle consisted in its appealing

to the senses of those in whose presence it is

wrought. “It is wrought in their presence,” virtu

ally says this writer, “and is as wonderful a miracle

as raising the dead, only you cannot see it—a differ

ence worth nothing in faith's estimate.” For similar

doctrine, see Tract 85, p. 95.
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the very same qualities—physical and mor

al—with those who have not been subjected

to the process. Visibly do they grow up,

neither wiser nor holier, nor better than the

less fortunate infant who has been subject

ed to the unavailing baptism of the Presby

terian minister, or to no baptism at .

Here an amazing spiritual revolution, to de

scribe which metaphor and hyperbole are

exhausted, is supposed to be effected, which

yet leaves absolutely no traces behind it—

whether physical or moral. Nothing less

than Omnipotence is introduced to effect

that, of which, when effected, we have not

the slightest evidence that it has been ef

ſected

Such mysteries as these, if received at

all, must be received just in the same man

ner, and for similar reasons, with the doc

trine of Transubstantiation; and we cannot

wonder that those who have no scruple in

receiving the one, should adopt views inde

finitely near the other. In both cases we

are called upon to believe that a stupendous

change has, in millions of instances, been

effected, without any evidence that there

has been any, or rather with all the evidence

that our nature is susceptible of, that there

has been none. In Transubstantiation, we

are commanded to believe that a great phys

ical change has been wrought, of which our

senses give us no information; and in bap

tismal regeneration, that a great spiritual

change, has been wrought, of which both

consciousness and experience give us just

as little.

But as was said of Apostolical succession,

so we may say of the “sacramental doc

trine” connected with it, that no mere argu.

ments can be more conclusive against it,

than the feeling that it shocks the whole

spirit of the Christian institute.

3. But perhaps this consciousness is more

strongly felt in relation to the views held

by this School respecting the Church, than

in relation to any other subject. Accord

ing to these men, the Church of Christ is

visible and one ; and as the Church can ex

ist only where “the gospel is truly preach

ed, and its ordinances are duly administer

ed,” while these are exclusively and insep

arably connected with an episcopally-or

dained clergy ; they deny the name and

privileges of the Church to every commu

nity in which such a ministry is not found,

and as freely concede them wherever it is.”

* “Do not we hover about our ancient home, the

home of Cyprian and Athanasius, without the heart

to take up our abode in it, yet afraid to quit the

sight of it; boasting of our Episcopacy, yet unwil

ting to condemn separatism; claiming a descent

Apparently, scarcely any pravity of doc

trine, any flagitiousness of practice, is suf

ficient to annul this title where these chan

nels of preternatural grace are found—no

purity of doctrine, no blamelessness of con

duct, can justify its application to a com

munity in which they are not found. But

as this Church is also one, it might be sup

posed an insuperable objection that the Ro

mish, Greek, and English Churches—which

are acknowledged to be “branches” of the

true Church, but which all exist in a state of

professed separation from one another, nay,

which have reciprocally anathematized one

another—must be proved to be onE. One

would imagine that UNITY in any communi

ty, must imply unity of government and ju

risdiction; intercommunion of its members,

or at the very least, perfectly friendly rela

tions between its several “branches.” And

so Mr. Gladstone seems at first to admit;

but he afterwards discovers, when it is con

venient to discover it, that union in the

Church by no means requires, as one of its

essential conditions, “the consciousness

(1) and actual or possible communication of

the persons united.”

It would sadly perplex any ordinary un

derstanding to comprehend how communi

ties can be one, which are not only hostile,

but mutually excommunicate. If unity may

still be preserved in such a case, it would

really seem that there might be devised

some reasonable way in which Episcopa

lians and Presbyterians might be regarded

as one. An unsophisticated mind would

imagine, that if unity is not impossible

amongst those who respectively acknow

ledge the Thirty-nine Articles and the Tri

dentine Decrees, it should be not altogeth

er impossible for those who acknowledge

the Thirty-nine Articles and the Confession

of faith, to find one Church large enough to

hold both. But such a man would only

show his ignorance of theology. The terms

of communion must be wide enough to em

brace the whole Churches of Greece and

Rome, for they have the Apostolical suc

from the apostles, yet doubting of the gifts attending

it; and trying to erlend the limits of the Church for

the admission of Wesleyans and Presbyterians, while

we profess to be exclusively primitive 3 Alas, is

not this to witness against ourselves like coward

sinners, who hope to serve the world without giving

up God's service q"—“Whatever be our private

differences with the Roman Catholics, we may join

with them in condemning Socinians, Baptists, Inde

pendents, Quakers, and the like. But God forbid that

we should ally ourselves with the offspring of heresy

and schism, in our contest with any branches of the

Holy Church which maintain the foundation, what

ever may be their incidental corruptions!”—(Oxford

Tracts, Vol. II; Records of the Church, No. XXV.

pp. 3, 8, 9.) -
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cession; but not a single Lutheran or Pres

byterian community, for they have it not.

Hence the fraternal yearnings of our An

glicans towards the Greek and Romish

Churches. Hence the language recently

quoted, “that it is evident at first sight that

there is much grace and many high gifts”

in each of these communions—hence the

declaration, equally arrogant and insulting,

cited in the preceding note from the Oxford

Tracts—hence the lamentations over the

Reformation as an untoward event, and all

but “a fearful judgment”—hence their

eagerness to show, though at the peril of

exposing their own Church to the charge of

having been guilty of a detestable schism,

that the differences between England and

Rome are far from being so momentous as

those between Anglicans and other Protes

tants—hence it is that we see them stretch

ing themselves half over the gulf which sep

arates them from Popery, to the infinite

hazard of toppling into it, for the purpose

of touching only the tips of the fingers of

their new friends and allies. But it will

not do; as long as the separation itself is

continued, their arguments will all be futile.

Either that separation was justifiable or

not; if it was, then are the Churches of

Rome and England two communities, not

one—and Rome heretical; if not, still they

are two communities, and not one—and

that of England schismatical. If the latter

be the fact, let those who maintain these

views act like men of sense and honor—re

turn to the bosom of the Romish Church,

and not only subscribe, but carry out, the

following declaration of the Editors of the

“Ecclesiastical Almanac" for the present

year: “It is by the constant action of this

principle, as upon our theological opinions

so upon our RITUAL and cEREMONIAL, and in

deed upon every branch of our religious

life, that we may hope to prepare ourselves

for that union for which we sigh, and which

we are so far privileged as to be permitted

to hope for, and even to begin to look for

ward to. For this who would not pray and

labor as for an end, before which all oth

er objects of desire sink into infinite in

significance 1 For these poor pages, at

least, the motto has long been chosen, and

must be year by year repeated. God grant

* British Critic, No. 59, p. 1–"We trust, of

course, that active and visible union with the see of

Rome is not of the essence of a Church; at the

same time we are deeply conscious that in lacking

it, far from asserting a right, we forego a great pri

vilege. Rome has imperishable claims on our gra

titude, and, were it so ordered, on our deference...

for her sins, and our own, we are estranged from

her in presence, not in heart.”—Ibid. p. 3.

it may ever be its sole aim to HastEN THAT

UNIon, AND RENDER ourselves worthy of

ENTERING INTo it.”

Meantime, is it not wonderful that those

who are astute enough to discover that the

Romish, Greek, and English Churches all

form constituent parts of One Visible Church,

merely in virtue of holding Apostolic suc

cession and kindred Church principles,

should not recoil at the bigotry of un

churching all the reformed Churches of the

Continent—the Church of Scotland, and the

communities of dissenting Protestants'

But here, again, the Oxford men are but

carrying out their views consistently, how

ever absurdly. The Bishop of London,

indeed, naturally shocked at the uncharita

bleness of the above views, has, in his

“Three Sermons on the Church,” entered

his protest against them. We only regret

that he has protested on principles which,

whatever respect we may feel for his chari

ty, leave us little room to congratulate him

either on his consistency or his logic. It

is hopeless to contend against the Oxford

men on the principles which his Lordship

has laid down. He does not escape from

one of the real difficulties in which the hy

pothesis of Church principles involves him,

and is, in effect equally uncharitable. For

how does this Prelate argue 1 He affirms

that ordinarily, Episcopacy, and an Episco

pally-ordained ministry, are essential to the

constitution of a true Church ; but hesitat

ing at the thought of consigning all the

foreign Reformed Churches to “the un

covenanted mercies of God,” as no part of

the true Church of Christ, he frames for

them a special exception, on the ground that

their individual members have no choice,

(there being no Episcopal Church to which

they can join themselves;) while he consigns

the Dissenting communities at home to the

said “uncovenanted mercies,” or to no mer

cies at all, (as the case may be,) because it is

their duty to join the Church of England.

How they can do so, if they conscientiously

believe they ought not; and whether his

Lordship, in saying they can and ought, be

not constituting himself a judge of con

science, it may be wise in him to consider.

But let that pass. It is plain, that on his

Lordship's principles the foreign Reformed

Churches are no true Churches; for though

it is true that individual members of those

Churches may not have had an opportunity

of availing themselves of the inestimable

advantages of “apostolical succession;”

the churches themselves, (of which, and of

* Ecclesiastical Almanac, 1843, p. 5.
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which alone, his Lordship is professedly

speaking,) considered as entire communi

ties, have had the opportunity any time

within the last three centuries. They are

therefore, as communities, no trueChurches,

however charitably his Lordship may be

supposed “to hope” respecting individual

members. But we will further try his Lord

ship's test by an additional instance, which

he has done wisely to keep out of sight, al

though it lay at his very door. We ask,

“Is the Church of Scotland a true Church 1”

If his Lordship answers in the affirmative,

it must be for some reason: it cannot be

because she embraces Episcopacy, for she

repudiates it; it cannot be because she

could not have effected reunion with the

Episcopal Church, had she been so pleased;

—nay, she has not only had Episcopacy

offered, but thrust upon her, and has, doubt

less, deeply sinned in wilfully rejecting it.

It can then only be on the ground of her

being established. But then a totally dif

ferent criterion of a true Church is at once

admitted; will his Lordship affirm that

every Church established is a true Church 1

If, on the other hand, he says that the Scot

tish Church is not a true Church, then, for

aught we can see, he may just as well go

the whole length of his censured, but more

consistent brethren of Oxford. We will

submit another case to his Lordship, still

near home. Let us cross the Irish Channel.

Is the Romish Church there a true Church,

and entitled to the allegiance of the peo

ple 1—if not, it appears that it is possible

that the criterion of an Episcopal ministry

may fail; if it be, then it is at least as much

entitled to a rightful obedience as the An

glican Church. If his Lordship says, No,

because it is not established, he again intro

duces a criterion of a true Church inconsis

tent with his theory. Such are the inconsis

tencies in which this Prelate is involved.

We thank him for his charity; but we can

not be content to hoodwink ourselves to

palpable absurdities and inconsistencies,

even in order to be charitable; and can

only regret that he did not “find out a

more excellent way” of rebuking that big

otry at which he is naturally shocked, and

which we once more say, is a stronger ar

gument against the errors of the Oxford

school than any, or all besides. God for

bid that we should deny the member of any

community—Episcopalian, Presbyterian, or

Independent, who holds the essential doc

trines of Christianity, and is manifestly

animated by its spirit—to be a member of

the true Church 1 We feel that whom we

dare not deny to be a “Christian,” we dare

not deny to be a member of Christ's Church.

We feel that the saying of Robert Hall

commends itself at once to common sense,

to the highest reason, and to the noblest

instincts of our moral nature—“he who

is good enough for Christ, is good enough

for me.”

Views so extraordinary as those on which

we have commented—so unsupported by

reason and so destructive of charity—ought

surely to be authenticated by the clearest

utterances of Revelation. Even then, it

may perhaps be said that their reception

would present greater difficulties than ever

yet troubled an infidel; but strange to say,

it is admitted by their very advocates, that

one of the greatest difficulties connected

with these doctrines is the prima facie evi

dence of Scripture against them; that they

are not at all events on the surface nor ex

plicitly stated, but are,to be developed out

of mysterious hints and ambiguous whis

pers.” Further, the very terts on which

they exhaust every art of exegetical torture

to make them speak their mind, sound,

when thus interpreted, so cold, constrain

ed, and frigid, that they acknowledge, again

and again, that these doctrines cannot be

established by Scripture alone; and they

therefore discreetly call in the authoritative

voice of tradition.

4. It is, then, a further dogma of this

School, that the Scriptures are not the sole,

or a perfect rule of faith; that they are to

be supplemented by tradition; that they fur

nish at best but the germ of an imperfectly

developed Christianity—which is to be

found full-blown and perfect somewhere,

(no one can tell where,) in the third, or

fourth, or fifth, or sixth century, or some

century still later; and that the Fathers

have much to tell us of undoubted apostoli

cal authority, which the Apostles them

selves have failed to tell. -

Infinite are the disputes which such a

theory instantly gives rise to. In essence

and principle it in nowise differs from that

of Rome, (for it affirms both a written and

an unwritten word;) it differs only in the

pleasant and gratuitously perplexing addi

tion, that it is impossible to assign the pe.

riod within which the circle of Catholic

verities may be supposed complete—the

period when the slowly developed church

system became ripe, but had not yet become

rotten. The unity of faith which is thus

sought, is farther off than ever; for the

materials of discord are enlarged a thou

sand-fold.

1. There is the dispute as to whether

* No. 85, passim.
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there be any such authoritative rule of faith

at all; and this alone promises to be an

endless controversy.

2. Even if we were to admit the possible

existence of such a rule, the uncertainty

in its application would preclude the possi

bility of its being of any use.

3. Even if men in general are told that

they need not inquire for themselves, but

just receive what their “authorized guides”

choose to tell them, private judgment is

still pressed with insuperable difficulties;

for alas, we find that the “authorized

guides” themselves, in the exercise of their

private judgment, have arrived at very diſ

ferent conclusions as to what is Catholic

verity, and what is not. It is very easy

for Mr. Newman to talk in magniloquent

phrase of that much abused abstraction, the

“Church;” and to represent his system of

“Church principles” as one and complete

in every age. But when we inquire which

is that Church, what are the doctrines it

has delivered as the complete circle of ver

ity, and who are its infallible interpreters,

we find those whom these authorized guides

proclaim equally authorized, at endless va

riance ;-Romanists, Greeks, and Angli

cans, differing in judgment from each

other, and from themselves. In a word,

we find the “Church” is just Mr. Newman

or Dr. Pusey—not unbecomingly disguised

in the habiliments of a somewhat antiquated

lady, and uttering their “private judg.

ments” as veritable oracles. What can

one of these “guides” say to “a brother

guide,” who declares, “I adopt your prin

ciples, and it appears to me and many

others, that on the same grounds on which

you contend for the apostolical succession

—that is, on the authority of the ancient

Church—I must contend for the celibacy of

the clergy t” Or to another who declares,

“on our common principles I think there is

good reason to admit the invocation of

saints, the worship of images, the doctrine

of the efficacy of holy relics, the monastic

institute, to be of apostolical origin 7” Or

to another, “it appears to me that the doc

trine of purgatory is but a development of

the doctrine which justifies prayers for the

dead 1" Or to another, “you will not go

beyond such and such a century in deter

mining your Catholic orthodoxy; I think

the limit ought to be fixed a century later,

or two centuries, or three ?” What can he

reply He may perhaps say, “We can

show when your doctrines came in.” “Ah!”

he replies, “so it appears to you ; but it

appears to me, that on the same principles

another person may show when your fa

vorite doctrines came in ; for I do nothing

more than adopt your principles of ‘expan

sion’ and ‘development'—of improving

‘hints,’ of harmonizing apparent contradic

tions, and so on; and my doctrines are thus

brought out as clearly as those for which

you contend. There is no greater apparent

discrepancy between my favorite doctrine

and those of the Fathers of the third centu

ry, than there is between those you extract

from the Fathers of the third century and the

Scriptures.” “But we decide otherwise.”

“But who are we ?” is the instant and scorn

ful reply.

Such is, in fact, the inevitable course

which the controversy is taking ; till at last

thousands of Anglicans are contending for

the system of the fourth or fifth century, and

even there feel that their footing is insecure.

This variety of result is inevitable. 1.

The very elements from which this Catholic

system of theology is to be collected, are

in a great degree doubtful;-intermixed

with forgeries; disfigured by interpolations,

erasures, mutilations; so that it has trans

cended all mortal skill to settle the patris

tic canon. 2. What one man receives as

genuine, another rejects as spurious ; and

endless is the controversy as to which is

right. 3. The works themselves, spurious

and genuine, are most formidably volumin

ous, written in different languages, and

each of them dead. 4. They contain much

of universally acknowledged error, and a

pleasing assemblage of obscurities and con

tradictions. 5. Some are dark with curious

subtleties, and others as much disguised by

rhetorical exaggerations. 6. Owing to

these and other circumstances, it is possible

for very different controvertists to prove

from them very different conclusions, and

to wage an interminable war of citations

and counter-citations. The Romanist brings

forward a citation :-" you are to consider

the rhetorical mode of reasoning of these

venerable men,” exclaims the Protestant.

The Protestant countercites—“you are not

to forget,” says the Romanist, “that it was

said in the heat of controversy, when it is

so natural to deal in unlimited proposi

tions.” The Romanist is ready with an

other; “the writing is not genuine—most

probably a forgery,” shouts the Protestant

—“all critics allow it to have been at least

grievously interpolated.” To a fourth it

is said, “it is an interpolation of the

Greeks.” To a fifth, “it was foisted in by

the Latins.” To a sixth, “the passage is

corrupt; there are five different readings,

and twice as many renderings.” To a

seventh, “it is a contradiction only in ap
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pearance ; we can easily harmonize the

statement.” To an eighth, “though it be

only a hint, you are to consider the ‘re.

serve' of the early Church.” To a ninth,

“true, that passage says so, but here is an

other from the same author, directly in the

teeth of it:” and so on forever.” Šº is

the unity to which the guidance of tradition

has ever led, and will ever lead us; and of

this the present controversies—the goodly

array of books which stand at the head of

this article—and the many others which

might be added to them, afford a signal and

irrefragable proof. Unity! Babel itself is

but a faint image of this “confusion of

tongues.” -

But the advocates of tradition profess to

have discovered an unfailing directrix in

all difficulties, in the far-famed rule of

Wincentius Lirinensis—that we are to be

lieve what has been delivered EveRywhere,

ALways, and BY ALL : “Quod seMPER, Quod

UBIQUE, Quod Ab omNIBUs TRADITUM Est.”

This rule sounds plausible, but on examin

ation will be found to involve, for reasons

already hinted, most complicated difficul

ties in its application ; and is about as ser

viceable as a certain guide-post, which as

sured the traveller that when it was under

water, that road was impassable. This,

however true, would not prevent his being

drowned before he made the discovery.

When we come to examine the rule, we

find that if we take it without limitations it

is a manifest absurdity; and if we take it

with all the limitations it requires, it be

comes as manifest a nullity;-not to men

tion that, at the very least, it leaves open

the question, who is to determine what has

been thus delivered “always, everywhere,

and by all?”—a question not very easy of

solution, when we reflect that both Roman

ists and Anglicans profess to receive it, and

yet reach widely different results.

But to consider the rule itself. We will

not here refine, as some have done, and say

that it is ambiguously expressed ; that it

may be so interpreted as to imply that we

are to receive all that has ever been deliv

ered for truth; in a word, that we are to

believe error and truth, heresy and ortho

doxy, contradictions and paradoxes—such

a creed as may well be supposed too much

• The Archbishop of Dublin has well illustrated

this subject:-"The mass of Christians are called

on to believe and do what is essential to Christiani

ty, in implicit reliance on the reports of their respec

tive pastors, as to what certain deep theological an

tiquarians have reported to them, respecting the re

ports given by certain ancient Fathers, of the reports

current in their times concerning Apostolical usages

and institutions.” 24

Wol. II. No, III.

for even a Montanist or a Marcionite. We

will take it for granted that it means, that

that only is to be received for Catholic ver

ity which has been affirmed by all conjoint

ly, at all times, and everywhere. But taken

even in this sense, we have, at the very

outset, a notable instance of what is called

reasoning in a circle. For when it is asked

—“Is the word “all” to be taken absolute

ly 1” The answer is—“By no means.”

“Who are the “all” then 7" Answer—

“The Orthodox alone.” “And who are

the Orthodox 7” “Those who hold what

has been delivered by “all.’” This is lim

itation the first. But now, let us suppose

this difficulty evaded by some subterfuge,

and the authorities to which appeal is to be

made otherwise determined. We proceed

to ask then—does this rule mean, that

whatever is delivered for truth must be ex

pressly asserted by all whom the advocates

of the rule itself invest with a vote 2 Are

we, for example, to look for the whole cir

cle of affirmed Catholic verities in the writ

ings of the apostolical Fathers 1 “No,”

must be the reply, “it is sufficient that they

do not contradict them. Their silence

must be supposed to give consent.” To

this it might be replied, that this is at once

to abandon the rule, or rather to take for

granted the very thing to be proved; while

we have a sufficient explanation of the si

lence of these earliest Fathers in the fact,

that it was impossible for them to antici

pate, and therefore to condemn all the ab

surd innovations and corruptions which af

ter ages would bring in. They were no

prophets; Clement could not anticipate the

vagaries of a Tertullian, nor Polycarp pre

dict those of an Origen; any more than

Cranmer could have supposed that such a

peculiar logician as Mr. Newman would, at

the distance of three centuries, arise to

prove that the Articles might be explained

away. This, then, is limitation the second.

It is not necessary that all that we are to

believe should be expressly affirmed by all

who are included in the circle of authori

ties; that is, we are to believe much which

non ab omnibus traditum est. But if the

supposed argument drawn from their silence

be of any avail, then let us consider with

what weapons we are to combat the Ro

manist, who is continually playing off

against us this very stratagem. Why may

not he urge, on behalf of transubstantiation,

(which undoubtedly for many ages could

boast the ubique et ab omnibus,) the same

apology for the silence or the ambiguous

utterances of earlier Fathers, as our Angli

cans urge for many of those novelties
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which are not to be found in the Apostolical

Fathers ? To both or neither is the course

be 1 Will a bare majority of one, or two,

or three, or half a dozen, or half a score, be

open—to say that Christianity was a grad- sufficient 1 or if not, of how many What

ually developed system ; that it does not

appear in its perfect proportions till some

ages after the Apostles had gone to their

is to be the ratio of suffrages which shall

determine that to be Catholic truth, which

otherwise would be no truth at all 1 And

rest; and that we are not to wonder that if the judgments of different men differ as

many Catholic verities are very slightly

noticed, or not at all, in the earliest age.

Thus these parties may endlessly refute

each other, but mean time, by that very

dispute the boasted rule is shown to be a

nullity. But if we are to believe nothing

but what is affirmed by ALL, AT ALL TIMEs,

do as a standard as well as the rest—Cle

ment of Rome, for example. If they say,

“True, but nevertheless there are many

things which, though he did not assert, he

would have asserted had he written about

them, or thought of it,”—this is again to

abandon the rule, and to substitute conjec

ture for it. If it be said, we imagine all

believed these things, because later writers

generally testify they did, we again reply,

this is to imagine and not to prove, and will

do as well for the Romanists as for you; for

of course each succeeding age will take

care to authenticate its own corruptions;

and, right or wrong, vouch for its prede

cessor. Thus, if we may believe the Pa

pists, Peter was first Bishop of Rome; and

if the Oxford Tractists, prayer for the dead

is an Apostolical tradition. But we come

to a third limitation. When we ask—“But

is it true that the dissent on any point, on

the part of any one of those whom you

deem in the main orthodox—as Clement of

Alexandria, for example—is sufficient to

invalidate that article 1” The answer is—

“No, certainly;” but then what becomes

of your quod ab omnibus for there is hardly

an article, (if we except those great funda

mental truths, which we can at once extract

from the Scriptures without any thanks to

these worthies)—there is hardly one of the

opinions which you peculiarly patronize

but is denied by some of them. Answer—

It is not necessary that Catholic verity be

asserted by all absolutely, but only by the

“greater part.” Limitation the third;—set

down, then, that omnes means the “greater

part.” But we have not yet half done with

the difficulties of the rule: we here come

to a curious problem of limits. It is said

that it is not necessary that each article of

faith should be admitted by all those who

are included in the circle of authorities, but

only by “the greater part.” Pray, how

much “greater” is this “greater part” to

to what this ratio ought to be, (as they

needs must, where there is nothing but ca

price to determine them,)—who is to be the

judge as to whose judgment is to be re

ceived 1 Even supposing that impossible

point decided—who is to be the judge as to

what opinions have or have not the requisite

EveRywhere, then any one of those whom majority of authorities to back them 1 But

they themselves challenge as orthodox, will yet again, if a bare majority, or any thing

short of unanimity, will be sufficient, are

you prepared to receive any of those doc

trines or usages which are sustained by an

equal majority, with any one of those you

enjoin upon our belief ? If so, this preca

rious rule will compel you to go much fur

ther than you have hitherto gone—if not,

you have gone much too far. The doctrine

of the Millenaries, now universally aban

doned, and explicitly condemned by you ;

the administration of the Eucharist to in

fants; the celibacy of the clergy; the

monastic institute; superstitious reverence

for relics; the worship of the saints; the

monkish miracles; and what would be quite

as hard for you to digest, the popular elec

tion of Bishops and their voluntary sup

port, can plead as large an amount of au

thority to sustain them, as many of those

tenets which you enjoin upon us. He who

wishes to see this subject fully handled

may consult Mr. Isaac Taylor's able and

elaborate work, entitled .4ncient Chris

tianity, on which we shall presently offer

a few remarks. He plies the Oxford Tract

ists with this argument very fairly, and

shows, in our judgment conclusively, that

they are shut up to one of two courses;

either to develope their system much fur

ther, (for which, if we may judge by recent

demonstrations, they are fully prepared,)

or retrace their steps to the principles of

the Reformation.

Once more; as it is a part of the rule

that what we are to believe must have been

not only universally received, but always,

that body of truth must have been as per

fect in the earliest times as the latest;

there is, therefore, no occasion to go lower

than the first age—that is, to the Scriptures

themselves, and honestly to apply the rule

to them. That the truth was subsequently

received by greater numbers, or was more

widely diffused, is nothing to the purpose,

and does not affect its integrity. The base
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of a pyramid may be enlarged; but as

every section of the pyramid parellel to it,

cuts off a precisely similar pyramid, so iſ

the body of doctrine we are to receive has

been always the same—it was just the same

in the Apostolic age as in the fifth century,

or in our own, and we may as well stop

there. Thus a perfectly fair application of

this much vaunted rule, issues most unex

pectedly, but most legitimately; in allowing

us to defer to the exclusive authority of

Scripture; and with this fresh limitation

we are willing to abide by it. The Apos

tles shall be our omnes, their writings our

wbique, and their age our semper. “But,”

says the Anglican, “though it is true that

the body of truth has always been the

same, and is therefore entire in the Scrip

tures, it is not on the surface there—it is

five hundred fathoms deep—it must be de.

veloped; they contain but hints which re

quire expansion.” In the first place, this is

begging the very question ; and in the next

place, it is just what the Romanists tell

us, who, adopting the very same rule, and

using no greater artifice of expansion,

“expand” the system of the Scriptures

into the system of Trent.

But further still ; will these imitators of

Rome, in borrowing Rome's own rule, apply

it fairly to all ages of the Church 7 Will

they take the semper absolutely “No, by

no means,” is the reply; “for how should

we confute the Romanists, who truly allege

that during many ages doctrines have been

professed, universally and by all, which we

deny 1” What then, we ask, is your semper ?

Within what limits is always to be confined

“That question does not admit of an an

swer,” says Mr. Newman; “we had better

not perplex ourselves with it: ‘the era of

purity’ cannot be determined within less

than 400 years; it was not “much earlier

than the Council of Sardica, A. D. 347, nor

so late as the second Nicene Council, A. D.

787 ''” What a curious solution of a his

torical problem, which brings us some

where within 400 years of the truth, and

leaves the rule of Vincentius of uncertain

application, within that very period in

which the doctrines and practices were de

veloped on which the very.gist of the con

troversy depends ! However, as limitation

the last, let it be noted that semper means

not always, as some foolish people imagine;

but some time between 347 and 787 years.

Thus the rule which Vincentius Lirinen

sis has delivered with so much gravity and

solemnity, amounts to this—that we are re

ligiously to receive all doctrines, which

some unknown persons have, in some unde

termined places, delivered for truth at some

uncertain periods ! But the rule becomes

yet more flagrantly absurd, as less epigram

matically delivered by himself. It then

sinks into the most contemptible of truisms;

for he takes care, as Daillé has remarked,

to fence his proposition with so many limi

tations, that if they could but be all complied

with, he must be an infidel indeed who

would refuse assent to it. He tells us, in

his own inimitable style, that “he speaks

not of any authors, but only of such as

having piously, wisely, and constantly

lived, preached, and persevered in the

Catholic faith and communion, obtained

the favor at length, either to die faithfully

in Christ, or else had the happiness of being

crowned with martyrdom for Christ's

sake;” he further adds, “that we are to

receive as undoubtedly true, certain, and de

finitive, whatsoever all the aforesaid authors,

or at least the greater part of them, have

clearly,fº and constantly affirmed,

with an unanimous consent, receiving, re

taining, and delivering it over to others, as

it were jointly, and making up all of them

but one common and unanimous council of

doctors.” Whence it appears, as Daillé

has fully shown, and not without a touch

of humor unwonted in him, that “all that

Vincentius here promises us is no more

than this, that we may be sure not to be de

ceived, provided that we believe no other

doctrines save what are holy and true.

This promise of his is like that which little

children are wont to make, when they tell

you that you shall never die if you but al

ways eat.” So that to the inquiry—“What

is the Catholic faith !” it appears that we

are at liberty to reply that it is the doctrine

of those who have “piously, wisely, and

constantly lived, preached, and maintained

to the death—the Catholic faith;” or, at

all events, of the greater part of such. A

truly cautious conclusion 1

Nothing can be more ridiculous than the

extravagant claims which our modern

lovers of antiquity prefer on behalf of the

Fathers. It is true that Mr. Newman, by

way of , obviating the argument arising

from their unspeakable weaknesses and ex

travagances, assures us that it is not their

individual authority, but their concurrent

testimony, to any point of doctrine and

ritual, which sanctions it as of Apostolical

origin. But then, as it is difficult to say

how far it may be necessary to draw upon

these holy men, or how far their poor credit

will serve to give currency to the prepos.

terous doctrines for which they are made

responsible, it is as well to accredit as
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much of their worthless paper as possible.

If there be a concurrence of a majority,

their authority is then infallible; if only of

a considerable number, the most egregious

puerility ceases to be such ; while the

opinion only of one, though it may appear

downright craziness to common sense, is

to be treated with silent veneration.

Throughout the Oxford Tracts, and more

especially in Number Eighty-Nine, (On the

Mysticism of the Fathers)—a ºf
and besotted veneration is constantly incul

cated towards them.” Many of their most

extravagant absurdities are not merely pal

liated, but lauded:—even their inimitable

vagaries in the way of allegorical interpre

tation, are seriously recommended to our

devout attention; and we are told to in

quire whether we have not lost much by

renouncing the system which led to them.

The tone of reverence, which is every

where maintained and enjoined, is evidently

designed to perplex the understanding of

the ignorant and timid, (an artifice in com

mon use with this School,) and to foster

the belief that the Fathers are too sacred to

be dealt with as merely human authors.

No matter how childish, how ludicrous the

fancies which provoke our laughter, these

writers shake their heads .# say, “Be

ware how you despise things that may be

sacred.”f

The author of the Tract in question is

even so infatuated as to express his regret

that the selections from the Fathers to

which the people have been occasionally

treated, are such as to give the reader a too

favorable opinion of them ; that is, that the

Editors of such selections have exercised

some discretion, and extracted only the bet

ter parts of these authors. “But the very

circumstance,” says he, “of such selec

tions being made with a view to modern

prejudices, shows that they can do no more

than palliate the evil. When a reader passes

from specimens of that kind to the whole

body of any Father's writings, he is apt to

feel as if he had been unfairly dealt with,

and is inclined rather to be the more intol

erant of the many things which he is sure

to meet wit, alien to his former tastes and

habits of thought.” He proceeds, there

fore, to expose more freely the (in popular

opinion) more questionable “sayings and

doings” of the Fathers; in the hope, no

doubt, that the public, on becoming famil

iarized with, may be enamored .# them;

and this Tract, in which so much that is

whimsical and delirious in the Fathers is not

only apologized for, but cited with applause,

may be considered as a sort of tentative

experiment—a test of the patience and stu

pidity of the English people.f

We, too, share in the author's hopes,

that the public may no longer be restricted

to the more “select” portions of the Fa

thers. We differ widely in our anticipations

of the effect of throwing open the doors of

this storehouse of learning. We are con

vinced that the plain good sense of the Eng

• “A devout mind will probably at once ac.

knowledge on which side, in the present question,

the peril of erring will be greatest. The ques

tion is like that of the general evidences of reli

gion; a person who would go into it with advan.

tage, should be imbued beforehand with a kind of

natural piety, which will cause him to remember

all along, that perhaps when he comes to the end of

his inquiry, he will find that God was all the while

really there.”—(Oxford Tracts, No. 89, p. 3.)

f Aſter vindicating the patristic system of alle

gorical and mystical interpretation as a system,

and fearlessly justifying it in some of the most ex

travagant instances—as, for example, in those

absurd fancies in which the Fathers persisted in

discovering types of the cross and baptism in every

mention of wood and water in the Old Testament—

as in the rods which Jacob stuck in the troughs

before Laban's sheep, or the staff with which he

passed over the river Jordan, or in the ladder

which he saw in a dream—(on which the Tractist

actually makes the following inconceivably silly

remark, “This example is not irrelevant, since a

ladder is part, so to speak, of the furniture of the

cross;”)—after all this, pursued at great length

and with most edifying solemnity—the writer

makes this frank statement —“Some examples

have been given above: examples purposely se

lected, many of them, as the likeliest to startle and

scandalize a mere modern reader; and something,

it is hoped, has been done towards showing, that

in those cases, at least, the holy Fathers well knew

what they were about (?); that they proceeded in

interpreting Scripture on the surest ground—the

warrant of Scripture itself in analogous cases.”—

(No. 89, p. 40.)

“But in order to appreciate rightly the Fathers'

reasoning in such places, we ought, of course, to

recollect, that its force lies in the accumulation of

instances. It is not necessary that each anecdote,

taken by itself, should be a complete type of the

evangelical truth, at which the sum of the whole

points; e. g., though a person questioned the dis

tinct allusion to any Christian mystery, in the ac

count, taken singly, of Jacob using rods to in

fluence the breed of Laban's cattle, still it must

come in as one among many examples, to show

how constantly the Almighty employed that mate

rial, which was to be the instrument of redemption,

as a conveyance of temporal blessings to his chosen

people (!!)”

* No. 89, p. 8.

t “It is a subject,” he says, “which scholars in

general have, perhaps, been apt to treat overlightly,

not to say profanely; so that, in speaking of it, a per

son insensibly falls into the apologetic tone; but the

more we really come to know and think of it, the

more deeply, perhaps, shall we feel, that even that

tone is inexcusable presumption, compared with

what would become us in making mention of those

who come nearest the Aposiles, and had, in greatest

perfection, the mind of Christ.”—(No. 89, p.38.)
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lish people would immediately resent the

attempt to blind and deludě them ; and re

ject with abhorrence that idolatry of the

#. to which they are invited to de

grade themselves. We thank the Oxford

divines for having projected and partly ex

ecuted a “library of the Fathers,” and heart

ily bid them go on. The only thing we

fear is, lest they should not give us those

unique specimens of madness and folly,

which the patristic literature supplies. If

they will not, we trust that others will. It

ji. easy to furnish a “Supplement” to the

“Library;” and we confidently anticipate

that we shall be able to say of this appeal

to the Fathers, what Chillingworth says

of a certain argument of his opponent:

“though it may seem to do you great ser

vice for the present, yet you will repent the

time that ever you urged it against us.”

We are convinced that nothing more i

needed than the indiscriminate exposure .#

an impartial sample of the works of these

unparalleled writers to the popular gaze, to

obliterate that feeling of traditional rever

ence with which they are regarded. The

drunken Helots never taught the Spartans a

more wholesome lesson of temperance than

the inimitable antics of these holy men

would teach the present age the folly of

deferring to them as our spiritual guides;

and still more of investing them under any

conditions with the authority of Scripture.

It is impossible, however, to help wonder.

ing at the infatuation implied in thus throw.

ing open to public gaze the “treasures” of

the Fathers. These writers had better by

half adhere to their wiser maxims of “re

serve in the communication of religious

knowledge.” But whatever be the motive,

we rejoice at the step they have taken. It

will be singular should they in this way be.

come the iconoclasts of their own idols, and

by a sort of righteous retribution, the re

formers of their own errors. The task of

freely exposing the errors and absurdities

of the Ancient Church, has in a certain de

gree been performed by Mr. Taylor in his

“Ancient Christianity,” on which we must

here offer a ſew remarks. The work has

more than the author's usual excellences,

and fewer of his characteristic defects.-

There is less of the indistinct haze and

magniloquent common-place, which are too

often found in his other writings; while

the earnestness of controversy has certain.

ly improved his manner—leaving him less

leisure for the false glare and splendida vitia,

which so commonly taint his style. Here,

however, as elsewhere, he is often exceed

ingly prolix: of simple energy, of the art

of saying much in few words, he seems to

have but a faint idea. But these are small

matters; and it is a duty to notice some

others which are not trivial. One is the

almost offensive egotism by which he has

stated his claims to be considered nearly

sole champion in this great cause; another

is the. concessions which, in his

first Number, he was induced to make, and

which he has since, in almost every page,

been compelled virtually to retract. As to

the first, it is amusing to find him cutting

off first one body of religionists, and then

another—some parties in the Church and

all out of it—as quite incapable of encoun

tering champions of such redoubted learn

ing, and all but invincible prowess, as the

new Knights of Oxford... modestly

naming himself as one who may be deemed

not insufficiently equipped for this glori

ous adventure. He lays great stress not

only upon his familiarity with patristic lit

erature, but upon his having access to a

complete collection of the Fathers! We

have no doubt that there are many men,

both in the Church and out of it, who have

a knowledge of this peculiar species of lit

erature quite sufficient to qualify them to

take part in that good work in which Mr.

Taylor is engaged; and we know that ac

cess to the Fathers is not altogether a sin

gular privilege. Whether he has assumed

this tone from an unconscious tendency to

magnify the importance of cherished and

solitary studies, or whether from a desire

to impress his readers with a deep convic

tion of the difficulty of the achievement

which he proposed to himself, we know

not; and most assuredly we should not

have alluded to the topic, were it not that

it tends to strengthen the delusion which

the tone of the Oxford Tractists was all

along calculated to produce, that they were

monopolists of some peculiar sources of in

formation, and that none but persons of the

profoundest erudition could be presumed

to be in possession even of the data on

which to form an opinion of the soundness

or unsoundness of their views. This we

must be permitted to designate sheer de

lusion. It is true that patristic literature

had been little studied by the mass of edu

cated persons, but it was from an impres

sion (and a correct impression, too) of its

general worthlessness. Nor were the data

on which that opinion had gradually dif

fused itself scanty or insufficient. Though

the Oxford Tract writers insinuated that

that impression was the result of ignorance,

and suffered themselves to speak contempt

uously of those who had not merely a



374, [July,PUseyIsM ; or, THE oxFord TRACTARIAN school.

knowledge of such writers as Chillingworth,

and Daillé,” but had studied the Fathers

quite long enough to convince them that

they were not worth studying longer;-

though they thought it a sufficient answer

to a Whately or a Shuttleworth, to insinu

ate that they were mere sciolists in patris

tic literature, because they had been too

wise to waste life in reading little or no

thing else; yet is it quite certain that eve

ry nook of this vast field had been explor

ed again and again, and the results fully

given to the world, in works which were

written long before Dr. Pusey and Mr.

Newman were born, and which will be read

long after they are forgotten. More espe

cially is it true, that, in relation to that

dogma of the new School now under con

sideration, ample materials for forming a

judgment were long since provided in

works on the Romish controversy. Daillé

was no sciolist; Jeremy Taylor was not, it

is presumed, deficient in learning; Chil

lingworth was no schoolboy ; Stillingfleet

and Hall were not to be despised;—all

these and many others had learning quite

equal to that of any of the authors of the

Oxford Tracts; and in powers of reason

ing and argument, and, we will add, a love

of truth, were immeasurably their superi

ors. Mr. Taylor is indeed pleased to say,

that “Whatever analogies may seem to

connect the doctrines of the Oxford Tracts

with Popery, the difference between the

two is such, as those must certainly be dis

appointed who, hastily snatching up the

rusty swords and spears of the Reformers,

rush, so accoutred, upon the Oxford di

vines.”f But we have no occasion to con

fute this statement; for the progress of

the controversy, and a more correct appre

ciation of its bearings, have compelled him

to confute it himself. “By explicit avow

als, or implied approbation, or in the mode

of delicate allusion, these writers,” says he,

“in their various publications, have at

length taken to themselves every thing in

Romanism which is of earlier date than the

close of the fifth century;”f and he further

tells us, “Romanism, and nothing else, has

become the subject of the great argument

which the Oxford Tract writers have ori

ginated. Candor now scarcely demands

that the alleged distinction between the

Anglo-Catholic Church system and the faith

and worship of the Tridentine Council

should any longer be much regarded.

This difference, be it what it may, affects

no fundamental principle.”

We wonder that Mr. Taylor did not see

this from the first. Though particular

points disputed between the Romanists and

Protestants are different from those in

question between the Anglicans and their

opponents, yet the general principles in

controversy are the very same ; and the

great dogma now under consideration—

the authority of the Fathers, and the value

of Tradition—had often been subjected

to the fullest investigation. The vague

ness of the rule of Vincentius Lirinensis,

and the uncertainty of tradition, are as

clearly asserted and demonstrated by

"Jeremy Taylor, (a writer in some respects

fondly claimed by the Oxford School,) as

they could be by Isaac Taylor. But fur

ther: we affirm that the very same views

which Mr. Taylor maintains, had in sub

stance been given to the world in works

which had no special reference to the Po

pish controversy. In Mosheim's. History,

and still more in his De Rebus Christiano

rum ante Constantinum,t—a work of the

most extensive and searching erudition,-

practically the same conclusions are drawn

respecting the early and wide-spread cor

ruptions of the Church. , None will pretend

that Mosheim had not learning, and none

but an Oxfordist that he wanted judgment.

Precisely the same conclusions are estab

lished in the writings (though less calm

and impartial) of Jortin, and of Conyers

Middleton. But why do we say all this 1

Merely to dissipate the illusion that the

Tractist champions are in possession of

some exclusive treasures of knowledge;—

an illusion which we think the first Num

ber of Mr. Taylor's work would go to

confirm. We ridicule the notion that

none are competent to form an opinion

on the present controversy, unless they

have given a “lifetime” (which Mr. New

man says it requires) to this species of

reading. Any plain man, with the Bible

in one hand, and Chillingworth, Daillé,

and Mosheim in the other, need not fear

to pronounce on the truth of the principles

asserted by the Anglicans. Is it necessary

* Even Daillé himself does not escape the same

sort of depreciation. ... It is thus the writer of the

Tract on “Mysticism” allows himself to speak of

that truly learned man:-" By his skill in rhetorical

arrangement, and by a certain air of thorough com

mand of his subject, which he has been very success

ful in assuming, he became at once the standard au

thor for all who took that side of the question.”—

(No 89, p. 1.)

t Ancient Christianity, No. 1, p. 18.

* No. 8, Vol. ii. 379.

+ Of a portion of this work, an excellent transla

tion (a little too wordy, perhaps,) has been given to

the world by Mr. Vidal The first volume appeared

in 1813, the third in 1835. We shall be glad to see

4 No. 4, p. 5. it completed.
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to read through the Koran and all its com

mentators in order to pronounce on the

claims of Mahomet; or to toil through the

absurdities of the Talmud before being

qualified to say that the Rabbis are not to

be trusted 1

But Mr Taylor has also run into a more

serious error. He has been pleased to

claim a certain indefinite “authority” for

the Fathers ; and has suffered himself to

speak most strangely of the celebrated

maxim, “that the Bible and the Bible only

is the religion of Protestants.” What this

authority, over and above that which may

be yielded to any other human beings, may

be, he nowhere distinctly informs us. He

asserts that “divine Providence has con

nected the later with the earlier Church by

a link which can never be severed; and

which connexion implies a general duty of

acquainting ourselves with the records of

the early Church, and of yielding such a

specific deference to its testimony and judg

ment as is not to be claimed for the Church

of any later period.” Again : he says,

“it has been nothing so much as this in

considerate “Bible alone' outcry, that has

given modern Popery so long a reprieve in

the heart of Protestant countries.”f He

appears to lay much stress on the old fal

lacy, that we depend on the Fathers for

ascertaining the canon of Scripture itself;

and hence would seem to infer that we are

in fact dependent on them for a great deal

more. Much has been founded on this

argument, yet most illogically. We do

certainly admit the Fathers to be witnesses

to the fact, that in their day such and such

books were received as of undoubted apos

tolical authorship; just as we admit their

successors of any succeeding age to be

“witnesses” that they also had the same

books. They are witnesses of a “fact;”

and, as they had eyes and ears, we have no

reason to distrust them. But we need not

enlarge on this subject; and the less, that

whatever mysterious and inexplicable au

thority Mr. Taylor may claim for these

men beyond that of any other witnesses,

he has taken effectual care to dissipate the

illusion in the course of his work. In

truth, the impression that he must leave on

every reader's mind is, that more unsafe

guides it is impossible to follow. He ex

pressly says, (and there is much more to

the same purpose,)—“in proving them to

have grossly perverted the Gospel, and to

be amongst the worst guides which the

Church can follow, we are driven to the

• Ancient Christianity, No. 1, p. 46.

t Ibid. No. 1, p. 56.

necessity of producing evidence which no

motive less imperative would have led us

to bring forward.” In this, and the pre

ceding case, we appeal from Mr Taylor's

first thoughts to his second.

We should also probably differ from Mr.

Taylor in relation to the date, extent, and

rate of progress of certain corruptions; and

in some instances cannot but think he has

damaged his cause by overstating it. It

would also have been as well had he re

frained from citing some authorities of

doubtful quality; though, as an argumentum

ad hominem, we do not know what his op

ponents could fairly reply. He has been

assailed, for example, for having made use

of Athanasius’s “Life of St Anthony;” yet

Mr. Newman, in his “Church of the

Fathers,” admits its substantial authentici

ty, and deduces from it some most edily

ing conclusions.

In spite of these, and some minor defects,

we cannot but regard Mr. Taylor's work as

a most valuable contribution to the cause

of Scriptural Christianity; and, considering

the circumstances under which it was pro

duced, most creditable to his talents, ener

gy, and learning.

The Fathers will receive, and ought to

receive, just the degree of respect that we

should pay to any other men, and no more;

that is, their authority will be in proportion

to their knowledge, good sense, freedom

from prejudice, honesty, and opportunities

of forming a judgment. It may be sup

posed, indeed, that the last circumstance,

considering their proximity to the Apos

tolic age, would give them a decided supe

riority over every other class of writers;

but it is very possible that their disadvan

tages in other respects may depress their

authority in the greater number of cases

below that even of a third-rate student of

Scripture of a later age—just as a man with

bad eyes may not see an object so clearly

at fifty yards, as another with good ones

may see it at half a mile. Now, almost all

the Fathers had very bad eyes; and, what

is worse, they attempted to remedy the

defect by still worse spectacles. On this

pºint the reader will find some admirable

remarks in Dr. Shuttleworth's treatise on

Tradition.

The reason of this phenomenon is not

far to seek. Many of the Fathers, in

deed, were men of unquestionable genius,

and of large erudition (such as it was); and

small portions of many of their writings

may be read with profit. But they were all

* No. 5, p. 26.
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more or less tainted—most of them deeply

—with the false maxims and pernicious pre

judices which characterized their day; and

from the influence of which, without being

more than human, it was impossible that

they could be free. This is no disparage

ment to their genius or their learning, any

more than it is disrespectful to Descartes or

Kepler to affirm, that having been early

imbued with false principles of science,

they constructed theories which we do not

feel bound to reverence, because we rever

ence the men. We can separate Descartes

from his “vortices,” and Kepler from his

fanciful analogies between the laws of the

planetary system and the “five regular

solids.” In like manner we may well des.

pise the interpretations of Origen, without

despising Origen himself.

That Christianity should be fearfully cor

rupted, and that at no remote period from

its origin, was not only natural, but inevita

ble, unless a series of perpetual miracles

had been wrought to prevent it. Brought

suddenly into contract with many systems

of false philosophy, and of the most de

grading polytheism, and attracting converts

from all nations and all ranks, was it likely

to be received and retained in its perfect

purity 1 Falling on such a million-sided

surface as the humanity of that day, it was

impossible that the heavenly light should

not undergo all sorts of refractions;–let

down into such a pit of mephitic vapours,

it was impossible that the lamp of truth

should not burn dim. Christianity did much

for its converts, doubtless; but it could not,

and did not pretend to release them from

all their prejudices and ignorances. It was

perfectly natural, it was to be expected,

that in a thousand cases the new principles

should rather enter into combination, ac

cording to the ordinary laws of mental af.

finities, with the old—than that they should

wholly repel them. The philosopher could

not absolutely forego his lifelong specula.

tions, nor the polytheist the habits of an

ingrained idolatry; and thus, at a very early

period, we find attempts to reconcile the

doctrines of Christianity with the specula

tions of the Oriental and Grecian Schools;

and to complicate and corrupt the ritual of

the new religion by luckless imitations of

that of the old. “Such,” remarks Mr. Tay

lor at the close of an eloquent passage,

which we much regret that our limits do

not permit us to give entire—“such were

the antagonist principles, in contending

with each of which the holy religion of

Christ triumphed in each instance, and in

each was trampled upon ; conquered, and

was conquered; diffused light and health,

and admitted darkness and corruption.”

It is thus and thus only that we can ac

count for the rapid corruption of the Chris

tian faith; and the extraordinary facility

with which the best of the Fathers admit

ted the most monstrous extravagancies and

the most silly puerilities. We can on this

ground, indeed, palliate their errors and

compassionate their foibles; but to set them

up as guides, does appear to us the most

extraordinary fatuity. , Guides ' A very

moderate course of patristic allegories, con

ceits, visions, legends, miracles and super

stitions—of Barnabas and Hermas, Origen,

Tertullian, Jerome, and Ambrose—will be

quite sufficient to reclaim any sane mind

frºm such abasement; while, if we were to

judge by any spicilegium of their errors,

collected out of that menstruum of insipidi

ty and common place in which they usually

float, we should imagine that we had got

into the company rather of a set of Bedlam

ites than of Christian sages; and should

be unable to conceive the reason of that

reverence with which they are regarded,

except on that principle of the ancient

Greeks, which connected insanity with in

spiration ; or that which dictated the cus

tom of the Mahometans, to worship and re

verence as saints those who are fairly out

of their senses.

And yet these are the men whose author

ity, when they are tolerably unanimous, is

to be considered as co-ordinate with that

of Scripture—from whose single opinions

we are to dissent with the greatest caution

—and to whose keeping Divine Providence

has committed an unwritten revelation.

“And so He may have done,” it is said;

“for it is not the errors and absurdities of

the Fathers for which we contend, but the

apostolic truths of which they were the

despositaries.” But is there no difficulty

in believing that the freight of immortal

truth should have been committed to such

leaky and rotten vessels 1—that God, de

signing to give a Revelation, would pur

posely and intimately mix it up with a mass

of impure metal, leaving mankind to smelt

it as they might 1 Truly, if this theory be

correct, it may well be said, that “we have

the eternal treasures in earthen vessels'’

This difficulty is still further increased if

we consider the character of that portion of

Revelation for which these men are the

vouchers—the nature of the dogmas super

added to the Bible. The question is, whe

ther the Christianity of the third, fourth, or

• Ancient Christianity, No. 1, p. 129
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fifth century is a development or a corruption

of the Scripture$º natural growth

or a cancerous enlargement 1 We believe

the latter; but assuredly nothing could

warrant us in believing the former, except

the most obvious harmony between the

Scriptures themselves and these supposed

additions to it. But it is acknowledged

that no such obvious harmony is to be

found 5–that the doctrines contended for

are not easily reconciled with the Scriptures

—that apart from the patristic authority no

one would have suspected them to be there

—that there is very much at the least which

appears to contradict them--that the tone

and spirit in which the relative importance

of the several elements of religion are

spoken of, appear to be entirely alien. One

would imagine, therefore, that nothing less

than a Revelation as clear, as express, and

as miraculously authenticated as the Scrip

tures, would be sufficient to justify our re

ception of these additions. Can we then

believe that they would have been commit

ted to such men as the Fathers are proved

to be, and mixed up with their acknowledg

ed errors, follies, and superstitions? Ought

not this circumstance alone to make us

suspect, that the soidisant additions to Re

velation are more probable corruptions of

it 1*

The interval between the Scriptures and

the very best of the Fathers is so immense,

that not a few have testified that it forms

to them the most convincing proofs of the

inspired origin of the former; it being, in

their judgment, absurd to suppose that any

man—much less a number of men—could

have composed such a volume as the Bible,

in an age in which their immediate succes.

sors, many of them possessing undoubted

genius and erudition, and having the ad

vantage of their light to walk by, could fall

into puerilities so gross, and errors so mon

strous. We could sooner believe that Ja

cob Böhmen could have composed the

“Novum Organum,” or Thomas Sternhold

the “Paradise Lost.”

But the more intimate this conviction,

the deeper ought to be the indignation that

any man should attempt to exalt the Fa

thers, either singly or collectively, to the

same level with the Scriptures; or attempt

to divide their exclusive and paramount au

thority with that of a set of men on whose

pages are so legibly inscribed the marks of

error, absurdity, and fantastic raving.

• On this subject the reader will find some truly

philosophical observations in Mr. Taylor's Ancient

Christianity. Nos. 2 and 3. See particularly pp.

180–190.

Yet this has the Oxford Tract School

done. It has done more. Without, we

hope, designing it, it has, by way of shield

ing the palpable contradictions and fabulous

legends of the Fathers from contempt, suf

fered itself to speak of the Scriptures in

language which cannot but tend to diminish

reverence for them, and to give no little

advantage to infidelity. In one of the most

gratuitously offensive of the Tracts (No.

85,) it is argued that if the Fathers appa

rently contradict one another, so do the

Scriptures;–if many of their statements

are unintelligible and revolting to reason,

there are many in the Scriptures which

are equally so. And then it is added, that

if the Scriptures are nevertheless true, so

may the system dependent on the Fathers

be true. With the accustomed suppressio

veri, the writer has carefully concealed two

essential points: the first is, that the rea

son why we receive any apparent contra

dictions or startling prodigies in the Scrip

ture, is not on account of their antecedent

probability; but on account of the many

and convincing proofs, of an independent

character, that the Scripture is of Divine

origin. Give us the same evidence for the

Fathers, and except where they really con

tradict one another, (which they do very

plentifully,) we will receive them too. The

second is, that there is the widest possible

difference between the miraculous narra

tives of Scripture and the idle legends of

the Fathers—not less in the character of the

events themselves, than in the tone and man

ner of the writers. These writers have

gone yet further. We have seen it recently

asserted, that there is as much reason for

rejecting the most essential doctrines of

Christianity—nay, Christianity itself"—as

for rejecting their “Church principles.”

That, in short, we have as much reason for

being infidels as for rejecting the doctrine

of Apostolical succession. What otheref.

fect such reasoning can have than that of

compelling men to believe that there is

nothing between infidelity and Popery, and

of urging them to make a selection between

the two, we know not. The author of

Tract Number Eighty-five, calls his argu

ment a “kill-or-cure remedy.” We believe

that it will kill in either case. But even in

the sense in which the author uses these

words, we are persuaded it will “kill” far

more than it will “cure.” Not a few will

..". “We accept}. reasoning ; you are

a learned man, and we will believe as you

say, that you have no more to say in behalf

* British Critic, No. 63, Art. II. p. 75,76.
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of the Scriptures than in behalf of your

Church principles; and as we see that what

you have to say for the last is little enough,

you will excuse us for rejecting Christian

ity altogether.” Indeed, we fully expect

that, as a reaction of the present extrava

gances—of the revival of obsolete supersti

tions—we shall have ere long to fight over

again the battle with a modified form of in

fidelity, as now with a modified form of Po

pery. Thus, probably, for some time to

come, will the human mind continue to os

cillate between the extremes of error; but

with a diminished arc at each vibration ;

until the gravitation of eternal truth shall

at last prevail, and compel it to repose in

the centre.

After all, the greatest enemies of those

“good but greatly erring men,” the

Fathers, are their modern idolaters; who,

by exaggerating their claims, compel us to

prove them unfounded. Most certain is

it, that they do not invest either themselves

or the church to which they belonged, with

the authority which their modern admirers

would ſain attribute to them ;-a point

which the reader will find abundantly

proved in Mr Goode's ample citations from

them. Daillé has a striking passage on

this point, from which we extract a single

sentence: “I am firmly of opinion that if

these holy men could now behold from the

mansions of blessedness . . what things

are done here below, they would be very

much offended by the honors which men

confer upon them much against their

wills . . or if from out of their sepul

chres, where the relics of their mortality

are now laid up, they could but make us

hear their sacred voice, they would, I am

very confident, sharply reprove us for this

abuse, and would cry out in the words of

Paul, ‘Sirs, why do ye these things 1 we

also were men of like passions with your

selves ''”

In concluding this part of the subject,

we may remark that it is a suspicious

circumstance, that the authority of “tra

dition” did not maintain the unity of the

faith and the integrity of doctrine, to secure

which their writers would restore it. No

sooner did the ancient Church assume that

perfect form to which the Oxford theolo

#. would assimilate the modern, than it

egenerated into Popery : it no sooner be

came ripe, according to their notions of

ripeness, than it became rotten. Of course,

we have no difficulty in accounting for the

phenomenon; there was continuity in the

whole process. That the sun which had

long been setting, should go down, and

leave darkness behind it, was natural; but

how it came to plunge at once from the

zenith into the ocean, may well surprise

us. Two things, however, are clear. One

is, that this marvellous rule of faith is no

security at all against corruption ; second

ly, it appears that in the only experiment

ever made of its efficiency, it instantly

ended in it. Its advocates can be consis

tent only in arguing that Romanism is not

a fearful corruption, but, like the Church

of the fifth century, still a harmonious de

velopment. To this it is coming.

5. We had intended offering some ob

servations on the views propounded by this

School on the important subject of “Justifi

cation,” and the related topics. But our

space warns us to ſorbear, and we must

content ourselves with referring to the able

discussions in the volume by the Bishop of

Ohio. Suffice it here to say, that the views

in question approximate indefinitely to

those of Rome;—at least, if there be any

important difference, it depends on the most

subtle refinements and the most unintelligi

ble distinctions. Mr. Newman’s “Lectures”

on the subject form one of the most curious

specimens of cloudy metaphysics ever

given to the public. Most unfairly is rea

son dealt with by this School. In general,

they dispense with it altogether; when

they do appeal to it, it is only to mock it

with incomprehensible subtleties. Of the

two, we decidedly prefer their mysticism

to their metaphysics; we had rather be

called upon to exercise faith without logic,

than be insulted by a logic which can be

received only by faith. It at least saves

much fruitless effort to understand what

we, after all, discover is not to be under

stood.

6. In addition to all this, many individual

writers, and some of the public organs of

this School, have put forth a variety of

opinions and statements, the general ten

dency of which cannot be mistaken. They

together constitute Romanism, almost per

fect in its organs and lineaments, but of

Lilliputian dimensions. We shall give them

miscellaneously.

The tracts on “Reserve” openly plead

for a method of exhibiting Christianity, or

rather a method of vailing it, which strong

ly reminds one of the Romish Church. The

writer contends for the ancient disciplina

arcani, by which the more awful mysteries

were “reserved” for the initiated ; but

amongst these, with a plenitude of extra

vagance to which the ancient Church

affords no parallel, he includes even the

characteristic doctrine of Christianity, and
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vehemently denounces the “explicit” and

“prominent” exhibition of the Atonement.”

He casts high scorn on all the present

“utilitarian” methods of doing good—on

cheap churches and cheap Bibles. He

disapproves of the attempt to bring the

church to every man's door; and seems to

think that an empty church, provided it

cost enough and the services be sufficient

ly magnificent, will, by a sort of opus ope

ratum, be of “incalculable efficacy.”f In

open defiance of the command to “preach

the gospel to every creature,” and to pro

claim the truth “whether men will hear or

whether they will forbear;” in equal defi

ance of the Apostles themselves—he as

sures us that it is an awful thing to make

known the gospel to those who are igno

rant of it, lest we involve them in deeper

condemnation. We must not give a Bible,

we presume, unless we are beforehand

guaranteed that it will be rightly used ; a

plan very much like that “utilitarian” be

nevolence which buttons up its pockets,

and will not bestow a farthing till quite

* No. 80. “Sect. 5. On the necessity of bringing

forward the doctrine of the Atonement.”—Its “ex.

plicit and prominent” exhibition “is evidently

quite opposed to what we consider the teaching of

Scripture, nor do we find any sanction for it in the

gospels. If the Epistles of St. Paul appear to favor

it, it is only at first sight.” “In all things it would

appear that this doctrine, so far from its being

what is supposed, is in fact the very secret of the

Lord, which Solomon says 'is with the righteous,’

and ‘the covenant,' not to be lightly spoken of by

man, but which He will show to them that fear

him.”

f “For if the erection of churches, which, from

commodiousness and easiness of access are to in

vite, and from their little cost partake more of a

low contriving expediency than of a generous love

of God, is to do the work of religion, then is it

more easy to win souls than Scripture will warrant

us in supposing;” and he adds “ that we have to

fear lest, rather than doing good, we be breaking

that holy law which hath commanded that we

give not that which is holy to the dogs.”—(p. 69.)

“The effect of the Church as a witness, though

in a manner silent and out of sight, is something

very great and incalculable, of which I would ad.

duce the following instance. Before the Reforma

tion the Church recognized the seven hours of

prayer. However these may have been practi.

cally neglected, or hidden in an unknown tongue,

there is no estimating what influence this may

have had on common people's minds secretly.”—

(P. 73.)

# “Much of what is here said may be applied

to an indiscrimate distribution of Bibles and reli

gious publications. We must not expect that the

work which occasioned our Saviour and his disci

ples so much pains, can be done by such means.

We have rather to look with awe on these new

dealings of Providence with mankind . . .” “That

the unprepared cannot receive the “truth,' is the

appointment of God; but our attempting to act

contrary to his mode of acting may be productive

of...evil.”—(P. 70.)

sure that the “object is worthy.” The

utilitarian thus reserves his money as the

writer of the Tract would reserve his Bibles.

Alas! for St. Paul and his ignorant col

leagues; we fear they must have incurred

much guilt, and occasioned much, by pro

claiming the gospel without sufficiently

considering whether it would be rightly

received or not. They seem to have been

but poorly provided with the doctrine of

“reserve;” or, if they had it, they assured

ly “reserved” it. It is evidently also the

opinion of this writer, that it is better to

leave the heathen in utter darkness than

attempt their conversion by any “unauthor

ized” methods or irregular zeal. Men had

better, one would suppose, die of their

spiritual maladies than be cured empirical

ly—had better not go to heaven at all, than

go there by any other route than the Via

JMedia. But to proceed to other facts.

After stating the early or original opinion

respecting Purgatory, the writer of the

tract professedly against the Romish doc

trine says, “taken in the mere letter there is

little in it against which we shall be able to

sustain formal objections.”

Prayers for the dead are openly justified.

The practice, says Mr. Newman, “is Ca

tholic, and apparently Apostolical.”

While the Tracts on “reserve” advo

cate a very cautious and measured commu

nication of religious truth, a sort of com

pensation is to be given in the shape of mul

tiplied symbols. It is but the exchange of

one sort of instruction for another, and ef

fects a great economy of time, breath, and

labor. As the philosophic exile found

“Sermons in stones and good in every thing,”

so the stupid rustic is to study celestial

wisdom in a system of symbols; though,

as all history proves, he is more likely to

learn superstition than religion from them.

If the “Priests” are to be in a measure

“dumb”—n'importe, for the very “stones

in the wall” are to “cry out,” emblazoned

as they are to be with the characters of a

hiºi. religion. A Journal devoted

to the sect, has given us its views on the

subject in an article on “The Church Ser

vice.” We there find the cross called a

“sacramental sign”—“a holy efficacious

symbol.” Yet, with the exquisite prudery

of the new doctrine of “reserve,” the

writer does not approve of the crucifia in

churches. “Doubtless,” the reader will

say, “because it is so easily abused to

superstition.” No such thing. “We are

no advocates of the crucifix, at all events

in the open way in which it is commonly
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exhibited abroad. Even pictures of the

same solemn subject strike us as irreverent,

and should at least be always vailed. And

we would not hazard an unqualified objec

tion even against the crucifix as an object

for very private contemplation, under cer

tain trying circumstances; say, for in

stance, a surgical operation. The crucifix

openly exhibited, produces the same sort

of uncomfortable feeling with certain Pro

testant exposures, in preaching the mystery

it represents.” But with equal refinement,

the writer highly approves of the image of

the cross, and he hopes the time will come—

golden age!—“when no English church

will want what many possess already, the

image of the cross, in some place suffi

ciently cohspicuous to assist the devotions

of the worshipper. Let us multiply the

same holy and efficacious emblem far and

wide. There is no saying how many sins

its awful form might scare, and how many

evils avert.” “With the cross,” proceeds

the writer, “should be associated other

Catholic symbols, still more than itself

çovavra Juvero.g. For these, painted win

dows seem to furnish a suitable place.

They should at all events be confined to the

most sacred portion of the building. Such

are the lamb with the standard; the de

scending dove; the anchor; the triangle;

the pelican; the Ixºvg (fish), and others.

Perhaps the two or three last mentioned, as

being of most recondite meaning, should be

adopted later than the rest.” To these the

writer is prepared to add more, when the

right time shall come. For ourselves we

doubt whether, in our present state of de

plorable spiritual ignorance, the anchor and

the triangle may not prove too much for us.

In the same spirit, this writer laments the

absence of anointing at Baptism and Con

firmation, as the “loss of a privilege;” and

rejoices in the perpetuation of the custom

in the coronation service, as nothing less

than an “example of providential care over

the Church.” Can superstition go further 1

He elsewhere tells us that there should be

“more special decorations of the church

on Festival Days; altar coverings and pul

pit hangings of unusual richness; or the

natural flowers of the season, woven into

wreaths, or placed according to primitive

custom on the altar. These should be

chosen with especial reference to the sub

ject of the Festival.” “White flowers,”

proceeds he with infinite gravity, “are

most proper on the days consecrated to the

Virgin, as emblematic of sinless purity;

• Br: Cr. No. LIV. p.271.

purple or crimson upon the several saints'

days (except St. John the Evangelist, and

perhaps St. Luke,) to signify the blood of

martyrdom; and on All Saints' days and

the Holy Innocents, white should be inter

mingled as a memorial of Virgin inno

cence.” “We deprecate,” proceeds this

exquisite spiritualist,“forced flowers, which

look artificial ; but we believe that, with a

little management, natural flowers of the

proper colors may be found throughout the

year. It is difficult to conceive a more suit

able occupation for the Christian population

than that of cultivating flowers for such a

purpose, and afterwards arranging them.”

Thus the practice would be in equal degree

an encouragement to piety and market

gardening.

Neither are the chandlers forgotten :

“two lights should be placed upon the

altar.” “These,” he thinks, “should be

lighted, else they do not so well signify the

truth, Christus lur mundi.” Truly we think

they but indifferently express this truth,

whether lighted or not ; but he does not

press this point, though disposed to think

it “truly Anglican.”

When we consider not only the number

and variety of these proposed “embellish

ments,” but the importance attached to

them, and the solemn tone in which they

are spoken of, it is impossible to doubt

whither we are tending. If the views of

such writers prevail, they must lead to an

entire subordination of what is spiritual to

what is ceremonial—and religion will de

generate into abject superstition. No

wonder that the country is infested by not

a few young “priests,” raving about their

lºſſ. succession ; founding the most

absurd pretensions on their mere sacerdotal

character, though backed neither by expe

rience nor wisdom; boasting of the thau

maturgic powers they can exert in the

administration of the sacraments; contend

ing, not for the faith once delivered to the

saints, but for wax candles, altar cloths,

chaplets, crosses, crucifixes, and mummery

of all kinds;–at the same time, modestly

consigning all Protestants out of the Epis

copal pale, either to perdition or the “un

covenanted mercies;” in a word, exhibiting

zeal indeed, but zeal that is utterly unac

quainted with any other of the Christian

graces—zeal that is not even on speaking

terms with knowledge, faith, or charity.

The Bishop of London, we regret to say,

in his recent “Charge,” has done not a

little to fan the zeal in behalf of ceremo

nial. Though in great part condemning

the Oxford Tractists, and severely repro
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bating their most dangerous innovations,

he yet gives such space and importance to

certain trumpery matters of ritual, that we

are not surprised his “Charge” should

have been claimed on the whole as a tri

umph by the Oxford party. If we have

been rightly informed, his Lordship has

expressed his displeasure that what he de

signed as a condemnation of that party,

should have been so misconceived. He is

the only person, we suspect, who will feel

any surprise on the subject. When we see

him expressing such anxiety that the Ru

bric should be closely adhered to—laying

so much stress on the merest trifles—more

severely censuring those who do not punc

tiliously keep to the Rubric, even in points

virtually obsolete, than those who make

unauthorized additions to it—discussing

with so much gravity matters of pulpit eti

quette and clerical costume—expressing

his wish that all his clergy should preach

in white, though it appears he had enjoin

ed those of Chester to preach in black—

affirming that he sees “no harm” in the

two wax candles, provided, strange reason

ing! they are not lighted—sagely declaring

his approval “of the arrangement lately

adopted in several churches, by which

the clergyman looks to the south while

reading prayers, and to the west while read

ing lessons”—it is impossible not to regard

him as too nearly allied in spirit to those

whom he condemns. We sincerely thank

him, however, for his unequivocal censure

of the most comprehensive and poisonous

errors of the Tractists, and shall not un

graciously ask whether it might not have

come SOOmer.

But to resume. Not less significant is

the altered tone in which these writers

speak of those errors of Popery, which they

still admit to be such. There is as great a

difference between their tone and that of

the Reformers, as between the playful tap

of a coquette's fan and the vigorous stroke

of a boatswain's lash. The invocation of

saints, these writers content themselves with

calling “a dangerous practice, as tending to

give, often actually giving, to creatures

the honor and reliance due to the Creator

alone.” Of the worship of images, which

they soften into “honor paid to images,”

they say only that “it is dangerous in the

uneducated, that is, of the great part of

Christians.” Yet they profess to be follow

ing Bishop Hall. The Bishop of Exeter

truly remarks, that Bishop Hall calls the

first of these practices “a foul supersti

tion;” and of the second, says, “not mere

ly that it is dangerous to some, but sinful

in all.” One of these writers elsewhere

calls these and other things “uncatholic

peculiarities.” But other and more recent

writers have gone further, and almost adopt

ed an apologetic tone. The British Critic,

after having described some of the most

childish and absurd superstitions of the

middle ages—implying the grossest idola

try—merely remarks—“Much there was

which sober piety cannot sanction; but let

us not forget what was holy and religious

on account of incidental corruptions.” As

well might a polite physician assure some

patient crusted over with leprosy, that he

feared he was laboring under a slight cu

taneous eruption 1

Equally significant are the approxima

tions to Romish usages and practices in

other instances. The Tracts recommend

to private Christians the dedication of par

ticular days to the religious commemora

tion of deceased saints; and have furnish

ed a model service in honor of Bishop

Ken, after the pattern of an office in the

breviary of a Roman saint. The Journalist

just quoted goes further, and is evidently

inclined to think that the saints know of

our prayers, and sensibly feel the compli

ment of commemorations. “Days and

places,” says the writer, “specially dedi

cated to the saints, are means to us of com

munion with them. They not only remind

us of them, and lead us to contemplate

their lives, but they give us a special inter

est in the prayers which those blessed spir

its offer up day and night before the throne.”

Many of this School are in ecstasies with

the riches of the Romish and Parisian Bre

viaries. They have also for several years

past furnished their followers with an “Ec

clesiastical Almanac,” in which the minute

rules of the Romish Church are quoted, as

a guide to individuals. Some of them

openly plead for the restoration of Monas

ticism; and others have not obscurely ex

pressed their predilections for the celibacy

of the clergy. The Reformation, as al

ready mentioned, is spoken of as all but a

fearful judgment: we are told that the

“unprotestantizing of the National Church”

is an object well worth all the hazard and

bitterness which may attend the attempt;

that “we must recede more and more from

the principles, if any such there be, of the

English Reformation.”f Mr. Fronde's too

famous exclamation is adopted by not a

few—“Really, I hate the Reformers and

the Reformation more and more l’’. In per

fect accordance with all this, the Revolu

* Oct. 1842. t Br. Cr, No. LIX. p. 45.
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tion of 1688 is called “rebellion ;” while,

as we have recently seen, some have put

the copestone on the whole system, by ex

pressly denying the Right of Private Judg:

ment, and vindicating the maxims and

practices of persecution.

We must now notice some of the general

characteristics and tendencies of this

School.

1. It is a very suspicious circumstance,

that the whole system tends to the increase

of the power and glory of the Episcopal

CLERGy. This is the case with the princi

pal doctrines themselves, apostolical suc

cession, the thaumaturgic efficacy of the

sacraments as exclusively administered by

them, the restriction of the name and pri

vileges of the “Church” to the communi

ties in which they exercise their functions.

The same result may be calculated upon,

in proportion as Christianity is transmitted

into a religion of rites and symbols. As

such rites and symbols become the ob

jects of awful veneration and superstitious

dependence, (as they are sure to do, con

joined with the convenient system of “re

serve,” and the inculcation of an “implicit

faith,”) the people will look to the hiero

phants who perform, or exhibit them, as

the very arbiters of their eternal destiny.

Such a tendency is further fostered by

the blind, unquestioning acquiescence in

the Priests' dicta which these writers so

strongly enjoin. Their deluded victims

will do well to remember the old and quaint

saying, that “though they may believe by

proxy, they must be damned in person.”

The same general tendency is observa

ble, if we consider how earnestly—almost

exclusively—these doctrines are insisted

upon by the writers of this School. Mar.

vellous, indeed, is the difference in this re

spect between the Apostles and these suc

cessors of the Apostles. The former are in

tent—almost exclusively intent—on those

great themes which render the gospel “glad

tidings;” the latter, almost as exclusively,

in magnifying their office;—the former ab

solutely forget themselves in their flocks;

the latter wellnigh forget their flocks in

themselves:–the former, if they touch on

the clerical office at all, are principally in

tent on its spiritual qualifications and du

ties; the latter on its prerogatives and pow

ers.” To hear these men talk, one would im

agine that, by a similar tº repov rpárspov with

that of the simple-minded monk, who “de

voutly thanked God that in his wisdom he

* The first volume of the Oxford Tracts contains

no less than eight distinct papers on “apostolical
succession” alone.

had always placed large rivers near large

towns,” they supposed the Church of Christ

to be created for the sole use of the clergy;

and the doctrine of “apostolical succession”

to be the final cause of Christianity.

The tendency, in question is most suspi

cious; but we are far from charging the chief

founders of this School with the sordid aims

of priestcraft, although we cannot help think

ing that, with many of their followers, an

unconscious bias in this direction affords the

true solution of their conduct. Some of

them, we fear, are not altogether uncon

cious of the bias.

2. The next characteristic of the system

is, that it tends to rob Christianity of its

chief glory as a spiritual and moral institute,

and to render it a system of mere formal

ism—to substitute for the worship founded

on intelligent faith, a devotion which is a

species of mechanism, and rites which op

erate as by magic. The doctrine of Apos

tolical succession itself, is neither more nor

less respectable than that of the hereditary

sanctity of the Brahminical caste; while the

prayer-mills of the Tartars afford a fair il

lustration of the doctrine of sacramental

efficacy. The stress laid on rites and sym

bols, and outward observances, and the at

tempt indefinitely to multiply them, tend

the same way. It is true, that as religion

appeals to every part of a man's complex

nature, rites and symbols have their use,

and are not to be neglected. Still, whether

they be beneficial or not, will entirely de

pend on the place they hold in the system.

The Divine Founder of Christianity, as if in

wise jealousy of a tendency which may be

so easily abused, has confined the ceremo

nial of his religion within the straitest lim

its : while no element of our nature which

can be subordinated to religious use is whol

ly neglected, each is appealed to only in

the precise degree in which it can be ren

dered tributary to the great object. Would

that all who have taught this religion had

taken this significant intimation of super

wisdom as their guide As the history of

corrupt religion shows, nothing is more dif

ficult than to prevent the material from cor

rupting the spiritual—the senses and the im

agination from assuming an undue influ

ence. Let the balance be destroyed, and

the ritual and symbolical is immediately

substituted for religious sentiment and

emotion. Let rites and symbols be multi

plied, perpetually insisted upon—made un

duly prominent—and spiritual truth will be

forgotten; they produce an effect on the

great doctrines which they are professedly

employed to illustrate, analogous with that
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which a minute system of casuistry produ

ces on our views of morality. Let but the

great principles of a noble and ennobling

system of Ethics be sincerely received, and

human nature may be safely left to deter

mine the modes in which they are to be

applied in particular cases; it will choose to

take counsel of what is great, generous and

magnanimous, rather than ask just how

much is scrupulously lawful. But let the

casuist come with his scale and weights, or

his foot-rule, and determine within how

many grains an action is of being strictly

unlawful, or how far, to an inch, we may

proceed in a certain direction without com

mitting crime —under what circumstance

a man may consider himself not absolutely

compelled to do what his noblest instincts

tell him he ought to do, and in what way he

may obey the letter of a law and violate its

spirit; and the essence of morality is gone

—it is well if even the form be retained. It

is much the same with Religion and its ri

tual. Let but the great doctrines be fully

and adequately received, and little need be

said on the ritual; it will adjust itself. But

if a man be taught (especially after acquies

cing in the doctrine of “reserve,” and be

ing told that implicit faith will answer the

purpose very well) to gaze in stupid won

der on an exhibition of rites and symbols,

whether it be on the gorgeous and solid

magnificence of the Romish Church, or the

mimic gilt and tinsel of our Puseyites—let

him be taught to make much of wax-candles

burnt at noon-day—the cross of the cruci

fix—painted windows—garlands of flow

ers, triangles, and fishes—vestments, black

and white—pulpit-hangings and altar-cloths

—postures and attitudes—and his religion

stands a chance of being about as much

worth as that of him who was thus praised

by Dr. Johnson: “He never passes a

church without pulling off his hat—this

shows he has good principles.” Let his

attention be principally or much directed to

these things, and the process of degenera.

cy is inevitable. It was so with the ancient

Church, which we are now so earnestly ex

horted to take as our model. No one can

read the writings of the Fathers without

feeling that they gradually became more in

tent on the circumstantials of religion than

on the essence of it; more solicitous about

the modes in which religious duties should

be performed, than about the spirit of them.

It is all over with religion when this is the

case. The process of corruption is soon

complete. The next thing is to count our

prayers—to measure the value of devotions

solely by their frequency, their length by

the dial, or their number by the beads—to

consider that if a man is holy who says a

hundred prayers a-day, he is twice as holy

who says two hundred; and that if he who

fasts four-and-twenty hours has some merit,

he who fasts eight-and-forty has twice as

much.

3. Another signal characteristic of this

School is its disposition to vilify and tra

duce reason. They do well to hate it; for,

as Hobbes well said, “when reason is

against a man, a man will be against rea

son.” Reason, they feel, is their implaca

ble foe, and blinded indeed it must be be

fore it will admit their pretensions. “My

Lord Understanding's house,” says John

Bunyan, “was too light for the Prince of

Darkness, and he therefore built a high

wall to darken all the windows.”

In inviting us to lay down our reason,

they remind us of the wolf who counselled

the sheep to get rid of their watch-dogs.

Their constant plan is to inveigh against the

sin of “rationalism,” as they call it, in rela

tion to the “mysteries,” of religion—by

which they mean any tendency to question

their dogmas. They thus avail themselves

both of the prejudice against the first term,

and of the awe inspired by the second. That

there are “mysteries” both in philosophy

and religion about which it is irrational to

speculate, is true; but we receive them,

though not on intrinsic, yet on sufficient ev

idence ; and reason is still judge as to

whether that evidence be sufficient to jus

tify their reception, though it be not able to

speculate on the mysteries themselves. The

existence of God is a great mystery; but if

we do not admit it, we must admit manifold

contradictions and absurdities:—the per

mission of evil is a great mystery; but it

would do us no good to deny its existence

as a matter of fact:-Christianity is itself

full of mystery; but we receive it on proofs

so manifold and various, that we feel it im

possible to resist them. Give us similar

reasons for believing “apostolical succes.

sion,” and we faithfully promise that it is

not its being a mystery that shall startle us.

But to hoodwink our reason, and receive

any absurdity without examination, because

some piece of solemn inanity shakes his

head, and assures us it is too awful to reason

about, is not to be tolerated. Yet this is

the continual artifice employed to protect

the “Church principles,” and imposes, we

have no doubt, upon thousands. We have

already adduced some remarkable speci

mens of this species of logical artifice. “Be

ware how you rationalize on these great

truths,” is the constant cry—“how much
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better is it to obey than to speculate—to be.

lieve than to reason!” A plain understanding

would say—“Both very well in their place,

reverend sir; what God hath joined togeth

er let no man put asunder: I think it better

to believe than to reason, when I have rea

son to believe that God has spoken; I think

it better to reason than to believe, when I

have reason to believe that it is only Dr. Pu

sey or Mr. Newman.” In fact this artifice is

itself the highest insult to reason, since it

involves a quiet assumption of the , whole

question in dispute—namely, whether the

mysteries of the Oxford Tract School are

supported by the evidence which proves

that they are worthy of being believed in

spite of their transcendental character. Of

gourse the Papist uses the same plea for his

transubstantiation. Doubtless even the

Egyptian priest of ancient times often used

the same plea, when he had to defend the

divinity of “cats and onions” against the ra

tionalists of those days, at whom he would

unquestionably shake his head, and tell them

how superior after all was faith to logic!

About as reasonable is the defence which

the Oxford writers employ, and about as

reasonable the dogmas for which it is re

sorted to. “The first principle, or univer

sal axiom,” says Mr. Taylor, “of modern

revivers of Church principles, is the abjura

tion of that integrity of reason to which the

inspired writers always appeal, and of which

they enjoin the exercise and culture. * *

* To doubt is a sin. To adduce evidence,

given in relation to common facts of history,

and to judge of it according to the common

rules of historical inquiry, is to be a ‘ra

tionalist.’ To distrust the pretensions of

St. Dunstan, or the genuineness of the “True

Cross,' is an offence as grievous as to reject

the Trinity; both are disobedience”.

4. Amongst other characteristics which

belong to these writers in common with the

Romish Church, we must reluctantly include

a tendency to the use of “pious frauds.”

Let not the reader be startled. We do not

charge them with such wholesale forgeries,

such magnificent crimes, as those which

were perpetrated and justified by some of

their venerated Fathers. As their whole

system is Romanism in miniature, so it is in

this respect also. They do not, as the an

cients did, write books, and inscribe them at

once with some venerable, name to make

them pass current. They do not draw a

bill of doctrines, and indorse it with the

name of Cranmer, Ridley, or Hooker.—

Neither do we charge them with actual in

* Ancient Christianity, No. 6, p. 225,

terpolations of ancient works. Such things

cannot well be managed in these days of

“unreserved communication ofknowledge.”

There is as much difference in point of

audacity between the “pious frauds” of

ancient days and the humble imitations of

Oxford, as between openº and petty

larceny—between forgery on a large scale

and passing a bad sixpence. But with the

little arts of fraudulent misrepresentation,

they do in our judgment stand chargeable.

They are well skilled, as Mr. Taylor ex

presses it, “in packing their evidence,” and

“in schooling their witnesses.” They can

leave out, if they do not put in—insulate a

plausible sentence or two from a qualifying

or refractory context, and manage commas

and colons to admiration. Some ingenious

examples of this literary joinery may be

found in M'Ilvaine's work, (p. 232.) For

instance, they cite a passage from the Ho

milies, which appears not unfriendly to a

doctrine they affirm; but on reference to

the original, it is found that they have ta

ken only the beginning and end of the para

graph, the intermediate part which they

have omitted, being altogether against it 3

but no breaks—asterisks—dots—or other

indications—are employed, to suggest that

there has been any solution “of continuity’

in the citation; on the contrary, the disjecta

membra are represented as so immediately

connected, that they are separated only by

a semicolon | Similar traces of unfairness

are most conspicuous in their construction

of those curious things they call the Cate

na. Patrum, by which they attempted to

prove something like a catholic consent of

“testimony, on the part of the writers in

the later English Church,” to their peculiar

doctrines. Some of these citations are ab

solutely nothing to the purpose ; others

most vague and indistinct ; others, rent

from their context, are made to convey a

meaning never designed by their authors;

others may be confronted by citations from

the very same writers equally or more ex

plicit the other way; while the many di

vines of opposing sentiments are passed by

altogether. Such is the argument from

consent. On the same principles it would

be the easiest thing in the world to con

struct a Catena on the other side—and in

fact we have seen more than one equally

conclusive. But we need say no more on

this point, Mr. Goode having so effectually

exposed the attempt that even his reviewer

now abandons it. “In whatever way,”

says Mr. Goode, “we may be enabled to

account for it, certain it is that truth has

been sacrificed, and the authority of great
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names pleaded in behalf of a system in no

respect entitled to such protection.”

Of the unscrupulous use by these writers

of the vulgarest arts of sophistry, we

need say nothing. Enormous examples

of petitio principii, suppressio veri, and al

most every other species of logical delin

quency, have been given in preceding arti

cles, or in the present. But examples of

all will be found in Number Ninety itself;

that singular monument—not are perennius

certainly, for it is “brass” itself—of logical

pettifogging.

We question, however, whether these

writers have not derived still more service

from that obscure, imposing, and truly

Delphic style, of which, as Archbishop

Whately says, the “effect is to convey at

first to ordinary readers a striking impres

sion, with an appearance of being perfectly

intelligible at the first glance, but to become

more obscure and doubtful at the second

glance, and more and more so, the more at

tentively it is studied by a reader of clear

understanding; so as to leave him utterly

in doubt, at the last, which of several

meanings it is meant to convey, or whether

any at all.” ". * * This is especially

the case with the tracts on “Reserve” and

“Mysticism,” of which it may be truly

said that they seem to have been written

after preferring, and obtaining, a plenary

answer to that prayer—

“Of darkness visible so much be lent,

As half to show—half wail the deep intent.”

The one writer is most “reserved on

reserve,” and the other most “mystical on

mysticism.” Seldom is any thing said

plainly and absolutely, but with a perpet

ually tortuous and guarded expression.

Scarcely two sentences are found together

without a “so to speak,” or “as it were,”

or “if so be,” or “it may be after a cer.

tain secret manner,” &c. Thus, endeavor

ing to prove our Lord's systematic conceal

ment of his miracles, the writer on “re

serve” says of the feeding of the five

thousand, “even here it would appear as if

there was somehow a sort of secret character

about the miracle.” Another specimen.

“Notwithstanding that a spirit of true cha

rity has a natural desire to communicate

itself, and is of all things the most expan

sive and extending, yet in all such cases

[of good men] we may still perceive the

indwelling of Christ in them, still seeking,

as it were, to hide himself; for I think they

are all marked by an inclination, as far as

it is possible, of retiring and shrinking

from public view.” “The Fathers,” he

Wol. II. No. III, 25

tells us, “suppose that our blessed Lord is,

as it were, throughout the inspired writings,

hiding and concealing himself, and going

about (if I may so speak reverently) seek

ing to whom he may disclose himself.”

There are numberless passages of this

kind, which may mean any thing the inter

preter is pleased to imagine; although in

reality they contain nothing but very pious

sounding nonsense, which would have been

quite in character in Jacob Böhmen or

Emanuel Swedenborg.

Thus, “so to speak,” and “as it were,”

the author often seems to say something,

when in reality, and without any “so to

speak” or “as it were,” he says nothing.

His style perpetually reminds us of Bar

dolph's explanation of the word accommo

dated. “Accommodated ; that is, when a

man is, as they say, accommodated; or,

when a man is-being—whereby—he may

be thought to be accommodated ; which is

an excellent thing.”

Should any be disposed to charge us

with treating grave subjects over-lightly,

we have to reply, first, that we sincerely be

lieve that this is just one of those cases in

which the maxim of Horace applies,

“Ridiculum acri

Fortius et melius magnas plerumque secat res;”

secondly, that we recommend the objectors

to a careful perusal of the Eleventh of

Pascal's Lettres Provinciales, in which he

shows Qu'on peut réfuter par des railleries

les erreurs ridicules ; thirdly, that amongst

the Christian privileges of which our oppo

nents would deprive us, we trust they do

not intend to include what Ben Jonson calls

our “Christian liberty of laughing” at

what is laughable; fourthly, that if they

would have us repress our mirth, it must be

by exhibiting a system of doctrines less ir

resistibly comic; and lastly, that we are

perfectly aware that the artifice of incul

cating “an awful and reverential manner”

of treating absurdities such as those on

which we have animadverted, is the ap

proved receipt, as the history of all super

stition shows, of sanctifying, in the estima

tion of the timid and the credulous, the

most enormous deviations from truth and

common sense. Nor is it amongst the

least causes of the disgust we have felt in

perusing the writings of this School, that

their authors, even while propounding doc

trines which are equally insulting to the

Bible and to human reason, and defending

them by methods which are disgraceful to

morality, have yet been able to maintain

that sanctimonious air, that pious gravity,
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which distinguish certain writers of the

school of Loyola.

We must not conclude without pointing

out to the reader the works which, in our

judgment, furnish the best confutation of

the tenets of the Oxford School. These

are, Archbishop Whately's Essays on the

Kingdom of Christ, (a truly admirable

work;) Goode's Rule of Faith, which is

learned and full ; M'Ilvaine's Rome and

Orford, and Taylor's Ancient Christianity—

of both of which we have already spoken;

and Mr. Lindsay Alexander's learned and

able work, just published, entitled .1nglo

Catholicism not ſlpostolical.

Meantime we await the progress and

issue of the great contest without appre

hension. Terrible as are these hurricanes

of controversy, pernicious as may be their

immediate effects on the faith of some and

the temper of many—they serve from time

to time to purify the atmosphere, and ren

der it salubrious. Let us but be true to

ourselves, and we have no fear lest we

should be “re-involved,” to use the strong

language of Milton, “in that pitchy cloud

of infernal darkness, in which we shall

never more see the sun of Divine Truth

again, never hope for the cheerful dawn,

never more hear the bird of morning sing.”

Let us never forget that Christianity was

planted, and has grown up, in storms.

Discussion is always favorable to it, and

has ever been so. Let the wintry blast

come. It will but scatter the sere leaves,

and snap off the withered branches; the

giant tree will only strike its roots deeper

into the soil, and in the coming spring-time

put forth a richer foliage and extend a more

grateful shade.

THE AERIAL MacHINE.-‘‘What think ye, Tam.

mas, o' this new faughet project o' fleein through

the air like a wild duck ; is'na it a maist extraor

dinary thing, man º’ “Naething vera startlin'

about it ava, Archie. Auld as I am, I expect to

live to see the day ween, wi' a wee steam-engine

aneath my oxter, and a pennyworth o' coals in my

coat pouch, l mak a tripe to Kalmarnedck, and

come back within half an hour ! Wonderſu'l nae

thing would surprise me noo-a-days, gift it warena

an advertisement frae the man in the moon, o'

furnished lodgings to let, or a project to a big half

way house atween his domicile and the yerth.”—

Scotch Paper.

CopyRIGHT.-A deputation of booksellers and

literary men waited on M. Guizot a few days ago,

and presented to him a note on the best means of

suppressing book piracy. They suggested the

expediency of acknowledging the copyright in

France of all works published by foreigners in

:heir respective countries.—Ezaminer.

CLEVERNESS.

a TALE BY MRS. S. C. HALL.

From Chambers’s Edinburgh Journal.

It would be difficult to picture a more delight

ful village than East-court; its fine old manor

house, combining the architecture of half a doz

en reigns, bound together by ivy, the growth of

at least two centuries; its straggling grotesque

houses, with high gables and tall chimneys,

fenced along the road by broad yew hedges, cut

here and there into various patterns—owls, and

peacocks, and arches, where small birds had

nested time out of mind.

Yes; East-court was a pleasant village.

There was, in the centre of a sort of common

green that flanked one side, a pond, large enough

to entitle it to the dignity of being termed “a

lake.” But the people of East-court having

originally been an unambitious race, were sat

isfied that the pond should be ºr; called a

pond—and a beautiful pond it was. Two noble

willows extended their branches nearly to the

water's midst, and a clump of mingled holly, and

tapering feathery birch, was so beautiful in its

growth and color, that an artist once came ten

miles to sketch it; a fact which the old landlord

of the “Three Bee-Hives” repeated several

times each day of his life, forgetting altogether,

good old soul, that every one in East-court was

aware of a circumstance so flattering to the

beauty of their long-loved home. The cottages

at East-court were so disposed, as to add to the

effect of the larger dwellings—pretty white and

brown erections; the walls as white as lime and

labor could make them ; and the dark-brown

thatch nearly covered by those sweet and beau

tiful climbers which belong of right to the cot

tage homes of England. On the very summit

ofan abrupt conical hill, that sprung up sudden

ly at the back of the manor-house, was a wind

mill, with wide-extended arms and snow-white

sails; and at the foot of the hill on the other side,

guarded by some venerable trees, stood East

court church with the adjoining parsonage

house. There were but few shops at East-court,

for the village was only three miles from the

country town. But the very shops partook of

the picturesque character of this truly English

hamlet; and many persons declared that there

never was so quiet, so venerable, and yet, with

al, so cheerful a village as East-court, or, as the

very old people called it, “East-court o' the

Hill.”

It might well be a cheerful village; the gentle

man who resided in the manor-house was a

magistrate, and landlord ofeveryadjacent dwell

ing. He was, in all acts of love and charity, a

second Sir Roger de Coverley; and had a

brother, a physician, who had one wing of the

old manor-house fitted up as a surgery and dis

pensary; but he never took fee for advice, or

ayment for medicine, from any human being;

eeling——at least so it would appear, from the

alacrity with which he dispense *...". he

was under particular obligation to all who took

his prescriptions, and was never happy after a

º was born in the parish until it was vaccin

ated. It was rare indeed, to meet with such
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men as the squire and his good brother. Well

might East-court be the very paradise of Eng

lish villages. I have said nothing of the rector;

but certainly, unless he had carefully labored

in, and pruned and trimmed his vineyard, the

old would not have descended to their graves

with such hope and humility, nor would the

young have lived together in such peace and

good will. For the rest, a dancing, music, and

a species of drawing master, who combined

drawing and writing together, made each the

round of the neighborhood once a-week: thus

the simple-minded people imagined that the

means of “a polite education” were safely se

cured to their children; and the village school

was under the immediate dominion of the parish

clerk and his wife, and endowed in every way

by the lord of the manor, so that the peasant

§: were considered well provided for as to

their sources of information. I could sav a

great deal more in favor of East-court and its

inhabitants as they were about fifteen years ago,

but perhaps have detailed enough to create an

interest for them, and may be permitted to pass

on to the day on which a story connected with

its inhabitants may be considered to open.

“A new family, a rich and respectable family,

did you say, Isaac, wanting the Deerstone house,

where Mr. Rowley died ?” inquired squire Rus

sel of East-court, of his land-steward Isaac Hey
wood.

“Yes, your honor,” replied Isaac bowing;

“a lady and gentleman,Mr. and Mrs. DiggonsBy

name, three young masters, two young misses

(doll-looking young things), seven servants, a

tutor and a governess.”

“Diggons,” repeated the squire, who had a

little leaning towards aristocratic names; “Dig

gons; it is not an old name, Isaac, though it

may belong to respectable|.P.
“Certainly, sir; he's a fine gentleman, and

wears chains and rings; a fine gentleman, and

has (his man says) a great library, for his lady

is very clever; indeed, his man says, they are

an extraordinary clever family.”

“We never, I think, had a family of that de

scription, Isaac, in the village,” answered Mr.

Russel, after a pause. “I cannot say I like peo

F. who appear more clever than their neigh

ors. However, this is perhaps a prejudice, and

we should guard against prejudices. We will

look into the references.”

The references were looked into, and Mr.

Diggons was found an eligible tenant for Deer

stone. The arrival of the “clever family” occa

sioned more than the ordinary commotion, for

they brought with them various things that the

good people of the village had only heard of in

an obscure manner—chemical apparatus, elec

trifying machines, various astronomical instru

ments; in short, some of the older and simpler

ople regarded Mr. Diggons very much in the

ight of a necromancer, and the small, pale,

acute-faced tutor as his familiar—something or

other which they did not like to name.

When everything was settled, and every one

É. used to everything, Mr. Russel and his

rother, Mr. Graham Russel, agreed that the

Diggonses were a good set of people, eaten up

with a desire to be celebrated, which of course

prevented its accomplishment; leaving town

where they were nobodies, to reside in the coun

try, where they hoped to be “somebodies;” at

the very least, laboring to acquire conversable

knowledge of abstruse sciences, not being par

ticular who approved, as long as approbation

was bestowed; unable to persevere to the

amount of being informed, and yet having a

smattering of every thing. Bating this eager

thirsting aſter admiration—not after science for

its own noble sake, but for the gaping admiration

of the many—the family were kindly, cheerful,

and hospitable people ; not selfish, either, in

their pursuits, but willing to inform others.

Three or four self-thinking inhabitants of East

court agreed with Mr. Russel and his brother in

their rational estimate of the new family; but

the many opened wide their mouths, ...} gave

their “most sweet voices” in. The

Diggonses were pronounced to be the most “tal

ented people in England P Science has many

triflers in her train; and certainly amongst them

she numbered every member of the Diggons

family; from Mr. Diggons, who trifled with all

the sciences, down to pretty little pale Elizabeth,

who sighed and smiled over a miniature galvan

ic battery.

On the left hand side of the village, command

ing a view of the green, the huge pond, and the

picturesque cottages beyond, was a pretty cheer

ful-looking house; “happy” you would have

called it, for inanimate things can be so placed,

so garnished, as to look happy. The draperies

within the windowswere of whitemuslin trimmed

with blue silk lace and fringe; and the trellis

work outside was almost concealed by the

wreaths of flowers that owed their luxuriance

and beauty to much care and a warm southern

aspect. There was an ample bow window and

several other long narrow ones, that seemed

playing hide-and-seek among the roses and

myrtles that were always in blow; and the

chimneys were tall and square, and the gables

very high. There was also a conservatory, and

you could see that, besides plants, it contained

several birds of splendid plumage. ... In short,

the outward appearance of the dwelling com

bined so much that was tasteful and expensive,

the looker-on was assured there was both wealth

and taste within the latter, keeping the former

in subjection.

This house had the quaint name of East-in

Rest, why, I know not, and no one at East-court

seemed to think it strange. It was almost as

large, and of the same date as the manor-house,

and had been, time out of mind, inhabited by the

same family, once as numerous as honorable,

but now dwindled down to a widow and two

children—a boy and girl. The lady was still

lovely, her children beautiful; the boy, tall, fair,

and handsome, but whose ‘movements partook

of the irregularity and languor of ill, or at least

delicate health; the girl was also fair and deli

cate, but with an energy and decision of char

acter marking every movement, that deceived

even her mother as to her bodily strength.

When the “clever family” came to reside at

Deerstone, Alfred Erris was nearly seven, and

Lucy between eight and nine; and as the two.

children clung together, gazing at the evolutions.
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of a good-natured macaw, who invariably ex

ercised himself to amuse them, Mrs. Diggons

might almost be excused, when returning Mrs.

Erris's visit, for the encomiums she injudiciously

passed on their beauty.

“Well, Mrs. Erris, you may certainly be

proud of their beauty,” she exclaimed; “I never

saw two such darlings—loves—quite. I should

so like my son Robert to paint them; he does

such charming things. There is no doubt but

if he chose, he could be an R. A. in three

months.”

“Alfred draws a little,” said Mrs. Erris.

“A little" repeated Mrs. Diggons. “My

dear lady, at his age Robert copied the car

toons; but I do not wonder at your spoiling

such angels. I assure you I had plenty of

struggles with myself ere I could make my boys

and girls work. I lost the flower of the flock

about five years ago—died, sweet child, in six

days of brain ſever ! A wonderſul memory he

had, poor darling; could repeat poetry for two

hours by my watch, when only eight years old.”

It never occurred to Mrs. Erris that this killed

him; but she said that though Alfred could not

do that, he, too, had an excellent memory.

“Which,” said the lady, “you must work.

Memory, of all things, must be cultivated ; but I

do not wonder at your spoiling such an angel.”

Mrs. Erris assured her that she did not “spoil”

him, and in proof thereof, asserted that he could

repeat a great number of Watts's hymns.

“Watts's hymns !” answered Mrs. Diggons.

with an irreverent sneer at the purest child-poet

ry in any language, living or dead; “such a

creature as that should be able to repeat ora

tions from Shakspeare and Milton.”

“In time,” said Mrs. Erris, making a secret

resolve that he should do so immediately, and

beginning to think that she had really neglected

his education.

“Is he fond of the languages?” continued the

lady.

#e has commenced Latin, and learnt French

and English together orally, I may say,” replied

the abashed mother.

“Only commenced Latin!” exclaimed Mrs.

Diggons in a compassionate tone. “Well, to

be sure, he will never want it, as they say ; but

I should have an ambition to see such a noble

creature as that “far on' in every thing ; but,

erhaps, ifhe is not much advanced in languages,

e is ‘well up' in the sciences.”

Mrs. Erris was a timid, gentle woman, very

anxious for her children, and fearful lest they

should grow to think she had not done her duty.

“Indeed,” she replied, blushing, “he hº
knows the meaning of the word. His taste leads

him to study; but my good friend, Doctor Gra

ham Russel, says his brain is already too large,

and insists so much on air and exercise, and

out-door amusements, that my dear boy is back

ward, rather, in absolute study; not that he is

ignorant; he knows the names of all the trees

and flowers, the"—

“The botanical names?” mildly suggested

Mrs. Diggons.

“No, the homely English names and their

uses,” replied the widow; “remember, he is

only seven years old.”

“Well, well,” ejaculated the lady; “I can

perfectly understand Dr. Russel's prejudice;

he has arrived at that time of life when men

look at improvements suspiciously, because they

are not of their time. He is an old man; and if I

had minded our family physician even in poor

Elizabeth's case, ma'am, she’d have been a dis

grace to me; that unhappy curve in her spine,

he declared arose from her sitting so closely to

the harp, and she was obliged to recline; but

during the three years she laid upon a slightly

inclined plane, she never missed a single lesson,

nor did º yield her any indulgence—never suf

fered her to have an amusing book. ‘No,' I said

to the physician; ‘since she cannot go on with

the harp, she shall be remarkable at something

else;’ that was my ambition, to have remarkable

children. Her nature was soft and gentle, but

we hardened it with mathematics and algebra.”

This, at the moment, startled Mrs. Erris.

She thought of the deformed girl, and her pale,

anxious, thoughtful face, from which every ray

of joy seemed banished. She had struck her,

at first, as being the only one of this “clever

family” who was not superficial. Such had

been her first impression. But, Mrs. Diggons's

manner was imposing in more senses than

one ; and the timid, retiring mother, who had

really done her duty by not overtasking, and

yet sufficiently exercising the infant intellect of

her children, felt bitter self-reproach while her

new neighbor enumerated the acquirements

of her offspring, without calling to mind that

one of them had fallen a victim to brain ſever,

while another was deformed for liſe.

Alfred and Lucy Erris were invited to spend

al ly with the family at Deerstone; and—-in

stead of the canter on the pony, the race on the

upland lawn, the whoop and merry play, which

is the healthy relaxation of healthful children,

and which they had expected with an interest

which was a pleasure in itself—there was a

grand show-off of science, a parade of hard

names, a display of precocious understanding,

or rather its distorted shadow, which rendered

Alfred and Lucy uncomfortable, and Alfred for

the first time in his life thoughtful of display,

and straining after effect which rendered him

unnatural. Mrs. Erris, who dined there, felt

thoroughly ashamed of her children. One

young Diggons painted, another excelled in

languages, another made crude poetry, which,

though correct in numbers, was without idea;

and as to the “ologies,” hard words, and par

rotted sentences, there was no end of them :

Poor Mrs. Erris wondered why she had suffered

her beautiful boy—who looked like a Grecian

statue amid plaster and rough stone images—

to display his ignorance, and innately resolved

to adopt Mr. Diggons's plan, and abridge his

hours of relaxation and exercise, that he might

“make the most of time”—a duty doubtless;

but let how the most can be made of this gold

from God be ascertained, before the vainest

and most injurious of all vain glories, that of

making “show-children,” is attempted.

In accordance with her determination, Mrs.

Erris dismissed her son's tutor (whom Mr. Dig

gons had pronounced “merely a classic”) for

one who was “classical and scientific”—a hard
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stern man, with an iron constitution; and direct

ed Lucy’s governess to “keep her at work”

under the tutor’s direction. There was no diffi.

culty in making these children study—no diffi

culty in getting them to rise in the morning;

their docile and intelligent minds were open to

receive and fertile to produce. In natural capa

bilities, they were far superior to their showy

neighbors; and their moral and thinking quali

ties were far beyond those of Mr. Diggons's off

spring. Alfred was indeed a boy of the noblest

qualities, entering into the spirit of history, com

Hº: and analyzing, idealizing, too, until

is dry hot hand, flushed cheek, and throbbing

brow, would have warned any teacher of feel

ing and observation that it was time to lay by

the book and the pen, and away into the bright

fields, and among the joy-giving and health-giv

ing beauties of nature. And yet this tutor

loved the boy; he delighted in him, because he

delighted in learning, and because he felt no

expressed fatigue in poring over the world of

knowledge, which delighted him more and more

every day. He knew that he was the only son

of an ancient house, and that much depended on

him ; and he thought how fine it would be to

see him carry the highest honors at Oxford—to

feel that he would be more distinguished by his

talents and his learning, than by the ordinary

position he would hold in society by virtue of his

family and his wealth.

Lucy was with her brother in all his tasks,

taming down her wildness of spirits to assist

his labors, and stimulating his exertions, which

were anything but childish. The “clever fam

ily” were a fair example of the ſashion and dis

f ay of information; their minds even were not

alſ drawn into the exertion; they imitated

rather than labored. This was particularly the

case with the healthier portion of the family,

who, like their parents, were superficial; but

Albert and Lucy had hearts, feelings, and in

tellect of the finest texture, an intense love of

study, an appreciation of the beautiful, a desire

to excel, which, being once awakened, never

again slept. They were precisely the children

whose minds should have been strengthened

rather than taxed, and whose bodies should

have been invigorated by air, exercise, and much

rest. Mrs. Erris, astonished at their progress,

which she was vain enough to exhibit to the

Diggonses, partly from gratitude that they had

roused her to urge forward her children, was so

delighted at the rapidity with which Albert mas

teredevery difficulty, that she desired to make Dr.

Russel confess that she was right and he was

wrong, as to the management of her son espe

cially. Since the commencement of her new

system, she had but one conversation on the

subject with him, and that had certainly left a

}. impression on both their minds. She

ramed, however, some trifling excuse for call

ing at the manor house; and after a brief inter

view with the squire, who had been so much

annoyed at her obliging her son to forego his

pony exercise to devote more time to study,

that he was cold and even stately to the widow

of one he had loved like his own child, she

sought the doctor in his favorite conservatory.

The doctor was cold enough also, but one of

his peculiarities was his being unable to perse

vere in any thing like coldness towards a lady.

“I wanted you to dine with me to morrow,

my good friend,” she said; “indeed I wished our

lord of the manor to come also, but he has re

ceived me so strangely, that I had not the cour

age to ask him.”

“We are two old-fashioned old men, my dear

Mrs. Erris,” replied the doctor; “but somehow

you have got new-fangled of late, and we should

not be able to avoid finding fault, one of the

bad habits common to old friends: so that, per

haps, under these circumstances, it is better for

us to stay away.” *

“I know what you mean,” answered Mrs.

Erris gently; “you allude to Albert and Lucy.

I want you to come and judge for yourself; I

want you to see how they are improved; that,

in fact, is all I desire. I want you to examine

the children of your old ſriend, and I think you

will be satisfied that I have done my duty.”

“I am quite satisfied you have intended to do

your duty, my dear lady; quite satisfied of that ;

and if it had not been for the stimulus given to

your maternal vanity by the arrival of this

clever family,” I am certain you would have

continued blessing and being blessed; not over

tasking, but permitting your children's minds as

well as their bodies to strengthen while they

grow; but we shall not agree upon the matter,

my dear Mrs. Erris, so perhaps we had better

not talk of it; we shall certainly not agree upon

the subject.”

“You were the friend my poor husband val

ued most on earth,” said Mrs. Erris, after a

pause; “and I cannot bear that you should la

bor under any false impression. I assure you

neither Lucy nor Albert are ever driven to their
tasks.”

“So much the worse for children of their

rapid yet delicate natures. If they had a disin

clination to study, it would prove that their indi

vidual minds were not of a quality to injure

their bodies; but the zeal for study requires to

be regulated.”

“And Mr. Salon does regulate it,” said the

mother.

“By increasing it,” replied the doctor. “The

structure of these precocious minds is easily dis

organized. It has always seemed to me as ex

traordinary as unjust, that parents and teachers

bestow double the pains upon what are termed

clever children to what they do upon those who

are dull of comprehension; whereas the heavier
minds could be wrought with lº. inore

safety, and in nine cases out of ten would pro

duce, if not a richer, certainly a more abundant

fruitage.”

“But,” urged Mrs. Erris, “you are arguing as

iſ my children were suffering from too much

mental exertion. I assure you the contrary is

decidedly the case; they are full of life, full of

energy. Mrs. Diggons said she never saw .
thing in her children like the energy with whic

my children apply.”

“I dare say she did not,” replied the doctor.

“In the first place, your tutor imparts knowledge,

not its semblance ; and in the next, your chil

dren have really a panting after information, a

gasping for the beautiful and the ideal, a natu
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rally poetic temperament, which destroys ten

for the one it crowns. I remember Albert rest

less in his cradle, and weeping at melancholy

music ; and as to Lucy, the difficulty with her

was always to keep her tranquil. You have,

my dear lady, applied excitement where you

should, in my humble opinion, have removed it.”

“But would you have had them grow up in

ignorance?” inquired the lady.

“That is so like a woman,” said the old bache

lor, smiling sadly; “jumping from one extreme

to the other. I talked of undue excitement, and

you immediately fell backº extreme igno

rance; an excitement is the destruction of

health and strength, and is to mind the very

pestilence of education. The children were

doing very well, learning as much as at their

age they ought to learn without forcing—that

is all that children should do.”

“But some learn more quickly than others,

my dear sir.”

“So they do; some require keeping back,

others bringing forward, but, with both, time is

the only safe developer and strengthener. I

never knew an instance where a precocious

child was not the better for being kept back. It

is positively offensive to come in contact with

those forced children; to find mammas and

papas absurd enough to mistake indications of

talent for talent itself, and treating you to little

miss or little master's poetry or prose. Well,

my dear lady,” he added, ashamed of his pet

tishness, “I have at least to thank you for your

patience; you have listened to me, and 1 thank

you. I will go, if you please, to-morrow, if it

were only to prove how I value your forbear

ance; but just look at our flowers and this new

forcing-house, which, I think, you have not seen,

and which our gardener would have, because

the clever family have one.” Mrs. Erris looked

at the flowers; the doctor having set aside the

subject they talked of, she knew would not return

to it; so she admired the plants, and the good old

gentleman's anxiety for Lucy and Albert was

for a few minutes obliterated by the interest he

felt in his favorite flowers. On leaving the con

servatory for the forcing-house, they found the

gardener busied with some plants that had been

placed upon a stand; amongst them was a white

moss rose, its green leaves ſading; the buds,

through whose soft moss the faint streak of

white was more or less visible, hung their

heads, from their feeble and seemingly twisted
stems.

“It won’t do, Tom—all your care won't do

now,” said Dr. Russel to the gardener; “if you

had been content to urge, not force the plant

forward, it might have lived and flourished in

the conservatory. Now it is gone—gone for

ever.”

“It was so beautiful, sir,” said the man; “I

never saw any thing more beautiful. I didn't

like to be out-done in early flowering by Mr.

Diggons’s gardener, and got more heat on ; and

I’m sorry to say this is not the first plant that

has served me so; the blossoms have dropped

off many; so that, aſter all my care, and though

willing to sacrifice the plant for one good flow

ering, it trom't always give that, but die away—

right away”

“The rose would have been healthy enough

in the conservatory, I suppose,” said the

doctor.

“Bless you, sir, it would have lived long

enough to make a timber tree if I wanted it;

but such fierce ſorcing cuts them off even before

they blossom. It's a principle in nature, sir;

my old governor never would have anything

forced beyond nature. ‘Thomas,” he used to

say to me, “let us help nature; let us assist the

old gentlewoman as well as we can——she de

serves it of us; and it is our duty, as well as

our interest, to keep friends with her, for there's

one thing certain, she won't stand no nonsense.”

He was a plain-spoken Scotchman, sir; but,

like all of his country, he had a great acquaint

ance with nature.”

The doctor made no further observation; but

a glance at Mrs. Erris showed him that her

face was bathed in tears.

INDIA AND CHINA.—THE overland mail from

India, with dates from Calcutta to the 23rd

March ; Bombay, April 1st ; Canton, 22nd Feb

ruary, arrived in town on Sunday. The import

ance of the Indian news is limited to the fact

already made known by the telegraphic despatch,

ºf the annexation of Scinde to our Indian empire.

In Hyderabad, the capital of Scinde, treasure

and jewels amounting, it is said, to one and a

half million sterling, have been discovered. Doubts

have been entertained if this treasure trove is to

be considered prize-money. The matter has been

referred to the Queen in Council. In the mean

time, the Governor-General has declared Scinde to

be a British province, abolished slavery therein,

and appointed Sir C. Napier to be Governor; and

also declared all transit duties abolished, and the

Indus open to the ships of all nations. Scinde

is said to be a most fertile district, which, when

cultivated, will repay every cost tenfold, and

render the territories of the Indus something like

the banks of the Ganges.

The Governor-General was at Agra. He has

ordered the celebrated Somnauth gates to be

locked up there. Bundelkund remained still in

an unsettled state, some disturbances having

occurred along, the frontiers of Cutch, facing

Scinde ; but the rest of India was tranquil.

Dwarkanauth Tagore has been excluded from

his family caste, in consequence of his repeatedly

eating with “the unclean Europeans.”

The most conflicting accounts were circulated

respecting the state of Cabul. Akhbar Khan is

no longer popular there, and another was said to

have seized the government. Dost Mahommed

was going back from Lahore to Cabul, but it was

not known how he wonld be received there. He

wished to be aided by the Sikhs, but they did not

seem inclined to give him any assistance.

The interest of the Chinese news is almost ex

clusively of a commercial nature. Doubts are

said to exist of the durability of any arrangement

now entered into. The Chinese were busy in

repairing all their forts, and in strengthening their

positions in the different places attacked last year.

Trade was dull, but was expected to revive speed

ily.—Court Journal.
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IN the good old times, a hundred years

ago, or so, a vast deal less was printed than

at present. People did not read as much

as they now do, but they talked a great

deal more. The organ of the Press, as it

is now called, was comparatively in the

helpless state of a chrysalis, while the or

gans of speech were developed in full vi

gor, by their volubility in furnishing the

º pot-eloquence, sycophancy and gal

antry of the age. The Frankford Post ar

rived only twice a week; the Bremen In

telligencer of Wit and Science appeared

only once a month; but yet often enough

to serve throughout the holy Roman Em

pire, in the nightly orgies of the Academi

cians, or at the tea-table of the literary ep

icure, as the accredited guides and oracles

in questions of general interest, natural phe

nomena, and standards of taste and talent.

How much sense and nonsense, how many

sallies of wit and of vain conceit, were not

wasted on the desert air, in discussing the

passing events of the day; such as the

bloody strife between Frederic and Maria

Theresa, the paper-war between Bodmer

and Gotsched, the elevation of Madame

Pompadour to the throne, and Christian

Wolf's recall to Halle, the severe winter of

1740, and Lord Anson's voyage around the

world. The same exhalations ascend from

the heads of men in our day, like steam

produced by the contact of water with iron

at a white-heat, but an infinitely greater por

tion of the component particles are precip

itated daily, and in thousands of places, in

the shape of types on paper. #. this

important change in the intellectual atmos

phere of the world, proceeds in truth al

most every thing, whether it be for the bet

ter or for the worse, in great matters or

in trifles, which distinguishes the age of

the semi-weekly snails-post (Schnecken

Post), the bag-wig, and of demonstrative

philosophy, from the age of steam, kid

gloves and absolute ideas; from the age

marked by the mighty impulse given to

science and art, the revolution effected in

the views of both rulers and people, and by

the controlling power of public opinion; as

well as by the great schism which has su

pervened between theory and invention, be

tween the right of conscience and the cra

vings of mind, the desolation and yet sober

awakening of the masses, together with

that practical egotism of individuals, which

so strangely belies the philanthropy of the

ories and the charity of institutions.

Literature, in those days, was merely a

sprinkling, a passing cloud, from behind

which the cheering rays of the social sun

burst forth the merrier; in our times, she

shrouds the heavens in thick and porten

tous gloom, and were any one to represent

this reading generation by a flock of geese,

who forgetting their lively cackle in the

storm, with contemplative gravity look up

askance to the heavens; the comparison, if

not very refined, would at least be an apt

one, as predicable of a social state, where

so much more is written and read than

spoken, where familiar and cheerful inter

course is struck with the palsy, and very

many of the social virtues, besides old-fash

ioned and honorable gallantry, have become

defunct. Whence come the wild notions of

many scribbling and reading women, but

from their much reading, from their peev.

ish habit of shaking the fruit off the tree of

knowledge, and from the fact that the busy

and abstracted lords of creation, do not so

much after the old fashion pay their sub

missive homage at the shrine of beauty, by

flowery speeches and wire-drawn compli

ments; that they do not every moment of.

fer incense to the ladies as to their ac

knowledged and petted little despots, who

by the fundamental laws of nature are dis

qualified from holding a seat and giving a

vote in the graver councils of men.

In those days, when a man delighted in

his own cogitations on passing events, he

generally brought them to some gossiping

market; he looked about for people to

whom he could unburden his political wea

ther-wisdom, his scientific projects or his

artistical enthusiasm. That which now

goes by the name of Society, consists of

two classes: one, writing down their

thoughts on politics, commerce, sciences

and arts, i. the other read what these

have written. Interchange of thought

through the medium of conversation, has

only this in common with that carried on

through the medium of printing, that they

produce no result, abstractedly considered ;

for after all, every thing which at each suc

ceeding moment is embraced under the

heads of science, literature, political econ

omy and the whole domain of research, is

surely nothing else but the sum total of all

the great and little accounts, which are

constantly adjusting between millions of

great and little individuals,

In an age where every body is writing;

where words appearing in a book are fre
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quently hardly weighed more scrupulously

than in daily colloquy, the writer will doubt

less be permitted also to scatter on paper

a few thoughts on the aspect of the exist

ing era; thoughts which in the good old

time he would have wasted in talk, while

now, having the comfortable assurance,

that no one will contradict him, while wri

ting, he can think himself to be in the

right, until he sees some criticism of his

pages, and afterwards too.

The Press is that main engine of develop

ment, which for three centuries, uninterrup

tedly and in a progressive ratio of speed, is

carrying the human race towards some

goal yet undiscernible and unknown. It

has left mankind, what they ever were ;

but it is a leaven (Gährungs-stoff), which

has given a characteristic scope and direc

tion to that momentous disjunction which

is going on between us and antiquity, and

has infinitely multiplied energies and rela

tions, and then again simplified them.

With the art of printing commenced a new

era in the culture of the human mind, which

before had enjoyed a holiday of two thou

sand years, since acquiring the accomplish

ment of writing. The Press is a machine

embodying an idea, by whose develop

ments, the heir-loom of History itself, so to

speak, has been re-constructed, to the effect

that it incessantly throws off the antiquated

materials of power, of thought and of pas

sion, descended from our forefathers, in

ever varying, ever increasing, ever bolder,

finer and more elaborate patterns. As

manual labor was the productive genius of

the primitive and middle ages; so machine

ry is of modern times—but still it is the

same genius which is at work. We are so ac

customed to the common, all-pervading ve

hicle of thought, to the ability of scanning

every movement in the worlds of matter or

of mind, that it is with no small difficulty we

are able to place ourselves in a bygone age;

and the superficial thinker is utterly at a

loss to comprehend the intellectual great

ness of certain periods which were desti

tute of the present facilities for disseminat

ing and interchanging ideas. The noiseless

tread of the historical muse, led onward

only by traditional legends, strikes us as

gloomily as unearthly steps in the haunted

chamber of Ugolino ; while an old man

would become bewildered with terror in

beholding how, by the necromancy of print

ing, the hidden workings of the times are

unmasked, how the levers and shuttles pass

and repass with inconceivable swiftness,

the wheels buzz and fly, the woofs are reel

ed off, and everywhere images and designs

unfold themselves in the remotest perspec

tive. Once, the country-village was com

paratively lively, and vocal with the com

motion of debate ; as has been said, even a

hundred years ago, there was comparatively

much more tale-telling and less printed

news; while now, with the newspaper in

his hand, the citizen quid nunc holds con

verse with every portion of the habitable.

globe, in the crowded coffee-room, or in

the rail-car, without bestowing a single

word on his neighbor, to give a jog to the

intellectual faculties of either.

Mankind, when they had no printing,

were divided in detached groups, each of

whom enjoyed its own immunities and

characteristic identity. Their thoughts

and affections occupied the space of these

hallowed inclosures, leaving the surplus, if

any, to make excursions into the fields of

nature and of religion. At first, indeed,

before they were merged in states and

kingdoms, communities resembled some

isolated galvanic elements, within the con

tracted spheres of which, the affections and

aspirations of the soul were forever gam

boling in self-exhausting gyrations. Time

gradually added other elements; but slow

was the progress which men could make in

knowledge and power through the mere

instrumentality of tradition and manu

script, both indifferent conductors, and

the battery, though its multiplied parts en

dowed it with increasing force, soon wore

itself into decay. Then the Press at once

became the communicating medium of the

ethereal fluid, and by its infinitely superior

adaptedness, raised the civilized world to

the proud eminence which it now occupies

on the heaving galvanic pile of mind, which

seeks to outstrip the farthermost bounds of

the very heavens.

Every unit, whether great or small, from

the individual to the state or the nation,

feels itself, in the midst of the whirl and

commotion of conflicting powers, identified

in its thoughts, purposes and actions, as a

part of one undivided whole, and all may

perceive how the materials of ſate are dis

posed of in the ſervent heat incident to the

concentration of their powers at the poles

of the ever-working battery; and how thus

destiny is every instant evolved, be it

through the agency of man himself, or be it

in his despite. i. is pre-eminently this

universal sensitiveness of the body social,

this ever present consciousness of histori

cal dignity, which stamps the present cen

tury as differing so strikingly and essen

tially from the last, so faintly acted upon

by the Press, and which renders it so diam
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etrically opposite to the earlier ages of the

world. Every pleasing and noble feature

in the aspect of our times, as well as every

equivocal and fatal distortion, springs from

this psychological revolution; from this

source flow all those schemes and efforts

in state, in science and in art, which char

acterize the present generation. -

Even long after the invention of printing,

comparatively but a very few privileged

individuals were enabled to watch the

course of the world, to confront and mea

sure the events which passed before their

eyes, by the past, as recorded on the page of

History, thence to draw definite conclu

sions, to set the horoscope of the city, the

state or the age, and to announce all this to

their contemporaries. With the progress

of this “black art” the feelers of society

became proportionably more numerous and

acute, its vision into futurity sharpened,

and the one half of what is now printed is

made up ofjudgments abstractedly pronoun

ced by this conscientious and self-critici

sing age, whether in a sober mood, or mis

guided by passion, on the past, present and

future. It happens, however, in the arena

of literature, as it it does in the British Par

liament. There, every speech being di

rected to the chair, the speaker is the focus,

or rather the centre of all the radii of de

bate, and in a somewhat analogous manner

every author or scribbler, in all his plans or

strictures on the affairs of the world, ad

dresses himself to the Public, that presiding

hydra, which holds in terrorem the power

of life or death in its grasp, over all Maga

zines, Journals, and Gazettes. The Public

and the Speaker—both much less speaking,

than spoken to—have no perceptible influ

ence over the issue, the result of the de

bate; the same as in judicatory assemblies,

a thousand valuable or silly thoughts fall to

the ground, and that which is finally effect

ed, often has no relationship, either to the

efforts of genius expended, or to the end

contemplated; so the assertions and de

murrers, the demands and the refusals, the

triumphs and the lamentations of the politi

cal press, are daily set at naught by the ex

ecutive tribunal of History. The universal

development of the go-ahead principle,

which in modern times has been so won

derfully accelerated, is chiefly the effect of

the inherent and ever augmenting power

of the press; and consequently, while the

plot thickens, while so many conflicting

phenomena appear, while what is past, as

well as that which is yet to come, arouses

the most opposite passions; the energies

of the press receive increased stimulus,

and the bustle among claimants and objec

tionists, among the contending masses, and

in the consultations among Savans at the

couch of diseased humanity, grows ever

louder and more confused. Nothing can

transpire in any of the provinces of meta

physics, politics, religion, art, trade or sci

ence, which does not produce manifold and

heterogeneous results, in a society render

ed thus sensitive through the agency of the

Press. Where one sees only health and

safety, another scents a gangrene ; the

identical fact calls up to the imagination of

one a series of the most flattering images,

to that of his neighbor it portrays nothing

but the rake's progress—to one the begin

ning of a felicitous consummation—to the

other the beginning of a gloomy end. The

one cannot comprehend how it is that the

world does not advance more readily, uni

versally, or in this, and that and the other

particular quarter, where genius such as his

applies the lever. Another is astonished

again to find his transcendent abilities baf

fled, and like Jonah becomes fretful at the

failure of his prophecies; but is not the

less positive, that with such elements of

discord and destruction within, the world

cannot long hold together. All admit, how

ever, even those who draw the most favor

able auspices for the future from the pres

ent, that with the present striking advance

of certain elements of power, other certain

elements which caused the peculiar bloom

and glory of departed ages, have become

extinct; but while A beholds in this de

ficiency, or rather substitution of energies,

the prognostics of a universal dissolution,

B adopts it as merely another round in the

physiological ladder of the species.

Those faculties of man, by which in ob

serving, experimentalizing, analyzing, dis

solving, and again combining, condensing

and making deductions, he penetrates deep

er and farther into outward nature and into

his own, have manifestly been exalted and

enlarged through the revolution effected

by the press. This is more especially ap

parent in the great strides which the pre

sent age has made in the various depart

ments of natural science.

The rich and fair legacy of learned lore,

transmitted from antiquity, even within the

precincts of natural philosophy, was pre

served during the middle ages by a few

men of towering genius, and, though with

considerable drawbacks on the one hand, it

obtained on the other some slow and une

qual acquisitions. The single-handed think

er and seeker after truth, cramped and ſet

tered by authorities, could make but feeble,
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unproductive, and withal hazardous explor

ing expeditions into the hidden chambers

of nature's laboratory; and consequently

the efforts of genius either soared away

into the clouds, or else diverged into the

winding and obscure paths of a labyrinth,

where arose on some circumscribed basis

of experiments, the speculative structures

of the theosoph, the astrologer and the al

chemist. The seeds of science, so vigor

ously deposited by the ancients, were bare

ly kept scathless during the iron-age. The

press prepared the soil to receive the seed,

and scattered it abroad; it speedily pro

duced a thousand-fold, and now the entire

domain of civilized life, is clothed in luxu

riant verdure, and a stately crop of true

knowledge, hides, if it cannot choke, many

a rank weed, the seed of which the press

has, in its heedless race, also dropped.

The same thought, which called forth a

general interchange of mind, gave to sci

ence the principle of vitality, no longer of

a stunted growth, a stagnant vegetation,

and this vitality and growth kept exact

pace with the increase of books. Once,

the science of natural philosophy was a

rigid, compact mass, easily scanned and

mastered by one mind. Mathematics,

Astronomy, Chemistry, Botany, Physic and

Metaphysics, lay all huddled together in

the brains of the Doctor mirabilis. In pro

portion, however, as the magic circle,

which the press had thrown around the

philosopher and thinker, became more and

more intensely electrified with this vitali

ty, the mass became more fusible, and the

materials of science more redundant. Soon

it could no longer be scanned, much less

mastered by individual minds; it separated

into ever various fragments and ramifica

tions, each of which required its master

workman, and thus was set on foot that di

vision of labor, that unfailing distribution,

that constant gathering and re-issuing

(Wieder-abgeben) of materials, which at

the present day gives to the activity of ge

nius a feature so much resembling a mathe

matical concatenation of productive me

chanism, or rather of a fraternity of skilful

insects. That which instinct effects in the

little community of bees, a general wake

fulness and sharp-sightedness bring to pass

in the Republic of Science—all that has

been done at every point, and all that is yet

to be done. Inspired by the common im

pulse, the student knows as by intuition,

which flowery chalice he must crush in

order to extract the purest honey; cell is

added to cell as by rule and compass in

the prolific hive of scientific literature, and

the young brood of new discoveries are

carefully nursed and fed after the most ap

proved rules of dietetics.

The natural sciences are the boast of the

age—yes, and in their alliance with indus

try, have made it arrogant. It is reasona

ble to suppose, however, that the achieve

ments of the human mind, subsequent to

the laws established by Keppler and by

Newton, as yet have made but very few

stages in its boundless career. Here the

prospect is lost in distance ; the re-actions

on society, the re-modelling, emancipation

and ennobling of the whole system flowing

from a conquest of nature's forces, in great

things or in small, in the aggregate or in the

abstract, it is impossible to compute. But

when this new movement first became ap

parent, about fifty years ago, after the great

and important discoveries had been made

in chemistry and in physic, mankind were

affected somewhat in the manner of a man

who for the first time travels on a rail-road.

Though mounting the car very cautiously,

and apprehensive of not being able to en

dure the rapid motion, he soon becomes

reconciled to the novelty, and in a little

while begins to suggest that the speed

might very well be increased, without

either inconvenience or danger. Just so

people spoke then, in verse and in prose,

in half jest and full earnest, of the gigantic

undertakings of mind, of the flight of Ica

rus, and pennis non homini datis. But soon

one became accustomed to the rushing lo

comotive of science, whose scintillations

were as many seeds of the utile dulce; and

now the ſaction of science and the multi

tude cried out vehemently to the other

multifarious arts, fa presto, and the impa

tience to gain and to enjoy infinitely out

strips the sober and legitimate march of

improvement. One prominent example

will suffice; in that we may see reflected

all the phantastic expectations, anticipa

tions, misconceptions, misconstructions

and fallacies through the medium of which

one generation throws a halo of imaginary

glory over the darkness of those yet un

born.

Mankind have scarcely succeeded in

moving over the surface of their planet at

the rate of forty miles per hour, scarcely

do they anticipate with any degree of cer

tainty, that the rail-road will infuse a reno

vated nervous system into the body social,

before they grasp, no one can tell how

many degrees higher, and pant for the im

mediate realization of the antiquated hob

by, which so often is honored with fruition

only in our dreams: they would ſain fly on
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the wings of the wind. Almost any one

among us has some friend or acquaintance,

who is enthusiastically taken with the idea

of the thing, and who marvels, that earnest

and united measures have not long since

been adopted for its accomplishment. He

tells you, this speculative son of Apollo,

this Phaeton, that to mount into the clouds,

to career about securely among and above

them, and to defy the tempest, may well

be considered as premature and chimeri

cal : but that it would be enough to have

the power to sail above the surface at the

elevation of only a few feet, with the de

sirable command of ease, security and

speed, in order to supersede roads and

every conveyance by land or water, and

yet without encroaching materially on the

rerogatives of tolls and custom-houses.

e means to say, that he could do all this,

if he only had sufficient mastery over the

sciences, especially chemistry and mechan

ics!—As it is, he stops at taking shares,

without delay, in the aerial metallic packet

ship which is constructing at Nuremberg.

But the Nurembergians do not hang peo

ple, &c.

Such fancies and experiments, by which

the solution of the problem is so confi

dently and incontinently expected to be

realized, indicate a misconstruing of those

laws of our nature, which govern every

new-born idea, but more palpably every

notable invention, 'which obtains a “local

habitation and a name,” which possesses a

distinct and characteristic existence, and

which has advanced from the first dim con

ception in which it originated to its con

summation,orrather its safe deliverythrough

the process of an ascending scale of devel

opment in successive and harmonizing

stages. The invention of locomotives and

rail-roads as a general means of convey

ance is yet in its infancy; but it is a very

promising and precocious babe. No mat

ter if it does not realize all that it now pro

mises, still it must in the course of its far

ther development grow in importance and

influence, it must reach a maturer age and

experience, and when it finally shall be

overtaken by some new, yet unheard of, and

sublimer vehicle of speed, and be thrown

aside in the grand lumber-room of History,

it will only share the fate incident to our

selves. When we have become thoroughly

trained and formed in the school of expe.

rience, we are worn out, and pushed aside

with buoyant insolence, by some younger

aspirant who continues our work with fresh

ingenuity, and thinks himself so much

greater than ourselves, because he stands

on our shoulders. Rail-roads resemble the

blood-vessels, which are here and there

apparent during incubation in the shapeless

mass of an egg; as far as they are com

plete, they only point out the future chan

nels for the circulation of the fluids and the

shape and position of the limbs. As no

one, without previous knowledge, can form

a correct idea of the full grown animal,

from the confused embryo of the chicken

while in the egg, so we probably can form

no adequate conception of the fashions

which the world may yet put on, in con

nexion with the new locomotive power,

and no one knows whether his fancy-sketch

on this point, will prove too excursive or

too circumscribed. Until the Rail-road as

a distinct system, recoiling upon itself, be

comes the ladder of improvement, and has

continued such for a longer or a shorter

period, men will not, if ever, learn to fly,

or turn their skill to great account. True,

every thing in our day developes itself

more rapidly; even inventions enjoy a

short life and a merry one, ripen quicker,

drop off earlier than formerly; but with all

this high-pressure, the old tracks and pre

cedents of advance, of perfectibility, re

main of necessity; and even our modern

wonders of creative genius obey those laws

which govern the whole kingdom of art. It

will do no harm, if, bearing this reflection

in mind, we not only look down upon our

progenitors, but also endeavor to look up

to posterity.

Every new discovery or important step

gained in the march of improvement, calls

up to the imagination the most pleasing

images. At last, having had its day, it

presents itself to the understanding only in

a chastened, may be a pitiful form. At the

outset, it is a revelation, a marvel; replete

with life, comfort and beauty, and improve

ment is hardly conceivable. Seen from a

distance, the same objectº: flat, cum

brous and clumsy; with all its elaborate

appendages, but of little use, and to the

unreflecting it seems inexplicable that peo

ple did not directly hit upon those im

provements, which are now appreciated at

a glance, and which, having been adopted,

every body thinks himself competent to

have made. Thus when riding in the most

commodious and well-appointed carriage,

we look behind us with a feeling of pity

mingled with contempt, not only on the

chariot in which Telemachus visited Mene

laus, but on the coach, the body of which

hung on leather-straps; a lumbering, gilt

and bedaubed machine, like a ferry-house

or a lion's cage, dragged slowly and obsti
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nately over the rough and jagged pave

ment, or through the bottomless roads;

º rickety, tasteless and ridicu

ous. How many lessons of experience,

how many fruitless trials, how many dis

coveries in mechanics, in chemistry, in the

use of metals, &c., were not needed grad

ually to effect the metamorphosis of this

patriarchal piece of finery, into a whole

family of present splendid, light and ele

gant equipages—coaches, Berlins, chairs,

britschkas, tandems, quitrins, tilburies, &c.,

&c. Look at them : strength and com

pactness united with lightness; capacious

ness with neatness, in the most ingenious

manner imaginable ; seats, and steps, and

handles, all placed with scrupulous anato

mical nicety, calculated to meet every po

sition and motion of the occupants; every

thing in most perfect equipoise and har

mony—a very complicated piece of me

chanism—and yet apparently so simple.

9. by persevering training and industry,

could the rude and unwieldy limbs of that

primitive monster, be transformed into

those graceful, slender, pat and pliant forms

of the present carriage, and which has be

queathed its most prominent virtues on the

passengers' car rolling on iron. And this

car, with its inanimate phantom team, be

comes in its turn an obsolete monster | Yes,

the age will and must arrive, which will

look back on the ne plus ultra, the vaunted

em of our polish, the rail-road, just as we

ook back on the first attempts of our fore

fathers to obviate the jolting of a clumsy

wagon on a bad road. It will then seem

perfectly in keeping with such bungling

contrivances, that hundreds of people were

at once maimed or killed outright, though

the bungling contrivance itself may be

wondered at ; and a future generation will

as little covet the car in which Dumont

D'Urville was burned to death, as we do

the coach in which Henry IV. was assassi

nated.

The steamer of our day has aptly been

likened to heavy ordnance, at its first in

vention. . After knowing how to put pow

der and ball into metallic cylinders, and

fire off the charge, the whole mystery of

gunnery seemed at once exhausted. The

reatest effect was expected only from the

argest caliber, and thus an invention re

mained in its infancy, which has but slowly

followed in the track of military science,

until it has reached to our shrapnels and

the Paixhan guns. Long experience, many

and often very dearly purchased experi

ments, were needful, before the true pro

portions of length, thickness, strength and

bore of the several kinds of ordnance were

satisfactorily ascertained, the problem

solved how to ensure the greatest effect

simultaneously with the quickest manoeu

vers in the field; before the art of killing

masses of men with despatch and precision,

to annihilate them secundum artem, and

with finished elegance, as it were, was

brought to its present pinnacle of perfec

tion. Very probable it is, that mankind

now use the power of steam with no great

er skill than they once did the powder;

and the steam-boat, which we think so

smart a thing, has yet to run through many

long years of apprenticeship. Our steam

boat constructors and captains will not ap

pear any wiser to their grandchildren, than

the gunners and sappers which figured in

the war of Schmalcalden do to our engi

neers. The four-and-twenty-pound carro

made, which, if exploding, kills every body

around it, and the mighty steamer “Presi

dent,” of several hundred horse power,

which perished with every soul on board,

equally indicate in their respective spheres,

how far the artificial energies, as yet found

out, may most profitably be applied, when

directed by moderation. It is intrinsically

the province of time, generally a long time,

to elicit from any agent in nature's arse

mal its true character, its domestic habits,

so to speak, its virtues and its vices; to

enlarge and multiply it by division and sub

division, to produce the greatest effect

with the smaliest outlay of means; to sim

plify and perfect its parts, to make them

lighter, more fitting, more convenient and

ornamental, until one transcendent idea

shall supersede another, whose embodi

ment will seem a wonderful improvement

to us, and to posterity again quite uncouth

and imperfect.

Thus, in every age, the arts and inven

tions are like some curious tree, whose in

tertwining branches promiscuously bear

buds, flowers, fruit, and empty shells, on

the same twig. But never has this tree

of life glowed in more luxurious verdure

than at present. Its sap, circulating with

accelerated vigor, throws out forms and

productions hitherto unknown. This ra

pidity and exuberance of vegetation is,

however, the result of the league which

science and art have, on the principle of

mutual advantage, so systematically en

tered into, in these days of universal utili

tarianism. Invention was indeed always,

in the main, the foster-child of science;

but so long as science herself had nowhere

gained a firm footing, and looked forward

to no definite and final purpose, achieving
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her conquests only accidentally, her bene

fits were also fitful, partial, and anomalous.

But towards the close of the last century,

science rallied; she burst the fetters of

authority, of faculties, and cathedra, and

struck with equal vigor into a two-fold

track: one winding upwards, that of ideas

and conceptions; the other lateral, that of

application and execution. On the other

hand, the trammels of guild were loosened

or thrown off, whether gently or rudely;

the hankering after established notions

changed more and more into an eagerness

after novelty, which science stepped in to

gratify. The phenomena in both directions

developed themselves conjunctively; it was

chiefly, however, the fresh impulse impart

ed to chemistry by the help of the acids

and of the galvanic pile, which broke down

the barriers of science, and called her into

activity and life, from the student's closet

and the lecture-room into the work-shop,

and vice versa; since when, a reciprocal

and systematic productiveness has become

more and more apparent.

But while the arts thus assiduously fol

lowed the foot-marks of science, she her

self seems to have entered upon a new era,

silently ushered in by concomitant circum

stances. The effect of the phenomena in

cident to electricity and magnetism, the

closer observation of the laws of light and

heat, the discovery of a universal polarity

and of the stoechiemetrical relations of

bodies, had materially altered former theo

ries on the energies of nature, and the oc

cupancy of space by matter. For some

time, the most surprising discoveries have

appeared, in rapid succession, which leave

altogether in the shade those theories of

the hidden powers of nature, in their most

subtle and diminutive operations, which

were broached fifty years ago. The phe

nomena of electro-magnetism and of mag

netic electricity, in a great measure still

enigmatical; the remarkable results elicit

ed by attempts to measure the hitherto un

measurable velocity of the lightning and of

the electric spark; the all-important disco

veries with regard to the chemical and

º properties of different rays of

ight; the certainty that whole wide-reach

ing species of the rocks and minerals of

the earth, consist of the remains of animal

culae, thousands of which are imbedded in

a grain of sand scarcely visible to the na

ked eye; the microscopic investigations

made into the internal structure of animals

and plants; the harmonious motion of many

of the minutest atoms, as, for example, in

the smooth, glossy surface of certain pitui

tous tunicles or pellicles; the Daguerreo

type, of much more consequence to science

than to the art; and lastly and latest, the

recent Berlin discoveries about those alto

gether undreamt-of and mysterious rela

tions said to exist between the surfaces of

bodies—all these are wonderful, a whole

realm of new marvels. We are now aware,

that while supposing ourselves to have been

employed in dissecting nature's frame

work, we have only manipulated its out.

ward covering; we have watched and

counted the pulsations and respirations of

universal nature, taken admeasurement of

its movements, and laid open its secretions.

Never has it been, until now, that, as by a

magnetic transformation of the senses, we

are able to catch a glimpse of the inner

most organic springs and wheels of na

ture's machinery, seeing, as it were, every

globule of blood coursing, and every fibre

vibrating through the system. We as yet

only perceive a confused throng of the mi

nutest effects—a play, with the rapidity of

lightning, of acting and counteracting en

ergies, which strikes us with astonishment,

confusion and awe. But we feel that in this

a fresh problem is offered for solution to

the human mind, of a more exalted and

comprehensive range—a problem to which

all our foregoing researches in the so-called

inexplorable territory of nature, were only

preliminary. We feel a misgiving, or

rather entertain an opinion, that with all

these great and startling discoveries, we

have as yet discovered nothing more than

the Antilles, the reefs and the promontories

of a new world. It is indeed more than

possible, that during the lengthened pro

cess of solving a new and infinitely deeper

problem, all our ideas of animate as well

as of inanimate creation, will entirely

change their character and scope; and it

is certainly remarkable, that while mankind

in general, from the prevalence of new fa

cilities of locomotion, have become fami

liar with new estimates as to time and

space, a revolution is also impending in

the minds of the learned, respecting the

relative meaning of these terms, in con

nexion with the universal economy of na

ture.

The human mind has evidently become

excited to extraordinary activity in the

pursuit of the natural sciences through

these marked changes of modern times; it

is in this department where it has achieved

its greatest conquests, and gained its noblest

and most decisive victories. The deduc

tions at which science reaches from its

height of observation in the regions within
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the compass of intellect, its queries and its

challenges militate, it is true, against many

formulae of religious belief. The old con

troversy between natural philosophy and

theology is by no means ended; it has

merely been thrust into the background by

schisms in theology itself, by rationalism,

neology, and theological criticism. The

tendency of this, with us, has been a sur

rendering up of the Old Testament, long

since, to the cross-examinations of science,

and so long as such bitter disputations are

carried on about the Gospels, orthodoxy

finds no leisure to defend the Mosaic bul

warks of the faith. The verdicts of science

often give umbrage to not a few ; but the

fruit so liberally depending from her thou

sand branches, daily enhancing the com

forts and pleasures of life, is nevertheless

freely gathered and tasted almost univer

sally. While in the enjoyment of the be

nefits flowing from her discoveries and

productions, scarcely one reflects that this

very assiduity and impetus of the human

mind, the reaction of which is felt in the

growing ease and bien-séance of society,

has been one of the principal causes of

skepticism. No one stops to consider,

while on the steam-boat, in the rail-car, in

the blaze of brilliant wax-lights, (stearin

kerzen,) while examining with admiration

the cunning counterfeit of the photograph,

scanning the charming landscape through

the achromatic tube, or drawing fresh de

light from Nature's miniature-wonders

through the microscope, that the book of

Genesis is dragged into darkness and con

tempt by the same endless chain of specu

lation and contrivance, which brings into

day many of the comforts and elegancies

of life.

Next in order after the natural sciences,

in their most extended sense, come those

which, with equally comprehensive grasp,

take up human destinies and mutations as

interlaced with time and space, past, pre

sent, and future—we mean History and

Ethics. The temperature of the age has

urged these branches of knowledge and re

search also into an unusually rapid growth,

and quite singular developments. With

equal force and from a similar impulse,

they have made bold and successful incur

sions into that ideal world, that second na

ture, which the human mind, ever buoyant

and ruminating, sees created and again de

molished, acknowledging its existence only

in memory and moral results, in the en

chanted temples of language, of worship,

of art, of manners, and of law, which

though raised and adorned by every race,

every nation, and every tribe in varying

style, yet in the groundwork betray the

same outlines of humanity. But these

sciences possess their chief glory and

strength from receiving and applying those

laws which regulate all sublunary matters,

as being the immutable laws of unsophisti

cated nature itself. Philology, History,

Antiquities, Arts and Literature, Jurispru

dence, Politics, and Political Economy—

and “alas! Theology too,”—in all and

each of these, every diligent student may

mark the point, a few generations back,

where the light breaks in with irresistible

force upon his path, the ancient landmarks

of authority are exploded, the thickets of

prejudice cleared away, the bogs of syllo

gisms and pedantry drained and made ara

ble ground. He beholds, like the planter

on the hydrometer of the Nile, the rising

flood fertilizing the parched soil, and yet

rising. He stands on an eminence, from

which, if endowed with merely common

capacities, he must look upon the learning

of bygone ages, as far beneath him. He

fearlessly grasps the most rugged plants,

against whose piercing thorns a discreeter

generation protected themselves with

gloves; he plunges in medias res long ne

glected, the dissection of which was hitherto

considered as too difficult or too hazardous;

he reads trippingly from the page which

was hieroglyphics to his grandfather, and

demonstrates on his fingers the truth ad

vanced as a dim hypothesis by some sage,

regarded in his day as a visionary, a mad

man, or a witch. If a conceited fool, he

thinks all his boasted wisdom indigenous

to himself; if entitled to be classed under

a more respectable category, he feels him

self in inspired moments, as being the po

lished apex of an intellectual pyramid ever

growing from an immeasurable basis.

This daring, scrutinizing, search into

History, this reckless criticizing of the past

and the present, is the legitimate charac

teristic of science in our day. With rest

less zeal she keenly examines every pro

duction in order to detect and rectify tradi

tional errors and false computations, when

necessary, she analyzes the materials tho

roughly, so as to trace with nicest accuracy

from the disclosed elements, the primitive

evolutions of human affairs. It is only in

an age such as the present, that this ar

dor could be generally and powerfully

awakened ; when thought is unshackled,

when man is exonerated from hundreds

of doubts, considerations, and points of

punctilio, which, in a more courtly age, en

compassed the conversational as well as
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the book-making thinker, and which com

pelled him to observe numberless ceremo

nies in treating of things, measures and

men, all the way even up to Adam—and as

the new life infused into the natural

sciences has communicated itself to arts

and trades, and endowed them with the

elements of an ever-acting progression, so

the free and independent review of letters

has, in many instances, had a purifying re

action on the State, on the entire relative

union between sovereigns and subjects, on

legislation in all its ramifications, on the

general policy of nations; and the focus to

which all these reacting influences tend is,

universal commerce. On the one hand,

the importing merchant, the manufacturer,

the mechanic, on the other the prince, the

ministers, dignitaries and office-holders

have mutually become equally wary, alert

and diligent, more enlightened as to the

dangers of giving way to their obstinacy

or caprice, in a word, more artificial and

scientific. The purchaser as well as the

tax-payer have been taught to look nar

rowly where they bestow their custom and

their confidence, and choose to be served

effectually and after the latest and most ap

proved fashion in return for their money

and their loyalty. Every one, it is true,

is not reconciled to the actual course of

the world, nor satisfied with the corollaries

and deductions of the historical demon

strations of the day; but the intimate con

nexion between research and practical ap

pliance, the influence of intelligence on

the re-modelling of all public relations is, in

specific cases, discernible only to the few,

and hence it is that the universal seeking af.

ter increased knowledge, is so vehemently

decried by the many, when directed to a

quarter which unquestionably is the worst

and weakest point in human nature.

This prying, analyzing criticism has

wound the wires of its battery around the

time-honored and sacred form of Chris

tianity also. An intellectual under-current

wears upon and undermines the historical

pillars of faith, and pervades the human

family; while many ponder deeply on

the nature and tendency of this sign of

the times, it calls forth, and with justice,

the grief and indignation of multitudes.

The mind has its undeniable claims; but

they are counterbalanced by the at least

equally valid claims and cravings of the

spirit. The natural as well as artificial

temper of mankind has always been affected

in the most contradictory manner, by the

historical records of Christianity, as well

as by its doctrines. The same propositions,

which now give so much offence, are nearly

as old as the church itself; church history

winds its way through as many heresies,

as the secular historian does over bloody

battle-grounds; the rankest heathenism ex

isted among individuals whether laymen or

clergy, even in the most pious periods;

more than oncethe most shamelessinfidelity

filled the chair of St. Peter, and Deism,

which in the last century made such havoc

among the superficial and unwary, by

means of its shafts of ridicule, has strutted

through the world from the beginning with

varying success. When, therefore, this

unlicensed prying spirit of research, so

long kept busy in every other field, comes

to lay hands on Theology; when a number

of its votaries cry out, “I cannot do other

wise,” and following the prevailing prac

tice around them invade their own territory,

it matters, for the moment, but little to

him who stands by watching what trans

pires, who is right, or who is wrong, whe

ther the breaking down and building up,

the casting away, or the gathering of stones

together, is for good or for evil; he recog

nises in this, with other novelties in the

horizon of science, and with the vicissi

tudes of theology itself, nothing more than

an inevitable advance of things. Most

other branches of historical knowledge

had to pass through a noviciate of com

promising, ambiguous rationalism, before

they could launch into the higher regions

of independent criticism, and now, when

Theology follows in the wake, though it

may be a movement fraught with evil, it is

yet an unavoidable one, which can be de

nied only byi. bigots. In what

respect do the theological strictures of our

day differ from the heretical carpings of

every age, but in claiming the real or ima

ginary vantage-ground, afforded by a gene

ral increase of knowledge, and in finding

unobstructed access to every part of an

argument-loving public through the Press 1

True religious feeling, as well as grovellin

egotism, when exasperated at these j

kindred offsprings of the times, must, to

be consistent, go back to the first printing

press, as the prolific germ of all that is

grand and glorious not less than of all

that is noxious and envenomed in the pre

sent nursery of mind. It was a puerile

objection to modern transcendentalists in

theology, though so strenuously urged,

that they did not write in a learned and

more occult language, that they did not

challenge the learned in their own privi

leged tongue. As if such a piece of vain

latinity, could even for a moment with
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stand the all-diffusing energy of the press!

We behold, in the movements of late

theological discussion, the prelude of a

final and fatal solution of a long-standing

problem, which the world is now called

upon to decide as best she may. But not

through science is the question to be solved,

or a reconciliation of the openly conflict

ing elements to be effected; this can be

done by a process of calm ratiocination

alone. Even while reason descants on the

primum mobile, the wonders on the soul,

on gnosticism, mysticism, and every other

ism, she finds no answer to questions of

her own invention. Philosophical specu

lativeness mocks herself and her contem

poraries, when by parcelling out the data

of Christianity into certain set formulae of

speech, she pretends to comprehend and to

rove, what to the spiritual mind ever was,

is, and will be, truth; and which to its oppo

site remains as incomprehensible as ever.

But this direction of the inquisitiveness

of mankind, leads us immediately to the

wounds and woes of the age in which we

live, and though thus far we have looked

enly upon its more hardy and mercurial

lineaments, we are now confronted by its

deeply-graven traces of dissoluteness, con

fusion and impotency.

Every age has its strong and its weak

points, its virtues and its vices, its

boasted paragons and its canker-worm, its

paroxysms of arrogance and of remorse, as

well as every nation and every individual.

And so at the present day, in a develop

ment, than which history knows of none

more impetuous and profound, all is not

pure light, genuine strength, unquestionable

progress. Far otherwise ; everywhere

strength and weakness, soaring aspiration

and humbling inadequacy, are next-door

neighbors, and raise their voices in deafen

ing discord. Thus it ever has been ; it is

the hackneyed tale of one human energy in

its fitful blossomings impeding the shoots

of another, and an infinitude of projections

serving only to circumscribe the platform

of human happiness. The prominent fea

ture of our age consists in the extraordinary

acceleration of its movements, and the par

ticular expression imparted to them through

the Press. This movement and ferment

have evidently operated very differently on

different attributes and powers of the

human mind. If, on the one hand, we con

template the many and stupendous monu

ments of the highest genius in science,

manufactures and statesmanship ; and on

the other, the vague, flimsy and distracted

state of every thing which emanates from

the soul, of religion and art, the conviction

becomes irresistible, that through the same

sudden and unexampled enlargement of the

sphere of action, some capacities of man

have become surprisingly elevated and ex

panded, while others seem to have evapo

rated, or where they have resisted the un

usual tension, to have been thrown into

utter confusion and spasmodic disease. It

is evident that mankind from recent culture

have, in one respect, become much more

enlightened, free and powerful in their

knowledge of nature and of themselves,

yet in other relations more inconsistent,

enervated, morose and bewildered than

they were in the midst of a civilization not

yet modified, or at least not long acted

upon by the Press.

There are yet people enough, who muse

and talk of a good old time, from the most

excellent motives, one of which is self-in

terest; a time when, in order to be some

thing, or somebody, yea and to pass for

something great too, they and their com

peers had no more ado than to take the

trouble of coming into the world; who

feel uncomfortable in a society where the

distinctions of hereditary rank become

more and more obliterated, and scarcely

ever the question is asked, “who is he t”

but “what has he t” or at the farthest,

what has he, with the help of fortune, made

himself! These people desire impossi

bilities; they wish to enjoy the advantages

and commodities of our present state of

refinement and culture without the present

state of politics; they would have the

cause without its effect. They are well

pleased with the blessings attending the

covenant which the Creator has made with

these latter days, and yet they would that

it were as before the flood, when there were

“giants in the earth, mighty men of old,

men of renown.” They look upon steam

boats and rail-cars with benignity; only the

arrangement must be delayed until their

high mightinesses are ready to step in.

We do not now speak of these; but in fixing

our gaze on the cultivated and half-culti

vated masses, to whom with the dismem

berment of the German Empire nothing

has become obsolete, nothing extinct, in

noting, the significance of their using or

not using, with glass or pen in hand, the

hunting-songs of the good old times, we

shall find, that mankind are quite sensitive

to the strong or weak points of our culture,

even if they have thought ever so little or

read ever so much, practices which so often

go together. No man in his senses thinks

of talking of the good old times, when the
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phlogiston regulated all ideas of chemistry,

and not much more was known of the

wonderful qualities and vagaries of light,

than of the spectrum of colors; when the

bones of the rhinoceros were set down as

those of giants; all unknown fossil re

mains as lusus naturae or evidences of the

deluge, and the sea allowed to have risen

to that height of the mountains where

shells, the supposed witnesses of its pres

ence, were found; the time when the idea or

name of Indo-Germanism had not yet been

conceived; when Shakspeare had never been

seen on the continent; when French poet

asters were our pattern, and the gothic style

was spoken of with the same contempt with

which we now speak of the style of the

Jesuits; when his Highness the Duke

sold “four thousand of the children of

the soil” to the Dutch, and the lady Ab

bess produced one trooper and a half as the

contingent for her district; when universal

History was handled on the model of the

four monarchies, and the salaried Histori

an could, with most consummate uncon

cern and safety, falsify special passages, in

courtesy to certain genealogical or territo

rial pretensions of certain houses. In such

a world—a world of diligences and market

sloops, of pages, runners and lackeys, of

French philosophers and Italian mistresses,

of star-chambers, election-compromisings

and the Wolfian system—no well-condi

tioned citizen wishes himself back. But

how different the retrospect when we con

template those apparitions in the world of

mind which are more or less purely intel

lectual The entire broad field of under

standing, reasoning and knowledge, and of

practical appliance, presents renewed life,

plan, progress, originality, and a cheerful

consciousness of power; in the equally

excursive but more ethereal and hidden re

gions swayed by religious sentiment and

enthusiasm of art, we behold inward anar.

chy and war, doubts and fears, shame and

timorousness, an obsequious leaning on

departed spirits and a ridiculous re-invest

ment of their productions; there are as few

laudatores temporis acti, as here there are

many. There, as from a solid pyramid, we

look down upon by-gone centuries; here,

as from a dismal swamp, we look up to

them. How much is there grand and noble,

which we are not qualified to re-produce,

on the parings of which we feast, with the

threadbare fragments of which we endeavor

to hide or to adorn our nakedness! How

much, that was once the insignia of the

highest spiritual functionaries, has become

the degrading livery of menials, and is left

WoL. II. No. III. 26

on the budget of the age, merely because

it once appertained to the royal civil-list of

genius !

When discussion turns upon Religion,

creative art and poetry, the standards of the

good old times afford abundant materials

for choice, to suit every taste. Setting

aside the servants of the Church and of the

State, who find safety only within the bosom

and unity of the old ecclesiastical establish

ment, or in the unrestrained inquiry into

every thing this side of a line railing off

the three last centuries—how many would

wish themselves placed back in the times

of the Emperor Joseph and the Wolfen

büttel-fragments and how many pious

minds would not be half so afflicted by the

stale scoffings of the expounder as by the

frigid demonstrations of the scientific analy

zer! If we hearken to the tumult issuing

from the Press, one of its loudest and most

frequent outcries, is the old Jeremiade over

the inanity of the higher arts, and on every

side are heard voices of people seeking the

lost Church, and with her, the new Arts,

among the entangled thickets of modern

culture, calling out to each other that they

find nothing, and that they despair of ever

finding any thing. . The educated mind of

the present day feels itself as strongly at

tracted by the productions of the age in

which the religious sympathies of the peo

ple were stamped in ever-glowing charac

ters on their Architecture, their Paintings,

and their Sculpture, as the spirits of the

middle ages were by the Holy Sepulchre.

But of this we do not at all intend to speak;

in the estimation of many hypochondriacal

connoisseurs and amateurs, the Rococo is

yet the good time compared with our pro

ductions: be it as bad as it may, yet it was

the indigenous growth of the social mould,

the portrait of society, the style of the age.

And forsooth, Poetry and polite Literature

We have now among us old gentlemen

enough, who, twenty, thirty years ago

were popular writers, spirited critics, perse

vering readers, and theatre-goers; these

gentlemen do not even extend their longing

regrets to the great Weimar-era, much less

to the Troubadours; since the conspiracy

of young Germany, to create a new litera

ture out of hand, they have forsaken litera

ture, and to them the romances, the trage

dies and the souvenirs (Taschen-bucher) of

former days, is the good old time.

To be continued.



402 The Rein-Deer of The LAPLANDers. [JULY,

THE REIN-DEER OF THE LAPLANDERS.

From the Edinburgh New Philosophical Journal.

On the Rein-Deer of the Laplanders. By

Gustav PETER BLoM, Member of the Roy.

al Academy of Sciences of Drontheim,

&c.

THE Laplanders are originally a Nomadic

race, supported by rein-deer, and their

principal branch still follows the same

mode of life. Poverty, however, has forced

many Laplanders to quit their native haunts

in the mountains, and to descend to the

Norwegian coasts, or to the plains of Lap

land, to seek for the means of living. Thus

two kinds have sprung up in Norway: the

Sea-Laps, who live on the coasts, and are

occupied with fishing, and the Boe-Laps,

who have settled in the valleys, have brought

small tracts of land into cultivation, and

support themselves by agriculture and the

rearing of cattle, combined partly with the

rearing of rein-deer. The Laplanders who

have withdrawn to Lapland may again be

divided into two kinds: the Forest-Laps,

who keep rein-deer, but take them along

with themselves only within a certain re

gion, and who at the same time are hunt

ers; and the Fisher-Laps, who have estab

lished themselves on the shores of the great

rivers and lakes of Lapland, and are engag

ed in the taking of fish. The best shots

are among the Forest-Laplanders, who fur

nish the yearly markets of Vitangi and Ken

gis with a large quantity of game, which is

carried to Stockholm by way of Torneo. .

The rein-deer is the support of the Lap

landers, and the object of their pride; in it

consist their wealth and their happiness.

Whoever is the possessor of many hundred

rein-deer, has attained the highest pinnacle

of good fortune; but he never on this ac

count alters his mode of living in the slight

est degree, or increases his enjoyments, ex

cept, perhaps, as regards the quantity of

brandy he consumes. Besides the rein

deer, the whole wealth of the Laplander

consists of a few articles of clothing, his

tents for living in and for keeping his stores,

a few wooden stakes with which he forms a

kind of fold, into which the rein-deer are

driven when they are to be milked, a few

bed-covers made of rein-deer skins, a cop

per vessel in which his food is cooked, a

few wooden dishes, and his provisions, con

sisting of rein-deer-cheese and milk, which

latter he preserves for the winter in rein

deer stomachs. When he alters his abode,

the whole of this splendor is placed on the

pack-rein-deer, and conveyed to the new

place of residence.
º

The rein-deer is the most important pos

session of the Laplanders, for it supplies

them both with nourishment and clothing.

The Laplander spends his superfluous mo

ney chiefly on the increase of his herd; and

it is only when that is sufficiently large, that

he begins to think of collecting silver and

burying it; but he never dreams of procur

ing greater personal comforts, for their

value is unknown to him.

The Laplander lives in a tent of a circu

lar conical shape, provided with an open

ing above for the escape of the smoke. The

tent is made of coarse woolen cloth, some

times also of rein-deer skins, and the richer

individuals construct their habitations with

a double covering. The door consists ofa

curtain of the same material. The internal

arrangement of the tent is just as simple;

in the middle there are a few stones which

form a sort of fire-place, and at the sides

round about, twigs of birch are strewed,

and rein-deer skins spread over them, so as

to form a sofa during the day, and a bed at

night. The dogs also partake of this place

of repose. The dishes and kettles lie scat

tered about in the tent, and above are sus

pended the rein-deer stomachs filled with

milk, which are completely blackened by

the smoke. It is to be expected that clean

liness should not exist in such miserable

dwellings, but the Laplanders have in fact

no idea of it. A few of the race, who pas

ture their rein-deer on the coasts every

summer, have built earthen huts in the

form of tents; but these have no advantage

over their usual abodes.

It is only in autumn that the Laplander

kills his rein-deer, for it is only at that sea

son that they are fat, and their flesh palat

able. In spring the rein-deer has much to

endure from the so-called rein-deer fly,–

an insect which penetrates into the skin of

the animal, and deposits its eggs, from

which larvae are produced. The animal is

thus so tormented, that it becomes lean in

summer, and the skin is of no value so long

as the larvae exist in it. The insects pro

duce larger or smaller tumors on the backs

and sides of the rein-deer, and the poor

animals fall on their knees, on occasion of

the slightest touch, in order to escape the

pain. The female produces its young in

the month of March, and from that time it

is milked, by some of the Laplanders once,

and by others twice a day. The milking

of the rein-deer is one of the most inter

esting scenes in the whole economy of the

lº.owards evening the rein-deer are driv

en from the mountains to the tents. Their
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arrival is first announced by the barking of

the dogs, who run round the herd, to keep

the animals together. Soon the whole

herd is descried, forming a closely packed

mass, which moves along like a gray cloud.

As the animals approach nearer, the horns

become a prominent object, resembling a

moving leafless,forest, and very various

in their form and size. The fawns push

through among the full-grown animals,

and we at last hear a crackling noise, pro

duced by the movement of their legs, and

resembling the sound of some burning fir

trees, or rather that of electric sparks.

Here and there is heard a sound somewhat

like the grunting of swine. Near the tents

there is a circular inclosure, provided with

two openings or doors. When the rein

deer approach it, they press closely to

gether in order to enter, and one sees only

the moving mass and the projecting horns.

Should a deer or a fawn remain behind, or

take a wrong path, a dog immediately pur

sues it, and the deserter is soon seen run

ning back to the herd at full pace, followed

by the dog. The animals now stand close

ly packed together within the fence, and

are so tame that a stranger even can touch

them without trouble or danger. In the

centre of the inclosure there is a small

erection to which the animal is strongly

bound during the milking, in order that it

may not become unruly, and upset both the

milk and the milker. The milking is per

formed by men, women, and children ; but

the task of bringing the animals to the milk

ing-place belongs exclusively to a particu

lar man, and is accomplished in the follow

ing manner:—

This individual is accurately acquainted

with every animal, even in a herd of several

hundred, and knows if it is a male or fe

male, and if it is milked or not. He goes

with a noose in his hand, and throws it so

dexterously over the horns of the animal

he wishes to secure, that he never fails in

his aim, even at a distance of fifteen or

twenty yards, and when many other indi

viduals are standing between him and his

object. So soon as the noose is fastened

around the horns, the animal is dragged to

the milking-place, and there securely tied ;

another animal is afterwards taken in the

same way, and so till all have been milked.

The skill of the Laplanders in the use of

this noose can only be compared to that of

the savages of Africa, or the bull-takers

in Brazil.

But little attention is paid to cleanliness

in the milking, and indeed generally in the

economy of the Laplanders. During the

summer, loose hairs fell abundantly into the

milk, and these are but partially removed

by sieves. The milk not used is poured

into rein-deer stomachs and suspended in

the tent. The rein-deer understands how

to keep back the milk; and, in order to

prevent her doing so, the Laplander often

strikes her repeatedly with his fist, and thus

much additional hair drops into the milk.

But little milk is obtained; it is, however,

as rich as cream, and the taste is by no

means disagreeable, resembling that of the

ewe. An exceedingly palatable cheese is

prepared from it, which is used medicinally

as a certain cure of boils produced by frost.

An important animal in the economy of

the Laplanders is the dog, and every Lap

lander has a number proportionate to that

of his rein-deer, amounting to twelve or

more. These dogs protect the rein-deer

from wild animals, give a signal when

these approach, keep the herd together, so

that they may not become scattered, and

thus lose themselves in the mountains, and

go in search of them when the latter oc

curs. They drive the deer by their bark

ing, but when that is not sufficient, they

bite their legs. In order to prevent injury

being thus inflicted, the canine teeth

are extracted when the dogs are young. It

is rather a natural instinct than a regular

training which teaches the dogs their duty.

They have a natural inclination to the rein

deer, and as soon as the latter are in mo

tion, are ready to follow. The dogs are

divided into two sections, of which the one

accompanies the herd, and the other re

mains in the tents. As soon as the rein

deer return from their pasture to the tents,

the dogs which have been reposing start

up and enter upon their duties, and those

which are thus relieved lie down quietly in

the tents.

The Lapland dog is not large, has long

hair, a sharp snout, a long-haired tail, and

erect ears; it has no claims to beauty.

The domestic rein-deer are not always

of a gray color, like the wild, but vary in

this respect like all domesticated animals.

Although the prevailing color is gray, there

are rein-deer of a white color with blue

spots. For the most part they have white

markings on the head and feet, by means

of which they are recognised by the Lap

landers, and by which the possessor can

not only distinguish his own from stran

gers', but even every single animal in his

herd.

Males only are used as beasts of burden,

and chiefly those which are castrated, as

they are the strongest. The female is too
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tender for such work. The rein-deer is

most valuable for dragging, for its power of

carrying is not great, and while its progress

when loaded is slow, the burden must also

be small. On the other hand, when the

snow is in a good state, it drags large loads

with great rapidity. As is well known,

travelling in Lapland in winter is only per

formed by means of rein-deer, and is ac

complished at a very quick pace. The

horse is useless at this season, because

there are no made roads, and no places for

repose or feeding. Such accommodations

are not required for the rein-deer; for it

runs on the untrodden snow, and when un

yoked from the sledge, it scratches the

snow with its feet and refreshes itself with

the moss, which it is always able to dis

cover on the mountains.

The knowledge of locality is just as re

markable among the Laplanders, as their

power of recognising their rein-deer, and

arises from the same cause, viz., from the

development of their senses and perception,

which is promoted by the necessity that

exists among them, as among all people in

their natural state, for relying on them

selves for extrication from difficulties. Al

though the Alps of Lapland, and more

especially the plains, offer but few objects

which can fix attention, there is no exam

ple of a Laplander losing himself on a

journey; if he has once travelled over a

tract, it becomes known to him for his

whole life. Fog alone, or drifting snow,

can lead him into error; but he takes good

care not to travel in such weather, and his

meteorological knowledge enables him to

foresee when any thing of the kind is to be

dreaded. His acuteness of vision allows

him to descry objects at very great dis

tances, and thus to pilot himself. His eyes,

however, become weakened at an early pe

riod, owing to the smoke in his tent, and

partly to the dazzling , whiteness of the

snow. When a Laplander is caught, dur

ing a journey by night or a storm, he

throws his kaftan over his head, lies down

on the snow, and covers himself with it,

waiting patiently for a more favorable op

portunity of prosecuting his journey.

The mode of living of the Laplanders is

simple in the highest degree, especially in

summer; for at that season they are sup

ported almost exclusively on rein-deer milk,

and a kind of sorrel, which they find in

abundance in the mountain valleys, and

cook along with milk in an uncoated cop

per vessel, without, on that account, suf

fering bad effects in the stomach. Fish are

very welcome to the Laplanders, but are a

dainty which they do not often enjoy, as

the Alpine Laplander occupies himself but

little with fishing. A favorite kind of food

is the stalk of the Angelica archangelica,

here named slöcke, which the Laplander

eats raw, after removing the outer fibres.

This plant is also much eaten by the North

men, and is considered as a good preserva

tive against scurvy.

Meal is not used in summer; but in win

ter, the Laplander exchanges his rein-deer

flesh for meal in the markets and coast dis

tricts; and he then eats the flesh, or the

preserved milk, cooked with meal, or a kind

of soup made of rein-deer blood and meal.

His food in winter is very nourishing, and

it is thus that he is able to endure the hard

ships and severe weather with which he has

to contend.

Many travellers, and among them

Brooke,” have asserted, that theisº
ers proceed yearly with their rein-deer to

the coasts of Norway, and that it is a mat

ter of necessity that the animals should

drink sea-water every year; but this is not

the case. The wandering of the Lapland

ers is by no means regular, and many rein

deer—nay, the greater number—have never

tasted sea-water. It entirely depends on

the locality, whether the Laplander goes to

the sea-coast or not, and whether this takes

§. in summer or winter. In the districts

amdalen and Senjen, whose coasts are

surrounded by islands having high cliffs, the

Laplander drives his rein-deer to the coasts,

and thence takes them to the islands in or

der to procure food for them. This trans

P. presents an interesting spectacle. The

aplander attaches one or several rein-deer

to his little boat by means of a rope, which

is secured round the horns. He then rows

across the sound, which is often more than

an English mile broad; and the rest of the

animals having been driven into the sea,

swim after their leaders to the opposité

coast. In other localities, the Laplander

gºes to the coast in the winter season,

when the snow is too deep on the moun.

tains, and he again quits it in April or May.

In a valley, an English mile or two from

the town of Tromsøe, a Laplander remains

till the beginning of August, with 700 rein

deer. It is evident, from what has now

been said, that no particular natural im.

pulse takes the rein-deer at fixed seasons

to the sea; on the other hand, it is an un

doubted fact, that the rein-deer will not

remain longer than about the end of Au

gust in the coast regions and in the Nor

* For a portion of Brooke's Account of the Rein

Deer, see Jameson's Journal, vol. iii. p. 30,
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wegian pastures—nay, that if the Laplander

does not hasten, before the 20th August,

towards the mountains, his herd will desert

him, and proceed on their journey to the

plains of Lapland.

The wanderings of the Laplanders gene

rally take place in the following order: In

winter, they remain partly in the vast moor

ish tracts, partly in the forests of Lapland;

and in spring, the torment caused to the

rein-deer by gnats and rein-deer flies, forces

them to remove to the Norwegian confines,

where these insect-enemies are less trouble

some, and where the animals may enjoy

the snow. Some Laplanders proceed to

the valleys, and to the islands near the

coast. In autumn, they return to the Lap

land plains. In some districts, they spend

the winter in the Norwegian Alpine valleys;

but so soon as the snow drives them away,

they seek the coasts, until the spring again

renders the Alps passable. The Laplander

always pitches his tent in the neighbor

hood of a forest, in order to obtain fuel;

while in summer, the presence of a river

or a spring is a necessary condition in the

choice of a residence—melted snow sup

plying the necessary water in winter.

The fondness of the Laplanders for silver

money is well known, and it is only those

who have intercourse with the inhabitants

of the coasts, who take paper money. It

is asserted, that they are still in the habit

of burying their money in the mountains,

which is easily understood, when we con

sider, on the one hand, their timidity and

mistrust; and on the other, that it must be

extremely difficult for them to carry arti

cles of value about with them, during their

constant wanderings. The natural conse

quence is, that considerable sums are lost

among the mountains, as death frequently

surprises the Laplander before it is possible

for him to reveal to his relations the spot

where the treasure is buried; and as it is

not possible to indicate it without being ac

tually at the locality—a circumstance which

does not often occur.

THE DUke of Sussex's Library.—It is announced

in the Times, that the Duke of Sussex's library is

forth with to be disposed of. It is stipulated in the

will that it shall be in the first instance offered to the

British Museum; and that, in the event of such na

tional establishment declining to purchase, it shall

be sold in such manner as the executors may direct.

The library, it appears, consists of upwards of 45,000

volumes, most of them in excellent condition, inde

pendently of MSS., consisting of early copies of

different portions of the Holy Scriptures.—Athen’m.

EXPERIMENTS AND OBSERVATIONS ON

MOSER'S Discovery,

Proving the effect is neither due to Light nor Heat.

From the Athenaeum.

It is proposed now to demonstrate, that the

radiation discovered by Möser is not invisible

light, as he supposes, nor heat, as has since been

supposed. For, first, where is the evidence that

bodiesabsorb light? Some few, certainly, have

been shown so to do; but surely not the metals,

&c. &c., which exhibit the greatest facility in

receiving and giving the impressions discovered

by Möser. It seems, d priori, more probable

that the radiation in question should consist of

heat (which we know exists in all matter) than

of light. Accordingly, Mr. Hunt has written an

elaborate paper in favor of the supposition that

such radiation consists of heat. ; the course

of this essay, however, it will appear, that nei

ther of these suppositions is correct.

1. With regard to the nature ofthe substances

that produce spectra.—Every substance I have

j%. produced its spectrum when left on a

polished copper plate. Coins, whether of gold,

silver, or copper, platinum, nickel, brass, pieces

of glass, wafers (red, blue, and white), pepper

mint or rose drops, whale-bone, talc, gum, a

horse-hair ring, lava from Vesuvius, Indian rub

ber (but slight), and sealing-wax. This last, left

ten days, gave a whitish gray permanent” spec

trum, clearer than any of the others, though the

wax and plate were both kept dry as usual.

The impression on a small brass seal (a P) was

very obvious when the plate was breathed on.

The seal had been left ten days.:

2. Effect of dissimilar metals.-It has been

asserted, that when a gold or silver coin is plac

ed on a copper plate, the effect is greater than

when a copper coin, &c. is placed on the same

metal... When heat is used, this position is true,

as will be shown hereafter; but when the plates

and coins are both kept cold, (exposed to exter

nal air, for instance, in March,) a farthing, on

two different occasions, in an hour, left as good

a spectral image as a sovereign, I thought, a

better one. -

It was, however, remarkable, when a heat of

160° was applied to this plate, that the spectrum

of the copper soon became invisible, while that

* By a permanent spectrum is always meant, in

this essay, a spectrum that remains when the sub

stances or coins are removed—not a spectrum which

cannot be rubbed off by gentle friction, for all the

above permanent spectra are yet soon effaced by

friction.

f It left a permanent spectrum of its margin.

Coins left a similar time do the same; the part

where they have remained retaining its polish. The

permanent spectrum then, in such cases, plainly

depends on the substances preserving the plate

from oxidation by contact or proximity. I add

proximity, because a half-crown or penny resting

on a ſourpenny piece, placed on the plate, likewise

leaves its permanent spectrum. The free circula

tion of the air is impeded here in consequence of

the extreme proximity, just as it is by actual con

tact. Hence the oxidation being less in all such

cases than in the parts external to the coins, we

have of necessity the permanent spectra.
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of the gold was apparently not at all diminish

ed. This experiment was repeated twice with

the same result. I likewise found that, though

the spectrum of the copper was to appearance,

at first, as good as that of gold or silver, yet that

it began to disappear much sooner, after a few

breathings on the plate, than did the spectrum

roduced by gold or silver. On the whole, there

ore, it seems right to admit the the effect is

greater when dissimilar metals are used.

3. Effect of unequal heat on the plate and

coins.--It has also been asserted, that when the

copper coin is heated, and the metal plate of

copper kept very cool, that the effect is increas

ed. I have, however, not been able to satisfy

myself of the truth of this statement. ſº
and a farthing, heated to between 130° and 160°,

and laid on a cold copper plate half an hour, did

not appear to leave even so good a spectrum as

two of the same coins left to cool ſor half an hour

outside the window, by the side of the plate it

self, before being placed on the plate. All the

coins were placed on the plate at the same time,

and left the same time. Neither could I perceive

any difference when one sovereign was heated

and the other not, both being placed on the same

copper plate.

4. Effect of heat generally.—In order to as

certain whether heat hastens the impression,

the following experiments were made:--1. A

bright half-sovereign, a bright half-penny, and a

dull one, were heated to about 150° on a pol

ished copper plate. The half sovereign left a

ermanent impression; and both the halfpence

eft spectra visible only by breathing. It was

obvious from this experiment and others, that

heat increases the effect where contact is permit

ted,” since the impression is permanent. Accord

ingly it was deemed right to try if heat has this

effect when the coin is at a distance from the cop

per plate.

I put a silver fourpenny piece on the plate, and

on the ſourpenny piece I put a penny. I found

that when these remained only twenty-four

hours, that no spectral image of the penny was

produced; but on remaining forty-eight hours

one was apparent. In this last case, the letter

ing of the fourpenny piece became almost visi

ble when breathed upon; but not being breath

ed upon, no mark of it at all was perceptible.

The penny piece, however, left its mark without

being breathed upon—an annular bright mark,

which was not rendered more or less distinct by

being breathed on. The spectrum of the four

penny #." was alone brought into view by

this.f The place where this had laid was ex

* Although the mark is permanent in such cases,

still it very easily rubs off, even when gold has re

mained five hours on heated copper plates ; and

no spectral figure is left when the part is breathed

on, after the plate has been well rubbed. As this

is the case, such permanent mark is not to be con

sidered as a different effect, but only as a higher

degree of the same effect as that caused by mere

imposition without heat. I found all the things

mentioned in Section 1. gave a permanent spectrum

if left eleven days, but only one rendered visible

by breathing, being left but a few hours.

f However, after six or eight days, as this began

to tarnish, the spectrum of the ſourpenny piece be

actly as bright as that covered by the penny. In

fact, the copper plate seemed preserved from

oxidation by the contact and proximity of these

coins., Thus, then, it appeared to require ſorty

eight hours for a spectrum of the penny piece to

be produced—the spectrum of a coin not in con

tact. The same experiment being made at a

heat of 160°, no spectrum of the penny appear

ed after one hour, though the fourpenny piece

had left a strong impression.

Ditto, continued for five hours, a spectrum of

the penny was just visible, and only so when the

plate was held in a particular position with re

gard to light.

A half-crown piece being laid on a half-sov

ereign, and the same heat continued five hours

on the same plate, the halſ sovereign left a still

better impression than the fourpenny piece"

above mentioned, and the half-crown had also

made a permanent spectrum very visible.

A farthing, which had rested the same time on

the plate, leſt no permanent spectrum, but only

one slightly visible by breathing. Even when

pressed upon by two pence, and leſt eight hours,

it left only a barely risible permanent spectrum :

so a brass medal. These spectra being rendered

far more visible by breathing, could hardly be

considered permanent spectra.

These experiments show :—1st. That heat

much increases the rapidity of the radiation,

even when the object is not in direct contact; and

2ndly. That it takes place much more energet

ically from gold and silver than from copper (a

copper plate being used). They also show that

a permanent, spectrum is to be considered only

as a higher degree of that produced or rendered

apparent by breathing.

A sovereign, two hours on a very thin lamina

of talc, at the above heat, gave no spectrum;

talc alone gave its spectrum; nor did a half-pen

ny, eight hours on the same at the same heat;

nor a shilling (new) on a thin piece of glass, the

shilling being under a half-penny. The talc

and glass in these cases alone gave a spectrum;

the talc a better and more permanent one than

the glass.f I should have said the talc was on

copper-plate.

The spectrum of the penny, in the experiment

lately detailed, is equally visible when the ex

periment is made on glass; but polished metals

seem to show it the best.

When glass is used, there is, after from twen

ty-four to forty-eight hours, a slight deposition

of dust, &c., around the parts which are not cov

ered by the penny, and thus a round mark (per

manent spectrum), is visible on removing the

penny, even before breathing at all; still on rub

came visible without breathing on it. Yet nothing

had been done, except that the plate had been

heated in about 150° once or twice for other ex

periments.

* When the plate was rubbed pretty strongly

with chamois leather only, the spectra of the half

sovereign and fourpenny piece were soon effaced;

while those of the half-crown and penny (not hav.

ing been in contact with the plate) remained.

f A sovereign on a silver fourpenny piece two

hours, gave only a very feeble permanent spectrum;

the silver leaving, of course, a well marked spec

truin.
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bing it off till nothing is visible, and breathing on

it again, the spectrum of the penny appears, as

well as of the fourpenny piece, proving that dust

adheres much more strongly than we should

have supposed, or perhaps better—leaves its

mark with much greater pertinacity.

That this is the true explanation of the ap

pearance of a spectrum, when the coin is not in

direct contact with glass, was to me rendered

clear by another experiment, in which a half

crown was left on one sixpence, and a penny on

another, on a clean glass plate covered over with

paper, and kept in a closet for ninety-six hours;

yet on examination, neither a permanent spec

trum, nor even an evanescent one by breathing,

was perceptible either of the half-crown or the

penny; the sixpences alone had left spectra,

(which, however, were only visible by breath

ing), that under the halſ-crown being the clear

est. Yet the penny and half-crown were in the

best condition for giving spectra, for the surfaces

of both were tarnished, and that of the copper

purposely so.

This result induced me to try the same with a

i. plate, and I found that when a bright

half-crown (having been well boiled in water

and then polished) was placed on a fourpenny

piece, similarly treated, and left forty-eight hours

covered in the closet, as above, that the half

crown left no spectrum, even evanescent. Nei

ther did a purposely tarnished penny placed on

another fourpenny piece, and leſt the same time.

5. As regards the distance from the plate at

which images may be taken.—A silver fourpenny

piece is about the one-twentieth of an inch in

thickness, and at this distance we have seen sil

ver, copper, and of course gold, give a spectral

image on a copper plate. But on putting a half.

crown on two sixpences and a half-frank piece,

making the distance from the plate more than

the one-tenth ofan inch, no spectrum of the half

crown was made, although the experiment was

continued for twelve successive days and nights.

Neither was any made by removing the half

franc piece (thus making the distance only one

tenth of an inch), and continuing heat of 160° or

so for five hours.

A sovereign fixed at three quarters of an inch,

and a small brass medal at somewhat less than

half an inch, from a polished copper plate, and

continued in such position for seventeen days

and nights in a little closed deal box, gave not

the least vestiges of spectra; neither did a

fourpenny piece left at one-fifth of an inch, nor a

º plate (engraved) left the one-tenth of an

inch, for eleven days. The copper plate had

remained perfectly polished in both experiments;

and this is worthy of remark, as showing that in

confined air copper does not oxidate perceptibly.

Another plate left in the same room was com

pletely tarnished in five or six days.

A fourpenny piece, about the one-twentieth

of an inch, under a silver plate for eleven days,

gave scarcely a perceptible spectrum ; though a

farthing, on which the plate had rested, gave a

good spectrum, but not a permanent one, (i. e.

breathing was required to show it).

A fourpenny piece is about the one-twentieth

of an inch in thickness, and this seems the great

est distance an image can be taken by the above

plan. But even at this distance I have not suc

ceeded, if the half-crown laid on the fourpenny

piece is perfectly polished, and all eaternal dust,

4c., carefully excluded by the box just mention:

ed—(see Sec. 8, on the comparative polish of

metals.)

6. As regards impressions on glass.-We have

already observed that heat does not seem to in

crease the effect of metal coins on glass. Nei

ther did long contact; for a fourpenny piece, left a

week on a piece of looking-glass, only left the

usual spectrum, no figure being visible. The

same remark applies to large printed letters. At

least, some paper with these, after remaining

pressed two or three days without giving any

impression, was then heated for five hours, so

pressed, at about 160°, but no impression was

made. On another occasion, print and writing

were left a week on a glass mirror without leav.

ing an impression. hen, however, thinner

paper and larger letters were used, and heat

and pressure applied as above for four or five

hours, these letters were plainly visible; but, as

appeared to me, far more easily erased than

were the spectra of coins on copper plates.* A

slight touch of the finger, for instance, erased

the letters in question. They were produced in

this case in consequence, no doubt, of the thin

cer paper being moister than that first used.

Heat does not appear to increase the effect on

glass. A ſourpenny . under a shilling ſor

three hours, at 160°, leſt no spectrum.

On putting a penny on a sovereign, and leav

ing them for three hours and a half at the above

heat, I thought the spectrum of the penny slight

ly visible; but as the image is never so apparent

as on polished metal, I shall not venture a de

cided opinion on this point as regards glass.

A polished, boiled, and then well dried half

crown gave as good a spectrum on a glass plate

in twenty-four hours, as did a dirty half-crown;

but I thought the spectrum of the ſormer disap

peared sooner by breathing. On a far thinner

glass plate, a bright, boiled fourpenny piece, left

the same time, gave no spectrum at all.

7. Polished surfaces not appearing capable of

receiving the impressions.—These exceptions

fiom the general rule I have found to be talc,

and, among the metals tried, steel to a certain

extent, platinum, and gold.

Whether heated or not with the coins on it, I

have found no spectrum produced on talc, except

in one instance, where a tarnished half-sove

reign had been pressed some days by a half

pound; and even here the mere margin of the

coin was barely perceptible.f

On steel, after remaining twenty-four hours, I

* On a copper plate also this thin paper (not be

ing dried$º gave a permanent and very vis

ible spectrum, the lettering being clearer than on

glass: not due to oxidation, for on rubbing it off,

the surface of the copper was left polished—i.e. ox

idation, in the usual sense of the term : for there, no

doubt, was some very slight chemical action, as large

printed letters on perfectly well dried paper were

not taken off on a copper plate, the heat at 160°

being applied for five hours; or on another occa

sion, the print remaining a week on the plate, and

pressure being used.

Tale, like platinum, is not easily acted on by

acid.
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found a rery slight evanescent spectrum pro

duced by a small piece of brass, and on one oc

casion by a half-sovereign very much tarnished;

but as heat did not appear to increase or hasten

the effect, we may consider steel as almost un

suspectible. The spectra, just named disap

peared entirely after breathing twice; and no

permanent spectrum was produced, though the

piece of brass above mentioned was placed even

on the top bar of a grate, and of course kept

vº hot for two or three hours.

nder the head “Thinness of the plates,”

experiments, showing the ...} of plati

num to receive images, are mentioned.

The same-remark applies also to gold. I kept

a shilling and a farthing, on two different occa

sions, for twenty-four hours or longer on a well

polished plate of gold, yet they barely leſt a

marginal spectrum ; and this spectrum, as in the

case of steel, disappeared entirely on breathing

on it twice. As the gold used was not free from

the usual alloy of copper, possibly this was the

cause of its receiving even the very slight spec

trum it did. However this be, these experi

ments seem almost sufficient to establish the im

portant general principle—viz., that the less met

als areoridable by exposure to the air, the less is

their susceptibility to receive spectra.

8. As regards comparative polish in metals.-

1. A new sovereign, a new half-crown, and new

farthing (all well polished) were kept on a bright

copper plate, at 160° or above, on two successive

occasions, for four or five hours. The gold and

silver left only rery slight permanent traces of

their margin, the copper left none at all, but its

spectrum, when the plate was breathed on, be

came, I thought, even rather more evident than

the spectra of the gold and silver, these being

likewise breathed on. 2. A tarnished sovereign

and a tarnished half-crown being laid on the

same copper plate, and kept at the same heat

only three-quarters of an hour, a permanent, and

far more apparent, spectrum was produced

than in the former case; the whole era, where

the half-crown had laid, was covered with a

whitish cloud, and the impression dimly sketched.

3. By selecting a half-penny tery much tar

nished, and letting it remain five hours on a

bright copper plate, heated to 160° or so, and

jº. for thirty-six hours in the cool, a

permanent spectrum was produced, in which all

the lettering of the coin was beautifully visible;

yet here was copper on copper. But as I found

this impression to go off completely at a heat

far below what the impression did, at exp. 5, be

low, the general principle, that silver gives a

stronger impression, remains. 4. A well pol

ished new sovereign and a tarnished sixpence

being laid on a bright silver plate for four hours,

and kept at 160°, the sovereign had left no

spectrum, but the sixpence had left a permanent

one, in which almost all the lettering appeared,

so plainly was it visible. 5. A perfectly polished

†. was laid on a pretty-well polished

sixpence, and a purposely tarnished one on a

purposely tarnished sixpence, and put on the

same plate with the half-penny (exp, 3, above),

heated five hours and left thirty-six hours after

wards. ... The lettering, &c., of each sixpence

was visible, but far more of the most tarnished;

and also this was the case with that of the most

tarnished half-crown, as regarded its spec

trum. That of the polished was scarcely visi

ble. But the lettering of neither half-crown

was visible, though they had remained so long

and been heated. This experiment also shows

how much the effect is strengthened by actual

contact. A similar experiment was made in the

closed deal box (mentioned in Section 5). The

copper plate was laid upon a polished and boiled

fourpenny piece, and this on a half-crown simi

larly prepared; after ninety-six hours, no spec

trum whatever of the half-crown was visible, by

breathing or otherwise, but the fourpenny piece,

in actual contact, had left the usual spectrum.

The plate had remained perfectly polished. All

these experiments show that the dissimilarity of

metals is not of such importance as has been

conceived: they show the difference wanted to

produce the effect, is a difference in brightness

or oxidation, i.e., as far as a permanent and

good impression, showing the lettering, &c., is

concerned; for I find, when left on the plate half

an hour or so, tarnished or polished metals give

equally good spectra. But in this case the spec

trum is only made apparent by breathing, and

of course shows nothing of the lettering, &c.

However, even in this case, the spectrum of the

tarnished sovereign disappeared less soon by

breathing on it than did that of the polished one;

so in reality the spectrum of the former may

be said to have been the most perfect.

The same remark applies to a glass plate (see

Section 6, as regards glass, &c.).

9. Which metal receives images fastest, cop

per or silver?—My experiments lead me to say

copper, whether heat be applied or not. When

the same degree of heat was applied, I ſound a

sovereign produced a good permanent spectrum

(impression) on a bright copper plate, although

only an evanescent one (one seen only whºn

the plate is breathed on) was produced on an

equally well polished silver plate, placed at the

same time at the same heat. When heat was

not applied I found the copper received an era

nescent spectrum first.

10. As regards the effect of interposed sub

stances.—As every substance tried left a spec

trum, I did not much expect that the influence

would permeate any lamina, even of the thin

nest description. Accordingly, when a sove

reign or shilling was left twenty-four or forty

eight hours on a piece of stiff, though verythin,

paper, it gave no spectrum, but the mark of the

paper was alone visible. The experiment was

repeated, half the coin resting on the copper

plate and half on the paper: and although it re

mained a fortnight in this position, the half only

in contact with the plate was visible by breath

ing on the paper, leaving its own spectral image

just as if no coin had rested on it at all.

The same experiment was repeated with the

thinnest possible layers of talc, gum, cork, and

whalebone, glass, plane and concave,” with the

same result. Each substance left its spectrum,

* With the glass the experiment was only con

tinued forty-eight hours; with the paper, tale, and

cork, a fortnight, silver coin being used ; with the

whalebone and gum, ten days, gold coin being

used.
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the part where the coin rested on such layer not

being at all distinguishable. The spectral im

age of the square piece of talc was perfect to

the minutest outline, and left its straight mark

under the sixpence equally well as at other

points. These experiments render it clear that

the effect is not due to latent light, for other

wise how could it happen that a coin does not

leave a spectral image when leſt on transparent

substances, glass or talc, even a fortnight? They

also show it does not depend on heat (at least

alone), for a heat of 160° soon passed through

thin glass and talc, and I found it impossible to

keep my finger on glass or talc so placed. Yet

we have seen above that even gold left two

hours on talc so heated left no spectrum, perma

nent or temporary. So great is the effect of in

terposed substances, that even a slight tarnish

on the metal exerts a very obvious effect.” One

shilling was left twenty-four hours on a polished

part of the plate, and another on a part of the

same slightly tarnished (but yet sufficiently

bright to see one's self perſectly). A very slight

image only was left in the last case, that en

tirely disappeared when breathed on twice,

while that on the polished part of the plate re.

mained, aſter being breathed on twelve or four

teen times.

A sovereign left twenty-four hours or above,

tarnished, gave scarcely a perceptible spectrum,

and a sixpence none at all. On such a surface

a sovereign was left on two different occasions,

bunder a penny, for three hours, at a heat of

160°, and barely left a permanent spectrum of

its outer margin; while on a well polished sur

face, at the same heat, the outline of the in

pression also would have been left as a perma

ment spectrum in an hour or two.

11. Mass.-Mr. Hunt considers that mass

exercises an influence and increases the effect.

In my experiments, however, I could not de

tect this. A farthing on a copper plate gave as

good a spectrum as a penny, and when heated

to 160° the farthing gave far the best, though

the penny had a halfpenny laid on it. A four

}. piece, too, gave as good a spectrum as a

half-crown, pressed by another above it, in the

same time, the contact being equally good in

each case. The contact in these cases was made

as equal as possible with the copper plate.

12. Does the thinness of the plate exert an in

fluence 2—A farthing (in two experiments)

pressed by twelve or fourteen pounds weight,

on a polished piece of platinum foil, in thirty

hours left no spectrum at all ; neither did it on

a. or a sovereign, or half-sov.

ereign, when kept three or four hours at 160° un

der the same weight. I found a spectrum could

be made on nearly equally thin zinc plates (zinc

foil), by leaving a sixpence on it an hour or two.

Zinc, not being elastic, allows the pressure to

be equal. The particular chemical nature of

platinum has, however, much to do with this

effect; for I found that when a fourpenny-piece,

or another small brass metal object was left on

* One spectrum, however, may be made on

another ; thus, after talc had remained eight hours

on heated copper-plate, and left a permanent spec

trum, a sovereign put on this an hour left a perma

ment spectrum.

a highly polished lamina of steel-heated to

160° or not—a spectrum was scarcely made.

That elasticity and consequent imperfect con

tact is not the sole cause of the incapacity of

thin lamina of platinum and steel, for receiving

spectral images, was to me rendered probable

by observing that coins, placed on a thick cop

per plate, seldom were in perfectly close con

tact, yet gave good spectra. In order to come

to a more definite conclusion on this point, I got

a lamina of bright copper, even thinner, and as

elastic as the platinum lamina above mentioned.

Gold or silver coins left twenty-four hours on.

this, gave a spectrum scarcely visible; but on

leaving a half-sovereign for two or three hours

on it, exposed to a heat of 160°, as above, and

ressed down by exactly the same weight, the

Hirº left a permanent spectrum very

well marked indeed.

The result of this experiment obviously

shows, that although thinness and elasticity

may have some little effect, the principal cause

for the formation of the spectrum is the peculiar

chemical nature of the metal, and that a spec

trum cannot be produced on a non-oridable

metal, such as platinum. Bright silver and cop

per plates aré well known to tarnish by ex

posure to the atmosphere (the former, perhaps,

rather by forming a sulphuret than an oxide),

but no matter how. º also found that

spectra could be formed on tin and zinc plates,

both of which, of course, are oxidable. So on

copper coated with mercury, the mercury in

such case no doubt readily tarnishing (see sec

tion 7, polished surfaces not receiving spectra).

Having decided that the effect in question is due

neither to light nor heat, to what cause, it may

be asked, is it to be ascribed ?

Conclusions.—1stly, As brightness of the plate

is indispensable, and with brightness must exist

an increased tendency to tarnish, or enter into

chemical combination; 2ndly, as the plate must

be of an oxidable metal, and judging from the

experiments with silver and copper, the more

oxidable the better; 3dly, as the more perſect

ly the coins are cleaned and dried” the less the

effect, and as a dry perspiration (so to call it)

must exist in a greater or less degree on all

coins, since they pass through so many hands,
and asº is slightly acid: 4thly, as

even with clean coins the effect by actual con

tact must be admitted, but still is greater when

there is a difference in the natureſ of the metal ;

and 5thly, as when the metals are not in con

tact (being removed only the one-twentieth of

an inch apart), no action or spectrum is evident,

if the free circulation of air, and the connection

* Moisture much increases the effect. Thus,

when one surface of a shilling was rubbed over

with ink, and such surface put on the copper plate

and heated to 150°, a mark much more difficult to

be effaced was left than when this degree of heat

was applied without moisture.

t This is equally true, as will be remembered,

with regard to glass plates.

t The general result of all the above experi

ments shows this ; and of course an alteration of

affinity from contact, is far more probable when

metals are different than when the same; though

if one be dirty, this makes it approach the nature of
a different metal. - -

- a-- * * *
-

. ... •--

* -

-
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catalytic action, meaning thereby an action so

slightly chemical as, in the present state of the

science, to be scarcely appreciable.” Tle at

traction of glass and oxidable metallic plates for

dust, &c., is very great; and is perhaps de

pendent on the same cause as their attraction

for oxygen. Whether or not, I feel pretty well

convinced, after a laborious investigation of the

discovery in question, that it is not of that won

derful character that Möser and others have

supposed; nor calculated to alter our ideas of

vision or of the nature of light. On the con

trary, I think with Fizeau (a short notice only

of whose memoir I have seen) that no effect of

any consequence is produced where organic mat

ters are carefully removed by boiling water and

polishing; ſor such is perhaps the philosopher's

opinion just named, and in as far as our opinions

agree, he has the priority. Begun by a purely

catalytic action, it is only continued and de

veloped in any marvellous degree when those

circumstances are present that permit it to as

sume a more strictly chemical character.

PUNCH'S OSSIAN.

DUAN i.

MoRNING rose on St. Giles's. The sun, strug

gling through mist, tinged the summits of the *

Seven Dials with the yellow hue of autumn.

Sleepless was the wife of M'Finn. Gloom

hung on her brow. Gone was M'Finn, of the

light heart. To join his countrymen was he

gone. Sacred was the day to Patrick.

Why did gloom darken the brow of the wife

of his bosom ? Supreme in her heart he reign

ed. Great was her love. Why burst the sigh

from her lips ?—

Hearken.

By her not unseen was his danger—Bereſt

was the wall of his blackthorn. His tongue was

swift, careless his heart, and his arm strong.

Neither was his soul patient of wrong.

—A vision wraps her. On her spirit gathers

darkness. She foresees evil.—Is it M’Finn

they bear lifeless to his habitation ?–Her breast

heaves sighs. Her hair streams loose on the

winds She shrieks! She swoons !

* * sk *k * * +

Pledged was M.Finn to Matthias to drink

the purling stream.—Loud was the laughter of

his friends. Broken was his pledge.—Thrice

was the cup filled to the brim. Thrice raised to

his lips. Thrice was it returned empty. His

spirits rose. Loudly rang his laughter through

the Hall.

with dust be prevented—taking all these and

minor considerations into account, we come to

the conclusion that the effect in question is de

pendent on a chemico-mechanical action, or

what Berzelius has called, catalytic action. No

doubt it may be urged against this view, that the

action takes place when the coins and plate are

both heated, and hence quite dry. But this is

no solid objection, for the adage, “Corpora non

agunt nisi sint saluta,” is not true, as hundreds

of examples in chemistry show. The very fact

of heat itself increasing the effect is all in favor

of a chemico-mechanical view; for heat in

creases the tendency of copper to oxygenation,

and tends also to volatilize any feeble acid mat

ter on the coins. But again, if it be said the spec

trum rubs off, even when permanent and clearly

defined (as we have shown), and leaves polished

surfaces under it, this we admit; but still this

surface has suffered an almost imperceptible de

gree of oxygenation; for so slowly does thiseffect

take place, that it is only visible when much ad

vanced, as will be evident to any person who

watches the gradual tarnishing of copper plates.

Möser's discovery shows that very slight chem

mical action is often going on, which has been

previously overlooked.

The chief difficulty that occurs to the above

view is, that the effect takes place, to a slight

extent, on glass; but in all my numerous ex

eriments I have ſound that the effect is much

ess on glass than on well polished copper; for

in no case has a permanent spectrum been

made on glass, even by the longest contact.*

It will also be remembered, that I found no effect

whatever produced on talc. Now the talc

scratches easily, glass of course does not; but

talc is probably less soluble in acids than glass;

at least in my trials it did not seem at all acted

on either by nitric, muriatic, or sulphuric. . To

be sure, you perceive no effect of these on glass,

but it does not seem impossible but that some

very slight effect takes place, and that the alkali is

very ſeebly acted on, as glass is a compound body.

Contact, at all events, may be presumed to have

an influence on the affinities of one of its ele

ments, whether there be even the slightest de

gree of decomposition or not. Now this influ

ence is the catalytic influence; for it has been

shown above, that without actual contact, and

when all dust is kept off, neither silver nor cop

per, even at the one-twentieth of an inch from

the glass plate, produce any effect, though kept

there ninety-six hours. (See section 4, of heat

generally, end). In consequence of this slight

alteration in affinity, the parts of glass which

have been in contact some time with coins or

other substances, condense the breath differ

ently from those parts which have not: hence

the spectrum.

The effect of glass, supposing it not suscepti

ble of a gradual change by the action of air simi

lar to oridation, is rather in ſavor of the spec

trum depending on a mechanical than a chem

ical action. I have in consequence ascribed

the effect to a mechanico-chemical action, or a

* A permanent spectrum has been proved (see

experiments) to be but a higher degree of an eva
neSced' ot.”.

* In coming to this conclusion I have not for

gotten another difficulty, viz., why a well polished

and boiled copper coin produces a spectrum on cop

per plate. The effect, even when continued an

hour or two at a heat of 160°, is very slight, and I

found it to disappear entirely by twice breathing

on the plate. Contact, then, of the same metal

slightly modifies chemical properties; such on the

present view is the inference to be drawn from this

fact.
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His lips were opened:

“Sons of Erin,” listen to the words of M*-

Finn.

His soul is great within him. It swells.

Unable is his body to contain it.—Where are his

friends?–Hath he not one among all his bro

thers to repress his swelling spirit? Is he

alone, that they heed him not? And despised,

that they do not regard him 2 M'Finn throws
down his hat on the earth, cold as marble; is

there no one to kick it? His coat, and will no

one tread on it?—Is glory departed from Erin 7
Are her sons cowards 2

—Speaking, his rolling orbs flashed fire. Sore

was his spirit moved.—

—Arose O'Flaherty of the auburn locks.

“Ye sons of Erin —Sons of the sea-girt
emerald !—Are we cowards 7–Shall the cur

snarl, and we not spurn it?—The wasp sting,
and be not crushed ?–Shame to M'Finn and

wooden shoes to his children l’’

He spoke. And the gathering storm

broke forth in thunder. Lightning flashed from

opposing eyes.—Grasped was the shillelah, and

the threatening arm extended.—In equal bands

the sons of Erin form around their chiefs.

Their souls are kindled.—The hall resounds

with fearful crash of arms.-Like the hill

streams, roaring down, the fierce blows of M'-

Finn descends.--Frequent as hail-stones are

the blows he wards.--Stout is his heart; de

spising danger.--The walls, re-echoing groans,

are sprinkled with the blood of the brave.—Hot

is the fury of the battle !

Fast fall the mighty. One by one they fall.

Overpowered, the friends of M'Finn retreat,

heedless of the voice of their leader.—Turning

to rally them, a treacherous blow brings him to
the earth.

*:
+ * + *

Sounds of mirth and misery, wo and gladness,

fill the hall; groans and rejoicing.
#: + + sk *k

The wailing is for M'Finn.—Charivari.

ANNUAL Rhenish Musical Festival.—The great
annual Rhenish Musical Festival is to be held this

year at Aix-la-Chapelle, on the 4th and 5th of next

month. Upwards of fifteen hundred performers

will be assembled on the occasion. The program

me will include, First day, a Magnificat by Du

rant; Mozart's symphony in G minor, and Han

del's oratorio of “Samson.” Second day—the

“Sinfonia Eroica" of Beethoven ; an unpublished

psalm, by M. Reisseger (under whose direction the

performances will take place); a hymn by Cheru

bini; another by Volger; and the overture to

“Les Francs Juges,” by M. Berlioz. This eccen.

tric composer, by the way, is exciting a sensation

in the Prussian capital. A second concert at

which some of his works have been performed,

seeming to have been more successful than his

first. Our next news from Berlin will probably

tell us of the first performance of the “Medea” of

Euripides, with Mendelssohn Bartholdy's choruses.

—.Athenaeum.

THE WORDS OF FAITH.

From the Dublin University Magazine.

From schii,Left.

“Drei Wortenenn' ich euch inhaltschwer.”

Wailed in three words a solemn meaning lies,

And though men's lips those words ofttimes im

part,

Yet not from outward things do they arise,

And he who knows them learns them from his

heart.

Man would of every virtue be bereaved,

If these three words should be no more be

lieved.

Man is created free, and he is free,

Though born in chains where stern oppression

rules.

Let not the people's clamors weigh with thee,

Nor the wild outbreaks of misguided fools:

Fear the rude slave who rends his bonds in

twain,

But fear not him who never felt the chain.

And virtue lives—it is no empty name ;

Still by its light we shape our wanderings,

And though our stumbling footsteps miss its aim,

Yet do we strive for high and holy things

Hid from the wise—its power unseen, un

known

It dwells in child-like hearts, and in those

hearts alone :

There is a God there lives a holy will,

Although our hearts are wandering and weak

High over time and space it ruleth still,

And bids us after high and holy things to seek.

Eternal change on all things is imprest,

But o'er eternal change that will exists in rest

Guard well these words!—in them deep meaning

lies :

Let men from lip to lip those words impart ;

Yet not from outward things do they arise,

And he who knows them learns them from his

heart.

Man of his virtues ne'er can be bereaved,

While those three words are steadfastly be

lieved ** META.”

Caricatures.—There is a new artist and hu

morist in the field, or we are mistaken. Here we

have an etching, by “Pam,” of Sir Robert as an

Income Tax collector presenting his demand to

the keeper of a china shop, who significantly, but
with savage resolution not to be shaken, bids him

“Take it out in China.” The very crockery seeins

to threaten, and a brace of brandy-flasks in the

form of pistols are ominous of the issue. The state

of trade and circumstances are cleverly intimated

by the accessories—the spiders have woven their

webs in places which good ale should have moist

ened—the ugly “mugs” grin at the collector-a

little Staffordshire poodle has turned his back on a

Staffordshire Wellington, and looks unutterable

things—even a China jar has a history on the face

of it.—Athenaeum.
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JUNE REMINISCENCES.

From the Dublin University Magazine.

“A noise like of a hidden brook

In the leafy month of June,

That to the sleeping woods all night

Singeth a quiet tune.”

Coleridge.

What a glorious day it is Talk not to me

of Italian skies—

“Shining on, shining on, by no shadow made tender,

Till...: falls asleep in such sameness of splen

or:”

But give me the broken clouds of a June day,

sailing about in the blue depths of the sublime,

yet lovely sky. How deliciously clear and fresh

the air is, as one sits somewhat in the shade,

looking forth upon those tall elms, whose tops

are swayed backward and forward as the sum

mer breeze rises and falls. What strange, wild,

pleasing fancies come into the mind as one gazes

upon these graceful undulations, not unaccom

panied with a gentle murmur of the leaves |

But is not this shocking idleness 7

“Have you nothing better to do than loll like

an idiot upon that garden chair in the portico,

looking apparently at nothing, and sometimes

closing your eyes as if you invited sleep? Is

this a way in which a rational being should

spend his time in this enlightened age—an age of

unexampled activity—an age of steam—an age

of railroads—an age to make idleness ashamed

of itself—an age—consider the ant, thou slug

gard, consider her— ”

“My dear aunt, I do consider you very much,

and I do think you have the most comfortable

chairs, and such a charming view from your

portico.”

“Come, come, my good friend, no playing

upon words; really it is a shame to see how

some young people do dream their time away;

and yet you are not so young neither. Did you

not tell me you had never had time to read Wil

berſorce's Call to the Unconverted ? I can tell

you where you will find the book.”

“Thank you, my dear aunt; but may I ask,

did you ever read Wordsworth 7”

“Wordsworth 2 No.: but I have heard read

something of his; he wrote poetry, did he not?”

“Why, yes, my dear aunt, he certainly did.

There are some “poets' by name and common

report, of whom I should be cautious of saying

that they had written poetry; but you may draw

upon Wordsworth with certainty. He is as good

as the bank.”

“Well, that may be; but what has that to do

with the matter? ... I was speaking to you of ac

tivity and Wilberforce's book.”

“Now, my good aunt, sit you down beside me

in that tranquil and placid mood which becomes

you so well, though it pleases you to repeat the

praises of activity; sit §. there, and inhale the

odors of the honeysuckle, which twines so de

lightfully about that pillar, while I chant for you

a stave. Yes, that is a very good listening atti

tude, so now attend. .

“Why, William, on that old gray stone,

Thus for the length of half a day,

Why, William, sit you thus alone,

And dream your time away?

‘Where are your books?—that light bequeath'd

To beings else forlorn and blind

Up! up! and drink the spirit breathed

From dead men to their kind.

‘You look round on your mother earth,

As if she for no purpose bore you;

As if you were her first-born birth,

And none had lived before you!

‘One morning thus, by Esthwaite lake,

When life was sweet, I knew not why,

To me my good friend Matthew spake,

And thus I made reply:

‘The eye—it cannot choose but see;

We cannot bid the ear be still;

Our bodies feel, where'er they be,

Against, or with our will.

“Nor less I deem that there are powers

Which of themselves our minds impress;
That we can ſeed this mind of ours

In a wise passiveness. -

‘Think you, 'mid all this mighty sum

Of things for ever speaking,

That nothing of itself will come,

But we must still be seeking 3

“Then ask not wherefore, here, alone,

Conversing as I may,

I sit upon this old gray stone,

And dream my time away.’”

“The verse goes very smoothly and musical

ly,” said my aunt; “but I am not sure that I

understand it.”

“”Tis as easy as possible,” said I; “only you

must consider it for a little. Wordsworth’s po

etry is intended for persons who have some

powers of reflection, and who exercise those

powers; and therefore, my dear aunt, it is espe
cially fitted for you.”

“Well, then, if you will lend me the book—”

“It is here: I have it in my pocket, and you shall

read it at your leisure; but listen now to two or

three stanzas more, which, I am sure, you will

understand readily:”

** Books 'tis a dull and endless strife:

Come, hear the woodland linnet;

How sweet his music . . On my life,

There's more of wisdom in it.

“And hark how bright the throstle sings!

He, too, is no mean preacher:

Come forth into the light of things;

Let nature be your teacher.

“She has a world of ready wealth,

Our minds and hearts to bless—

Spontaneous wisdom, breathed by health,

Truth breathed by cheerfulness.

“One impulse from a vernal wood

May teach you more of man,

Of moral evil, and of good,

Than all the sages can.

“Enough of science and of art;

Close up the barren leaves:

Come forth, and bring with you a heart

That watches and receives.”

“This, my dear aunt, is excellent: it is not a

mere diversion of the spirits with a picture of

pleasing natural scenes; but it is instruction of

the best kind, save one, that can be given to ra
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tional and reflective beings. For next to the

study of divine things, whereby the mind is in

formed by direct beams of light from the great
source of all intelligence and goodness, what so

excellent as to be taught, and not only taught,

but led on and assisted, as it were, by the pleas

ing images and soothing cadences of poetry, to

ather a theory of moral sentiments from nature

É. and all her forms of loveliness and shows

of beauty ? I allow that you may gather a very

agreeable and not altogether unphilosophical

theory of moral sentiments from the book of

Adam Smith on that very subject; but I own,

that for myself I can read no book of his without

some associations of disgust, arising from the use

which has been made by the dull, the heartless,

and the covetous, of his treatise on the wealth of

nations. Moreover, I do believe that, to confess

the truth, the man was little less an infidel than

his friend Hume, and therefore shut out from

such knowledge and such sympathy as most as

suredly are necessary fully to develop the theo

ry of moral sentiments. But to return from this

digression, and to apply our minds more directly

to the instruction which the verses I have repeat

ed are so well calculated to convey, only ima

gine, my dear aunt, how very many impressions

of. and of truth (or both in one, for truth

is beautiful, and beauty rejoices in the open sun

shine and undisguisedness of truth)—only ima

gine how abundantly such impressions might

be conveyed to the soul, if we only went forth

properly prepared: that is to say, with awaken

ed hearts, or, as in the words of the poet, with a

heart that watches and receives. True it is that

the great mass of mankind—and womankind, my

dear aunt, must, 1 fear, be included—true it is,

that they pass through the world, and all the
things of utility, and beauty, and instructiveness

which nature provides, as if they were deaf and

blind. They may see and hear with their cor

poreal senses; but with respect to natural truth,

as well as to divine, it may be affirmed of them,

that seeing, they see not, and hearing, they do

not understand. They pass on without taking

notice. Their eyes may be very good, but they

are aſſlicted|. they do not know it) with

blindness of the heart. They have not “a heart

that watches and receives;” and without that,

they walk in vain through the sunshine and the

shade: the dews of the morning bring no refresh

ment to their souls, and the solemnities of night

bring no elevation to their thoughts. This is the

truth with regard to them; but as I have said,

they know it not, neither do they conceive for a

moment the depth of their loss. This is the

common condition of ignorance; for, as Plato

says—(you have heard of Plato, my dear aunt,

though you cannot lº. how beautifully he

wrote, unless you learn Greek, which you may

do, for Cato learned Greek after he was sixty,

and Mrs. Carter, though an Englishwoman, was

a very good Grecian)—ſor, as Plato says, “Nor

do the ignorant philosophize, for they desire not

to become wise; for this is the evil of ignorance,

that he who has neither intelligence nor virtue,

nor delicacy of sentiment, imagines that he pos

sesses all those things sufficiently.” Here I

looked up to my respectable relative for some

applause—applause which I trust I should not

have thought of seeking for myself; but when

Plato was in the case, it was, as you will admit,

a very different matter. The good lady, how

ever, applauded not, for by this time she was in

a proſound and tranquil slumber.

+ + + * + +

I had almost forgotten my motto from Cole

ridge, which would have been unpardonable.

Did ever four short lines bring the loveliness—

the tranquil, balmy, soothing loveliness of a

summer's night—a night far away from the noise

and artificial glare of the town—more distinctly

before the mind? How beautiful is night! But

hear Southey upon this point. The man is gone

down into the grave, but the voice of the poet

still rings through the earth with its rich and

stately tone. -

“How beautiful is night !

A dewy freshness fills the silent air;

No mist obscures, nor cloud, nor speck, nor stain,

Breaks the serene of heaven;

In full-orb’d glory, yonder moon divine

Rolls through the dark blue depths.

Beneath her steady ray,

The desert-circle spreads

Like the round ocean girdled with the sky!

How beautiful is night!”

This is a majestic picture—“Pure as the

naked heavens, majestic, free!” How oſt has

one witnessed such upon the nights in June,

vainly endeavoring however to give form of

expression to the. of pure andº
beauty which crowded upon one's heart, till

even tears essayed to express what one's pow

ers of language could not. This is the fate of

those who, having at least some glimpses of “the

vision and the faculty divine,” are yet wanting

in “the accomplishment of verse.” But it was

not of this I meant to speak; it was of Coleridge's

exquisite allusion to the June night amid the

silence of the woods and the murmurings of the

brook. You have read the “Ancient Mariner.”

I suppose, from which the lines are taken. If

rou have not, read it by all means at the first

eisure opportunity. I do not mean any half
leisure snatch of time in the midst of disturbing

avocations. You are not to read the Ancient

Mariner as you would a smart article in a news

paper. You are not to put it in your bag with

the hope of reading it at the Four Courts, be

tween the cause of A. versus B., and that of E.

versus F., neither C. nor D. being your client.

No; this is truly a wild and wondrous tale,

enough to set your brains on end, if not your

hair, for ajºr or so at the least, and the

more you are alone in reading it the better. It

is a thing to think upon I promise you. All the

men of the ship die around the ancient mariner,

but for his sin and his suffering he lives on. At

last the dead that lie around begin to work the

ship like living men, though animated by other

souls than had before belonged to those bodies:-

“The helmsman steered, the ship moved on,

Yet never a breeze up blew ;

The mariners all 'gan work the ropes,

Where they were wont to do ;

They raised their limbs like lifeless tools,

W. were a ghastly crew.
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“The body of my brother's son

Stood by me knee to knee;

The body and I pulled at one rope,

But he said naught to me.

“‘l fear thee, ancient mariner,'

Be calm thou wedding guest,

'Twas not those souls that fled in pain,

Which to their corses came again,

But a troop of spirits blest.

“For when it dawn'd, they dropp'd their arms,

And clustered round the mast :

Sweet sounds rose slowly through their mouths,

And from their bodies pass'd.

“Around, around, flew each sweet sound,

Then darted to the sun;

Slowly the sounds came back again,

Now mixed, now one by one.

“And now 'twas like all instruments,

Now like a lonely flute,

And now it is an angel's song,

That makes the heavens be mute.

“It ceased; yet still the sails made on,

A pleasant noise till noon;

A noise like of a hidden brook,

In the leafy month of June,

That to the sleeping woods all night,

Singeth a quiet tune.”

The sleeping woods ! I never heard them snore,

but I'll be sworn I have seen them in their dusky

slumbers, and felt as it were the heavy breath

ings of their sleep. And who that 3. ever

lived beyond the region of gas lamps and gran

ite pavements, but must have paused now and

then on a June night, in pensive admiration, to

listen to the voice of the brook, down hidden

among over-hanging trees, murmuring away for

ever and ever itsº tune as summer's quiet

influence prevails 7 Maiden of the downcast

eyes (for which thou art forgiven in considera

tion of the rich fringes of thy silken eye-lashes

thus more fully revealed), blush not that I call to

thy remembrance such a scene, or that thy heart

was softened by it to the confession of a trem

bling emotion, that no pleading would have

wrung from thee in the broad light of day. And

dost thou remember how the low rich trembling

tones of thy voice harmonized with the scene,

the hour, the distant murmur of the brook, even

more than that of the nightingale itself, whose

notes at intervals rang through the woods with

flute-like sound !

But who is that that calls, and our names too 7

Listen! Thomas, to tell us that the strawber

ries and cream are mixed, and that we are wait

ed for. Delightful repast—yet have a care, O

man, that eatest! Think you that you have pos

sessed yourselfof the stomachs .#one calf and

of five thousand snails? for how else do you ex

ect to digest a quart of cream, and the first

}. of a whole wilderness of strawberries 2

Milk undoubtedly does agree, for the most part,

with calves, even though taken in large quanti

ties, and I have never heard of an army of snails

having to send for the surgeon of the forces on

account of a surfeit of strawberries. But nor

calves nor snails could take the mixture you are

now taking without great danger, nor can you.

In vain will you seek to make all sure with a

glass of the undiluted “native” in these parts.

There is nothing stronger than sherry or ten

ear old ale in the house, if you were to die for

it. But stay, there is I know a large bottle of

castor-oil kept for the occasional physicing of the

village. Itjº be ordered up to your bed-room,

and you may take a hearty pull iſ you find things

going wrong. , You may smile, but there is a

grim look at the end of your smile, which satis

fies me that you are aware of the wisdom of my

precaution. As for me, I take the fruit aſter the

manner of an epicure—just a slight sprinkle of

powdered sugar to bring out the flavour, and

then a glass of fair water. In this way you im

bibe the true fragrant flavor of the strawberry,

but then you must proceed leisurely, and ponder

upon the taste. If you gobble up your straw

berries, craunching them as a hungry donkey

does thistle-tops, or as iſyou feared some one else

might get a second helping before you, you ne

ver can have any correct notion either of the

profound strength, or of the delicacy of senti

ment, which are bound up with the true and pro

perly-tasted flavor of the strawberry.
sk sk *k + +

Ehen I fugaces labuntur anni. One's feelings

are not what they were ; but still June is as

beautiful as ever, though we may regard it diſ

ſerently. Our admiration is not less, but it has

different associations, and for so far its character

has changed. We observe more carefully than

in the days of old, because in all things we are

more calm.

—“And so I dare to hope,

Thººl changed no doubt ſrom what I was when

rst

I came among these hills; when like a roe

I bounded o'er the mountains, by the sides

Of the deep rivers and the lonely streams,

Wherever nature led : more like a man

Flying from something that he dreads, than one

Who sought the thing he loved. For nature then

(The coarser pleasure of my boyish days

And their glad animal movements all gone by)

To me was all in all. I cannot paint

What I then was. The sounding cataract

Haunted me like a passion; the tall rock,

The mountain, and the deep and gloomy wood,

Their colors and their forms were then to me

An appetite; a feeling and a love,

That had no need of a remoter charm,

By thought supplied, or any interest

Unborrowed from the eye. That time is past,

And all its aching joys are now no more,

And all its dizzy raptures. Not for this

Faint I, normourn, nor murmur; other giſts

Have followed, for such loss, I would believe.

Abundant recompense. For I have learned

To look on nature, not as in the hour

Of thoughtless youth; but hearing oftentimes

The still sad music of humanity,

Nor harsh nor grating, though of ample power

To chasten and subdue. And I have felt

A presence that disturbs me with the joy

Of elevated thoughts; a sense sublime

Of something far more deeply interfused,

Whose dwelling is the light of setting suns,

And the round ocean and the living air,

And the blue sky, and in the mind of man;

A motion and a spirit that impels

All thinking things, all objects of all thought,

And rolls through all things. Therefore I am still

A lover of the meadows and the woods
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And mountains; and of all that we behold

From this green earth.”

This is the whole matter, as beautifully told

as it is possible to imagine. The vivid, passion

ate sense of beauty which hurries us along in an

indistinct rapture—that it is which passes away,

but other gifts follow which are abundant re

compense, and fitter for minds which experience

begins to render “deep contemplative.” We do

not see, and feel, and pass away; but we pause,

and ponder, and connect thought with thought,

and thus make the beauties of nature more

thoroughly our own than in the days of our ach

ing joys and dizzy raptures.

t is long ago now—perhaps the year 1828–

that one, fine day in June, Scarlett had been

opening brief after brief, in case after case, tak

ing the whole affair as easy as if he had been

plucking cowslips in a meadow. Tindall was

musing over piles of papers, and Taunton writ

ing opinions on the ends of briefs, while Broug

ham twitched his nose, and made mistakes in

law which were good-humoredly corrected by

Mr. Justice Bayley. Why should I remain who

had no certain business but to look on, and who

had a gig and horse standing at Charing Cross,

and an invitation in my pocket to spend the next

two days near Croydon in Surrey ! ... A certain

Mr. Marryatt, and a sudden burst of sunshine,

two things as unlike as possible, settled the mat

ter. Marryatt got up to move for a new trial,

and I to move off; and soon the Thames was

between me and Westminster, and I was in full

trot for the rising grounds of Surrey.

Brixton hill is not an ugly place, though peo

le who do not know it associate it with the

ideas of snug citizen's boxes along a dusty road,

and with a treadmill which is kept in the vicin

ity for the benefit of the London vagabonds,

who “snap up unconsidered trifles” on the south

of the Thames. Then you come to Streatham,

along a fine road, commanding a magnificent

view to the right of “woods, and lawns, and

H. stretching away to Kew, and Wim

ledon, and Richmond. Streatham itself is a

nice clean country-looking place, and was more

rural-looking then than now, for the graceful

wooden spire that rose so picturesquely against

its back-ground of trees has been burned down

by lightning, and they have built a more stern

looking stone one in its place. A beautiful

country lies to the left, as one dashes down the

slope from Streatham towards Croydon, and

now we are upon the broad Brighton road, as

smooth as a bowling-green, and dry as a car

pet, then perpetually travelled over by Brigh

ton coaches; but now a comparative solitude,

for the multitude prefer the raiload, with all its

noise, its steam, and its close carriages. This is

all very well in a day of pelting rain or snow, or

any day when a saving of two hours in a journey

of fifty-odd miles is a matter of importance ; but

give me the open road and the fresh air from

the fields in fine weather, without accompani

ment of smoke, or steam, or noise. I can re

member that day even now, how sweetly blew

the western breeze over bean-fields and clover,

and how delicious were the odors waſted from

the meadows where hay-making was already in

progress, and from the hedges, still white with

hawthorn blossoms, which in these parts goes

universally by the name of“May.” How great

was the contrast between the fresh air thus per

fumed, and the warm, stagnant, breath-polluted

atmosphere of the King's Bench Greater still

the contrast between the choky, husky voice of

that laborious gentleman, Mr. Marryatt, quot

ing case after case to prove that his own, or his

client's view of some wretched squabble involv

ing a matter of thirty-five pounds three and six

ence, was that which should be taken by the

udges—greater still the contrast between his

huskiness and the singing ofinnumerable birds—

“Sometimes arising to the sky,

I heard the sky-larks sing;

Sometimes, all little birds that are,

How they seem'd to fill the earth and air

With their sweet jargoning.”

These sights, sounds, and smells of the coun

try, which I ever loved in fine weather, soon

put all thoughts of neglected attendance upon

the 'wisdom of the law out of my head, and I

arrived in great spirits at my friend's house. It

was a sort of place that one sees only in Eng

land. It was not extensive, not magnificent—

not so picturesque, perhaps, as one often falls in

with in Ireland or Scotland—no dashing, spark

ling stream, no view of mountains in the dis

tance. But all that art and elegant taste could

do within a limited space to make house and

grounds delightſul was here done. All that ex

pense, combined with nice judiciousness, and

scrupulous neatness could effect, was here ef

fected. The lawn as smooth as a table covered

with green velvet—the shrubs grouped with

careful attention both to combination and con

trast; the flower-beds trimmed ofevery leaf and

stalk that was past its prime, and exhibiting

only what was in perfect flower, or about to be

come so. The walks of shining gravel, without

an intruding weed or even a particle of unseem

ly dust. The windows of the sitting-rooms,

opening upon the garden, led by a few steps to

beds of mignionette and heliotrope, which cast

up their fragrance into the apartments, where

were gathered all the luxuries of furniture and

table ornaments—books, pictures, vases, and or

naments in china and alabaster, carved wood,

and buhl.

I found in the drawing-room the prettiest

young lady in the world, who was quite a stran

ger to me. She was good enough, however, to

say that she had expected me, and had staid at

home to write letters and receive me, while our

friends, the owners of the house, were gone out

a visiting. To say the truth, I did not care how

long they staid, having left so agreeable a per

son to do the honors. Bright, blue, and beauti

ful were her eyes, and fair and silken were her

tresses, and never were red and white more

charmingly commingled than in her brilliant

complexion. She had a mouth shaped like Cu

pid’s bow, and teeth of ivory. But what was

more fascinating than all these—for to be alone

with a dull beauty is a dull business—she talked

well, and with the utmost vivacity about ever

thing in the world that one ventures to tal

about with women. We discussed, in the most

admirable manner, everything about the weath
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er, and gardening, and rural affairs in general—

about Waverly, and Woodstock, and Walter

Scott, then writing away, with undaunted

vigor, at his life of Napoleon—about the pic

tures at the Royal Academy Exhibition, and

fifteen other exhibitions—about the opera, and

Sontag, and Donzelli, and Curioni, and the rest

of them who then were in vogue; and my

young lady seemed as much pleased with my crit

icisms as I was with hers, and without any fa

miliarity that was unbecoming, treated me as if

I were an old acquaintance. She was easily

prevailed upon to put on her bonnet, in which,

of course, she looked even prettier than without

it, and walk through the grounds with me.

Never was a June day so delightlul: the flow

ers bloomed more charmingly, and smelled more

deliciously than usual, and the birds sang with

unwonted sweetness.

As dinner hour approached, my friends came

home, and then more company, and we dined.

I had not the felicity of leading my new acquain

tance out to dinner, but I sat opposite, which

was agreeable. We had excellent cheer, ele

gantly served, and we took our cool claret in

moderation, according to the English fashion.

I liked all the dining folk very well save one, a

oung man, tall and bottle-shaped, that is, of

ong neck, with narrow shoulders, and a frame

which widened as it descended. He talked

much, and, as it seemed to me, with an authori

tative air, as if he had been accustomed to regard

himself as a Sir Oracle, and he exhibited sur

prising powers of appetite. After we got back

to the drawing-room, my young lady talked as

well as ever, and sang most delightfully to her

own harp accompaniment. I thought I could

have looked and listened forever. We petition

ed against candles being brought in, on account

of the heat; but partly the twilight, and partly

the lovely light of a summer moon, shining from

a cloudless sky, poured its soft radiance into the

room, and this, with the smell of flowers, the

charming sounds of song and stringed music,

and the beauty and gracefulness of the perform

er, made up a whole of extreme deliciousness.

At last, the company went away and my young

lady retired, and I was left alone with mine host

and hostess. It was time to go to bed, if that

time can be said ever to come on a lovely night

in June; but of course I could not reſuse myself

the delight of talking about the young lady who

had just vanished. I mentioned how much I

was indebted for her reception of me.

“I had forgotten,” said Mrs. -

thought you knew my cousin.

met her before with us.”

“No,” said I, with earnestness; “she is not

one of those that one may see, and then forget

that one has seen—how very charming she is ſ”

“She is, indeed, a very charming girl,” said

Mr. ——, “ and a very good girl too, which is

better; but I give you warning, my young gen

tleman, that you must not fall in love with her,

for she is engaged to be married.”

I felt as if my friend had given me a blow on

the left side of the chest; however I soon recov

ered, and began to indulge myself in very fierce

{{ I

Surely you have

hatred of the unknown person to whom this

beautiful young lady was to be married.

“He must be a happy man,” I said, “who

has won so fair a lady-love.”

“One would think so,” replied my friend, “but

you saw no particular signs of happiness about

him, he dined with us to-day.”

What was my surprise and disgust to find that

the bottle-shaped, much-talking young man,

was the affianced futur of this charming crea

ture. What could she see in him 7 How could

she have any affection for a man who ate so

much 7 Soup, salmon, mutton, fowl, tongue,

besides an in . of potatoes, cauliflowers, as

paragus, and early peas How could any but

a monster do such havoc upon gross victuals in

the very presence of the creature he loved, and

such a creature | He did not love it was clear.

He was incapable of any tenderness or delicacy

of sentiment.

Very likely he was, but he was the second son

of an exceedingly rich London merchant. He

had been to Cambridge University. He had

taken his degree with some honor, and his

friends said he would have been among the

wranglers, had not the answering of his year

been unusually good. His father and all his un

cles and aunts looked upon him as the eighth

wonder of the world, and thought that, barring

the highest order of nobility, any woman in Eng

land would scarcely be good enough for him.

His father had just bought an estate to which a

valuable living was attached, and the gentleman

was forthwith to be ordained, presented to this

living, and married to the charming young lady

I had seen, whose beauty and cleverness of con

versation had attracted his attention when visit

ing at my friend's house. It was much doubted,

I believe, whether the lady cared two straws for

the gentleman, but she could learn to care for

him, and it was not in the nature of things to be

indifferent to the prospect of eight thousand a

year eventually, and two thousand a year to be

gin with. And there was nothing against the

.# man. On the contrary, he had always

een very steady, and had a mind to comprehend

mathematics. The whole matter, therefore, was

soon arranged. All this I gathered in about ten

minutes talk with my friends while the bed-room

candles were bringing in.

I would willingly have ordered my gig, even

at that late hour, and have driven back to town,

but it would have seemed ridiculous. I told some

story, however, of business to be attended to in

Westminster next morning, and arranged to

leave before breakfast. I believe the morning

was as fine a one as ever came, but I do not

think I took much notice of its beauties as I

drove rapidly back along the road which I had

so much enjoyed the day before. When eleven

o'clock came, I found myself again amid the

hum, and squeezing, and professional jokes of

the third row in the Court of King's Bench. To

this day, I sometimes heave a half sigh as I pass

through the country, to the west of Croydon.

The fair fiancée of by-gone days is now a fine

woman, inclined to be fat, and the mother of

seven promising children.
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KEEPING SECRETS.

By LAMAN BLANCHARD, ESQ.

From the New Monthly Magazine.

—Break, my heart, for I must hold my tongue.
HAKSPEARE.

CHARLEs GLIB has one peculiarity that

distingishes him from every other bustling

chattering inhabitant of this blabbing world.

In the course of a pretty long life he has

never been known to reveal a single secret

—for nobody ever trusted him with one.

He is the very opposite of that celebrated

lover of taciturnity, who having walked

twenty miles with an equally silent com

panion, not a syllable having escaped the

lips of either, exclaimed, in acknowledg

ment of his friend's observation, on arriving

at a cross-road, that the left would be the

best path to take,

“What a talkative fellow you are

Glib is, to an equal degree, a lover of

loquacity. The sound of his own voice is

to him the music of the spheres. Other

people have their fits of sullenness and re

serve—he never has. Other people pause

to take breath, which he never does. Other

people like to chatter away only on their

favorite themes—their own rheumatics, or

their neighbor's extravagance—but no topic

ever came amiss to Charley Glib. He never

sinks into taciturnity, merely because he

happens to have exhausted j the scandal

of the neighborhood, and trumpeted his

own perfections of mind and body in fifty

different keys. Such silence is simply the

natural consequence of over-talking to

which ordinary folks are liable ; but, as for

Glib, he still goes on, still finds something

to say, even when he has torn his grand:

mother's reputation to tatters, and related

the history, with all the minutest particulars,

of his last cold in the head. hile there

are words to be uttered, a subject is never

wanting. The words bring the thoughts,

or he talks without them. He is nothing iſ

not loquacious—he associates death with

silence. To talk is to enjoy;-the original

bird of paradise was, in his judgment, the

Talking bird, and should be so described

by every ornithologist.

As there is good in every thing, there is

convenience in this clack, for it puts us on

our guard, and warns us to keep our secrets

to ourselves. One would as soon think of

pouring wine into a sieve, as of intrusting

precious tidings to his keeping. Whatever

is published at Charing-cross, or advertised

in the morning papers, there can be no

harm in communicating to Glib; but for

anything of a more confidential character,

ol. II. No. III. 27

11:

it would be just as wise to whisper it to the

four winds of heaven.

A secret indeed is a pearl which it were

egregious folly to cast before such an ani

mal. Secrets are utterly wasted upon your

great, loud, constant, unthinking talkers.

They are delicacies never truly relished by

people of large appetites for speech, who

can utter any thing, and who fare sumptu

ously on immense heaps of stale news of

the coarsest nature. Their palates are

vitiated by vast indulgence, and their raven

ous hunger after the joys of holding forth,

forbids the possibility of a keen fine taste,

the nice and exquisite relish of an original

secret. If they can but relate to you some

thing particularly well known about Martin

Luther or Queen Elizabeth, provided there

is enough of it to ensure them a full meal,

they are as contented and as happy as

though they had a hundred dainty little se

crets to disclose, every one of them pro

found, startling, and hitherto close kept.

Yorick gave the ass a macaroon, but we do

not find that the experiment succeeded

much—the beast would no doubt have pre

ferred thistles.

No, no; a secret is delicious food for the

man of a sly, quiet, seemingly reserved turn

of mind, who does not talk much, but

speaks to the purpose ; who has no over

weening fondness for the sound of his own

voice, but who fervently loves a breach of

confidence; who feels that pleasures are a

thousand times sweeter for being stolen;

and who, while quietly disclosing some im

portant and interesting fact of which, with

many injunctions to keep it ever under lock

and key, he had been the depository, is not

only sensible of a relief in freeing the mind

from its secret burden, but conscious of a

superadded charm, the pleasure of betray

ing a verbal trust.

Just such a man is he who now passes

my window, Peter Still. He is well-known

to half the town, although his voice was

never heard #. any two people in it at the

same time. He has whispered in the ears

of a vast mob, taking each individual sepa

rately; and he has made a large portion of

London his especial confidant, by catching

the people who compose it, each by his

button, at some season or other, and com

mitting a precious secret exclusively to his

care.

Every one of that great talking multitude

looks upon himself as the sole-selected

sharer of the secrets which Peter Still once

held solitary in his own bosom ; and each

is furthermore convinced, that for caution,

closeness, trustworthiness—the power of
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keeping a thing entirely to himself until the

proper moment arrives for discreetly whis.

pering it to a valued friend—Peter Still has

not his fellow either in the parish of St.

Giles or of St. James—nor in any parish

between the celebrated two which mark the

wide extremes of the metropolis.

And to look at Peter, to observe his man

ner, to hear him talk, you would decide that

all the town was individually right—how

ever the mob of confidants, on comparing

their means of judging one with the other,

might collectively pronounce a different

verdict. His appearance begets an impres

sion that the rack would have no power to

unseal his lips, and wring from him the im

portant secret you had confided to him

some time before—how Miss Jane in her

vexation had written a smart copy of verses

on Mr. Wimple's nuptials—or how your

wife had promised to favor you with a ninth

heir to your books and teaspoons. No,

these deep and awful secrets, once whis.

pered in that close man's ear, must, you

would swear, lie buried there for ever.

Though faithful to the Catholic church, he

would die unshriven rather than confess

them to his priest—so say appearances.

And yet, really and truly, when you have

published the two events alluded to in the

close ear of Peter Still, you may as well,

as far as publicity is concerned, send the

verses on Mr. W.'s nuptials to be printed,

addressed to the Editor of the New JMonth

ly ; and—having the pen still at your fin

ger's end—draw up the form of an adver

tisement, in readiness, to appear hereafter

properly filled up among the births in the

morning paper—

“On the –th instant, in

the lady of , of a

Peter Still's various powers commence

with the faculty of attracting people to con

fide in him. You look in his face, and un

bosom. His seems no sieve-like mature,

and to it you intrust your most delicate

secrets, convinced that they will never run

through. He never asks for your confi

dence—he never seeks to worm himself

into your faith and esteem—but he quietly

wins you to speak out, and communicate to

him what was only known to yourself.

If you hesitate, and say, “Perhaps, after

all, the matter had better never be men

tioned—no, not even to you!” he calmly

agrees, and advises you to confine the se

cret to your own breast, where it is sure to

be safe; well knowing that a man who me

ditates the disclosure of a secret can have

no spur like a dissuader, and that he will

immediately after tell you every word.

street,
73

Nobody would suppose that beneath his

most placid, passionless demeanor, an ago

ny of curiosity was raging—that amidst so

much dignified composure, he was actually

dying to hear your story; as little could it

be imagined when he presses your hand at

parting, with your solemn secret locked up

in his soul, never to be revealed even in a

whisper to himself, that he is dying to dis

close it to the first babbler he may meet.

But although like Hamlet's, his heart

would break if he were condemned to hold

his tongue—although he must unfold the

delicious but intolerable mystery, the faith

ful keeping of which would drive him

mad—yet he never falls to a rash promis

cuous chattering upon the subject—he is

not open-mouthed when he meets you—

he never volunteers the prohibited state

ment without a why or wherefore. The

breach is never effected in this way—

“Well, I declare, this meeting is fortu

nate. You must know I called at the Cot

tage yesterday, and there I heard—no, I

never was so astonished Our friend, the

farmer, told me of it in the strictest confi

dence—the very strictest—such a secret!”

“Did he 7 What is it !”

“Why then you must know—”

And out comes all the story—not with

many additions, perhaps, on this occasion,

as it is only one day old.

This is the common style of the common

world; where the “What is it !” as natu

rally follows the mention of a secret told in

the strictest confidence, as extensive publi

city follows the first dishonorable disclos

ure. But this is not the style of Peter

Still. He never loses sight of form and ce

remony—never enlightens an inquirer on

such easy terms. Though more anxious

to tell you than you can be to hear, he dal

lies and procrastinates. Though burning

to accomplish the revelation, he seems ice.

He compresses his lips, and drops his eye

lids—shakes his head very slowly, and is

tremendously emphatic with his forefinger,

which always seems to point a moral when

he is most violating morality.

At last, when the mixture of mysterious

signs, unintelligible sounds, and stray syl

lables, are duly mingled, the charm begins

to work, and the secret bubbles up. De

pend upon it, he makes much of it. His

secrets are secrets. Impressed and edified

you cannot fail to be, whatever may be the

disclosure. Perhaps it may be a thing of

very trifling import—that Q. is going to

give up his town-house—that X., unknown

to X.’s wife, has a nice little flaxen-haired

boy at school near Turnham Green—that
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Z., or some other letter of the social alpha

bet, intends to pay his debts;–no matter

for the intelligence, it oozes from Peter

Still as though it were

dear as the ruddy drops

That visit his sad heart.

Every word is a nail driven into your

memory to fasten the fact there; and al

though he had only told you in his impres

sive way, and with a painful sense of moral

responsibility, that two sheriffs will certain

ly be chosen in Guildhall next year, yet

you are satisfied for a time that he has sur

rendered a secret worth knowing.

But whatever he may choose to reveal,

he is sure to leave you with the impres

sion—this is invariable—that he has con

cealed more than he has discovered. Hav

ing told all, and a little besides, he stops

short—and desires you to excuse him.

When perchance he has related in all its

particulars the very secret that you could

have told him, and when he has found this

out, he makes a sudden pause, puts on a

much-meaning look, and regrets that the

rest is incommunicable—a something which

he dares not disclose.

And above all, does Peter Still preserve

the spirit of secrecy, in constantly enjoin

ing, with a solemnity befitting his charac

ter, every erring mortal, in whose ear he

whispers a bit of forbidden news, never for

his life to divulge it. What he has acquired

gravely and anxiously, he never parts with

lightly. He may tell the secret to fifty

persons in a day—but then he tells it only

to the discreet—and each one registers the

vow of secrecy before he is intrusted with

the treasure; so that when Peter has in

formed five hundred, he feels that he has

informed but one.

No man was ever more sincere than Pe

ter Still is, in delivering these injunctions

and admonitions. When he beseeches you

not to tell again—when he implores you to

keep a Chubb's patent on your lips—be

sure that he is in earnest;-for a secret

diffused all over the town is a secret gone,

and when every body can reveal it to every

body else, why it follows that there is no

body left for him to betray it to exclusively.

He accepts a secret as he accepts a bill

of exchange, deeming it of greatest use

when put into circulation; but he does not

wish it to go quite out of date, before he

says, “Don’t let it go any further.” He is

like those poets who print their verses

to circulate amongst friends—who pub

lish privately; so Peter publishes his se

Crets.

Who could possibly suppose that such

an impersonation of the prudential and the

discreet as Peter seems—a creature so

calm, close, cautious—so thoroughly safe,

so every-way to be relied on—was as hol

low as a fife, which cannot be intrusted

with a little of one's breath without speak

ing. The secret which we cannot confide

to the talkative, we often repose with

greater peril in the reserved.

Charley Glib walks and chatters about

town, labelled “Dangerous,” to warn off

every unwary whisperer of tidings not in

tended for the public ear; but Peter Still

appears, of all vehicles for the carrying of

secrets, the “patent safety,” and we intrust

life and limb to him. With Loquacity we

run no risk—with Reserve we are ruined.

Confiding in Glib, we know that we cast

our secret upon the stream, and it is borne

away upon the first flowing tide of words

into the wide ocean of babble, where it is

lost in an overwhelming din which nobody

listens to ; confiding in Peter Still, we

equally cast our secret upon the stream,

whence it is conveyed through innumera

ble water-pipes, intersecting every quarter

of the town, and is laid on at every house.

The most sly and circumspect betrayer

of confidence is liable to make mistakes.

The liar needs a good memory, so does the

secret-monger who tells truth when he

should not. One of the greatest calamities

to which he is liable, is a confusion of per

sons, arising out of a multiplicity of confi

dences, which is very apt to bring him

round with his profound secret, after he

has travelled over the whole town to tell

it, to the source whence he originally de

rived it—and to lead him into the fatal

blunder of retailing it confidentially to the

very man who had first in confidence re

tailed it to him.

It was by such a blunder of memory that

I first found out Peter Still—first discov

ered that although he seemed “close as

oak,” he was in reality porous all over;-

incapable of retaining a private fact, even

though it should happen to be that he him

self was Mrs. Brownrigg's grandson.

“It must go no further,” said I to him

innocently one day; “but since you are

speaking with such interest of our friend

the Rev. Mr. Hectic, I must tell you—and

to you only shall I mention it, in strict con

fidence—that he is now very decidedly im

bued with Puseyite opinions.”

“By the way,” he remarked to me three

weeks afterwards, “as we are talking of

friend Hectic, I may whisper to you confi

dentially” (and here his voice took an in
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ward and most significant tone), “that the

clergyman in question discovers of late a

decided leaning to the principles of Pu

sevism.”

eter Still, the sly dog, conceives himself

to be far from destitute of a defence, should

these charges of betrayal of trust be ever

cast in his teeth. His answer to the accu

sation of publishing secrets will doubtless

be, that he never promised concealment;

and it is very true—he never did.

No ; when you desire him to understand

that you speak with him in confidence, he

makes no comment ; he utters no assurance

of secrecy; but he just throws out his hand

loosely, and with the back of it taps your

elbow, or, perhaps, with a superior smile,

gives you one or two light pats between

the shoulders. The effect is electrical ;

the action has the air of an oath registered

in heaven, and you feel what a comforting

thin ; it is to deal with a man who never

speaks but when words are wanted.

There is an old saying, undeniably true,

that if three people are to keep a secret,

two of them should never know it. One

of these two should be Peter Still, that re

spectable moralist, who holds curiosity in

contempt and keeps such a guard upon his

tongue. The other must belong to the

class represented by our loquacious ac

quaintance—a class that might take warn

ing by the hero of Wordsworth's ballad,

44fiº, Blake,” whose teeth are chattering

to this hour—

Chatter, chatter, chatter still.

But the danger of being betrayed—betray

ed perhaps in some tender point of confi

dence, and that without the smallest atom

of malignity, or even unkindness—does not

exist only in these two directions. There

are myriads of good, trustworthy people,

who never in all their lives revealed in so

many words a secret, confided to them—

nor indeed ever employed words at all in

telling it—and yet it is as good as told.

This is the middle compound class of be

trayers, the great bulk of society; who,

although they would all die rather than

openly disclose what they have faithfully

romised to conceal, will nevertheless

frankly tell you that there is a secret, and

that they happen to know it.

Then perhaps, on another occasion, when

a little off their guard, they will hazard an

allusion to a place, or a person, or a date—

or to some circumstance on which the

speculative listener is able to establish a

tolerably fair guess at the concealed fact,

or at the very least to build up a theory

which, in its character of suspicion, is as

mischievous as certainty.

Or, if hints of this nature be conscien

tiously withheld, there are nods and shrugs,

expressive looks, and explanatory gestures;

and when the true guess is at last made,

there comes, to crown every other consist

ency, a positive refusal to afford the least

further clew 1–a virtuous and fixed deter

mination not to say whether the guess be

right or wrong !—which is all that the suc

cessful discoverer requires.

It is amongst this class, the largest and

most frequently encountered, that dangers

are most thickly sown. Promises of se

crecy, though well-intentioned and firm,

here travel over pitfalls, and the most faith

ful are swallowed up when entirely confi

dent in their own integrity. People who

are selfish in everything besides, are unself

ish in secrets, and cannot bear to keep

them to themselves. They are seized with

a desire to please persons whom they do

not like and have no faith in, and to com

mit a grievous offence against others whom

they do like and who have faith in them.

If they do not at once yield up the whole

treasure they were to guard, they divest

themselves piecemeal of the care of it.

To keep it sacredly and entire, is to sink

under an overwhelming sensation, a crush

ing consciousness. No matter how trivial

the thing is, it becomes weighty if commit

ted exclusively to their keeping; and the

very same fact which mentioned openly

and carelessly would be utterly insignifi

cant in their estimation, swells in its char

acter of a secret, into “a burden more

than they can bear.”

Every little secret is thus of some con

sequence ; while the really important one

acquires, under this state of feeling, such

an insupportable weight and magnitude as

not to admit of being safely kept by less

than twenty persons at the least.

Where so very few can keep a secret

quite close, however honorably engaged to

do so, and where the tendency to whisper

in half words, even when the interests of

confiding friends are concerned, so fatally

prevails, it is strange that the trumpeters

of their own merits never hit upon the ex

pediency of conveying their self-praises in

the wide and sure vehicle of a secret.

Trust a bit of scandal to a whisper,

and how fast and far it flies—because it is

whispered. Might not the good deeds, for

which so very few can obtain the desired

credit, become equally celebrated—might

not the fame of them be so wide-spread, if

instead of making no secret of them, we in
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trusted them to the ever-circulating medi

um of secrecy!

People fall into the capital mistake of

publishing to all the wº their private

virtues, their benevolence, disinterested

ness, and temperance ; but what if they

were to keep the reputation of these noble

qualities in the background, and just per

mit a friend to whisper the existence of

them as a great secret, respecting which

every lip was to be henceforth sealed !

Universal circulation must ensue.

Let it be once stated, in strict confi

dence, that you stripped off your great-coat

on a winter night, and wrapped it round a

shivering, homeless wanderer, and the town

will soon ring with your deeds of philan

thropy—but the little incident must always

be related as a profound secret, or its pro

gress towards the popular ear will be slow.

Such is the natural tendency of a secret to

get into general circulation, and to secure

the privilege of continual disclosure, that

it will even carry the heavy virtues with

it, and obtain popularity for desert. The

gallery of the moral graces is a whispering

gallery. -

The title of the old comedy written by

a woman makes it a wonder that a woman

should keep a secret; the real wonder is,

that man should ever have had the desperate

assurance to assume a superiority, to claim

a more consistent fidelity, in such engage

ments. The sexes are doubtless well

matched, and the ready tongue finds a

ready ear.

How many of those who stand, and will

ever stand most firmly and strongly by our

side in the hard battle of life, are weak in

this delicate respect ' How much of the

divine love that redeems our clay from

utter grossness, the hallowed affection that

knits together the threads of two lives in

one, is sullied and debased by this mortal

frailty—the propensity to whisper when

the heart prompts silence—to breathe, by

the mere force of habit, into an indifferent

or a curious ear, some inklings of the secret

which the hushed soul should have held

sacred and incommunicable for ever.

Let us, however, do justice to the just,

and wish they were not the minority in the

matter of keeping secrets. Let us even

spare the weakness that errs through ac

cidental temptation, so long as it does not

degenerate into the vice that wilfully be

trays. Let us remember how the crime of

treachery carries with it its own punish

ment; and how the abject thing that de

liberately reveals what was confided to

it in reliance upon its honor, makes in

the very act a verbal confession of its own

unutterable falsehood. The secret so be

trayed should be published as a lie.

Let it moreover be some consolation to

think that there are more people incapable

of a breach of confidence, than those

who, like the prince of praters, Charles

Glib, never had a secret intrusted to

them in their lives. One of them I met

this morning—it was a friend to whom, of

all others, every man would feel safe in

confiding his private griefs, the dearest se

crets of his soul.

“After the stab I have just received,”

cried I, encountering my friend, “in a base

betrayal of confidence, how pleasant to fix

my trusting eyes once more upon such a

face as yours—the face which is the mirror

of your mind, but without revealing any

one thing that requires to be concealed in

its close and friendly recesses. It is now

fifteen years since I intrusted to your

sympathizing bosom that dreadful and most

secret story of my quarrel in Malta, and

of my sudden flight—of the monstrous but

reiterated charge of murder that dogged

my steps, through so many cities of Eu

rope, and cast upon my onward path a

shadow—”

“Eh ! what

“Yes,” said I, in continuation, with a

fervent, a most exalted sense of the steady

affection which had kept my youthful se

cret unwhispered, undreamed of by the

most curious, the most insidious scrutineer

—with an idolatrous admiration of the con

stancy and the delicacy of the fine mind

and the warm heart on which I had so

wisely relied—“yes,” I exclaimed, “fif:

teen or sixteen years have elapsed since I

committed to your holy keeping the ghastly

secret, and not even in your sleep have you

allowed a single syllable of the awful nar

rative to escape you ! Who, after this,

shall so far belie his fellow, as to say that

a'secret is never so safe as in one's own

bosom.”

“What you say, my dear fellow,” re

turned this faithful possessor of my con

fidence, “is quite right: but I don't exactly

know what you are talking about; for upon

my soul, to tell you the truth, I had en

tirely forgotten the whole affair, having

never bestowed a thought upon it from

that day to this!”

ORDER or the Bath —Her Majesty has appoint

ed his Royal Highness Prince Albert to be the First

and Principal Knight Grand Cross, and also Acting

Great Master of the Most Honorable Order of the

Bath, in the room of his late Royal Highness the

Duke of Sussex.-Brilannia.
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THE LATE DISCOVERY.

From the Athenæum.

SHE stood where hills were high and green,

Where flowers were sweet and wild,

Where ne'er before her steps had been,

The city's toiling child;

But even the glorious spring that shed

Its sunshine o'er her now,

Could ne'er restore the spring time fled

From that young heart and brow.

She saw the happy hamlet homes,

In valleys fair and free ;

And heard, among the meadow blooms,

The voice of childhood's glee ;

But from those early shaded eyes

The tears were falling fast,

As thus, amid her dying days,

The blighted spoke at last :

“Ah had the earth such glorious things

Beneath so blue a sky,

While all my cheerless, hopeless springs

In darkness glided by ?

Did all these lovely scenes expand,

These happy hearts exist,

And yet, amid the pleasant land,

How was my portion mist

For I have seen the palace hall

In distant splendor gleam,

And heard the midnight festival

Awake my weary dream :

And all that wealth from farthest shore

Or distant wave could bring,

Mine eyes have seen, but ne'er before

Beheld the blessed spring.

Though oft such visions long ngo

My lonely dreams have cross'd,

Yet never knew my soul, till now,

The all that it had lost.

Oh, lovely vales oh, glorious skies!

Oh, flowers of balmy breath !

How will ye gladden other eyes

When mine are sealed in death.

Alas! for human sacrifice,

The stain of every clime;

For all whose youth unpitiéd dies,

The lost, the doomed of time.

All well, well, may that promised shore

Be bright with tearless bliss,

If it to withered hearts restore

Their summers lost on this.”

April 4, 1813. FRANces Baows,

THE CHINEsE PREsENTs.-During the past

week, these curious gifts from his Imperial Majesty

have been unpacked at Buckingham Palace. The

tent is of very large dimensions; the color, borders

and ornaments beautiful. The bed is an extraor

dinary specimen of elaborate workmanship. The

four posts are of gold, the entire surface being

embellished with a continuous pattern, of remark

able richness. The hangings and furniture are of

a oright green color, variously adorned at the

corners and borders. A large carpet, the design

of which corresponds with the draperies of the

S’ate bed, is also among the number of presents.

Court Jour.

MISCELLANY.

The SLAve TRADE.—Lord Brougham, in the

British House of Lords, on Tuesday April 11th,

rose pursuant to notice given on the previous day,

to lay on the table a bill for the betterº
of the slave trade. He had enjoyed the aid, in

framing the measure, of various noble and learned

persons, and they had found, as, indeed, they had

expected, the difficulties to be encountered very

great. He had had the assistance of his noble

friend the President of the Board of Trade, now,

unfortunately, not in his place from ill-health,

together with that of his learned friend Dr. Lush

ington, and that of his gallant friend Captain Den

man, and also the invaluable assistance of Mr. Bell,

the barrister, who had studied the slave trade law

more, he believed, than any man who had not, like

Dr. Lushington and himself, been occupied in fram

ing it. He should shortly state an outline of his

measure. There were three main objects in his

view. The first was the prevention of that slave

trade which had hitherto prevailed to a considera

ble extent, but about which there were legal doubts,

and the highest authorities were divided. The

question was whether a British subject residing

abroad, not within the bounds of a British settle

ment, buying slaves in a foreign island or place,

and carrying them in a boat to his plantation, was

guilty of felony or not. The question was not set

tled in Westminster Hall, he must say somewhat to

his surprise, and, therefore, some enactment was

wanted to put an end to all doubt upon the point—

It was necessary that the doubt should be set at rest by

a declaratory act. It was quite clear that Parliament

meant to prohibit this, that a man should be able to

go to Cuba to buy slaves, and carry back the slaves

to his plantation; that should be prohibited, and,

as the present law was not held sufficient to ac

complish that end, it was necessary to declare

what the law was to be in future. The first object

of the act was to declare that this system should not

be tolerated, and to abolish it altogether. The next

ºbject was to legislate respecting persons holding

foreign slave plantations; for as foreign slave plan

tations could not be cultivated without slaves, and

as such an estate might come to him by inheritance,

devise, marriage settlement, or gift, and unless he

did some act he ought not to be considered as an

owner of slaves, as it was intended to excuse all

those who, without any act of their own had come

into the possession of slaves. The next object of

the bill was to prevent joint stock companies esta
blished for carrying on projects abroad from buying

and selling slaves. Many of the partners in those

companies in this country, not knowing about the

matter, knowing only that they were buying a cer

tain quantity of scrip, had, in fact, been employing

slaves. Another object was, if possible to strike at

the traffic on the coast of Africa, and this was to be

done in two ways: the first was by establishing a

better mode of trial, and an easier trial, of slave

trading practices by British subjects. The next ob

ject§ he wished to effect by this measure was

to increase the facilities for obtaining evidence, to

be used in this country, or in any places abroad

where legal proceedings with reference to the slave

trade might be adopted. He ''. to adopt the

}. which was introduced by the East India

udicature Act, which enabled a party prosecuting

to obtain a mandamus from the§. of Queen's

Bench, and so to put in motion the judicatures of

the colonies, and to procure through them, under

certain regulations, evidence which might be re

ceived by the legal tribunals in this country, and in

other places. Another, and indeed the great object

of this bill, was to endeavor to prevent practices

in this country, which, if not amounting io actual
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trading in slaves, at least tended to the encourage

ment and promotion of the traffic on the coast of

Africa. In order to do this, he proposed to vest in

her Majesty in Council the power of making cer

tain orders for the purpose of placing persons en

gaged in the African trade under similar obliga

tions, superintendence, and restrictions, to those

which he had proposed to apply to joint stock compa

nies engaged in mining, and to other slave trading

companies. The bill contained other provisions,

into which it was unnecessary for him to enter at

present; for his only object now was to give a gene

ral outline of the measure, in order to facilitate its

consideration by their lordships during the recess.-

He would move the first reading of the bill to-night,

and the second reading would not, of course, take

place until after the recess. He begged to move,

“ that this bill be now read a first time.”—United

Service Gazette.

The Scotch, Church.-The General Assembly

and the Free Assembly have both adjourned : the

former until May, 1844; the latter until October

next. After the passing of the resolutions on either

side for legally completing the separation of the se

ceding body, #: Assemblies were principally occu

pied with routine business. The total number of

seceders is 430, of whom 398 have signed the pro

test. This is something less than a third of the

entire Presbyterian ministry. The Marquis of

Breadalbane has joined the Free Assembly, and it is

rumored intends to contributef, 10,000 to their funds.

On adjourning the General Assembly, on Mon

day last, the Moderator, in his short address, said:—

“I congratulate you upon the measures which

you have taken to sustain the admirable schemes of

your church, and to provide for the efficient supply

of those charges which have been vacated by your

seceding brethren; and I shall humbly pray with

you that the spirit of your Great Master, the God of

peace and love, may guide and strengthen you.”

Dr. Chalmers, the Moderator of the seceding

body, in closing the Assembly, spoke at great length.

He adverted, among other things, to the position

which they were to hold with reference to the Es

tablishment, and spoke of its downfall as a probable

result of their labors. That must not deter them

from going forward. If their principles were worth

sacrificing their place in the Establishment for, they

were worth the Establishment itself. They had no

ill-will towards those who remained, and would

have no pleasure in seeing them lose their stipends;

but, if the assertion of their principles caused them

to leave their own livings, surely they would not

now give upthose principles, simply because it risk
ed the loss of the livings of others. That would be

to love their neighbors not as, but a great deal

better than, themselves—(Great laughter). The

Rev. Doctor concluded his address with many ex

hortations to zeal, and a fervent recommendation to

them to abound in prayer. He then dissolved the

Assembly in the name of Christ, and the proceed

ings were closed with prayer and praise about one

o'clock on the morning of Tuesday last.

The consequences of this remarkable movement

et remain to be developed. If, as is most improba

3. both bodies should continue to exist, they can

only do so in opposition to each other, and by a di

vision in nearly every parish in Scotland. Dr.

Chalmers, it will be seen, expects the dissclution of

the Establishment, including much the larger por

tion of the Scottish clergy. The Establishment, on

the contrary, looks for the gradual dispersion of the

seceders, as the zeal and excitement created by their

separation dies away. If numbers are to prevail, it

would seem from the subjoined paragraph given by

the Glasgow Herald, that the seceders will be the

strongest party:—

Much interest was yesterday (Sunday) excited

throughout the city in consequence of the announce

ment that those ministers of the city churches who

have adhered to the new secession would no lon

ger preach in their own pulpits, and had provided

themselves with separate places of worship. It was

originally understood that they were to continue

their ministrations till the first Sunday in June,

when they would finally and formally demit their

charges; but the steps taken by the General Assem

bly for declaring the churches vacant, and provid

ing for their supply, rendered this course no longer

practicable. Accordingly seven ofthe city churches

were yesterday vacated by their former ministers,

and biº. provided in their stead. St. George was

occupied by Professor Gray; the Tron by Professor

Hill'; St. Enoch's by Dr. Graham, of Killearn; St.

Paul's by the Rev. Mr. Beveridge of Inveresk; St.

David's by Dr. Macnaughten of Arran; St. John's

by the Rev. Mr. Fisher of Rosebank; and St. An

drew's by the Rev. Mr. Smith of Cathcart. The

attendance in each of these churches was much

thinner than usual; and we are not aware that any

public intimation was made in any of them in re

ference to the disruption that had taken place. The

seceding clergymen were variously distributed

throughout the city. Dr. Brown (St. John's) preach

ed in the City-hall in the forenoon, and Dr. Buchan

nan (Tron) in the aſternoon and evening. Dr.

Henderson (St. Enoch's) officiated, forenoon and

afternoon, in the New Corn-exchange, Hope-street.

Dr. Paterson, (St. Andrew's) occupied the Black

Bull Hall; Dr. Forbes (St. Paul's) the Methodist

Chapel, Cannon-street; Dr. Smyth (St. George's)

occupied Willis's Church, Renfield-street; and Mr.

Lorimer (St. David's) preached in the Assembly

rooms. Such of these temporary places of worship

as required alteration were comfortably fitted up for

the occasion with pulpits and forms, and all ofthem

crowded to overflowing with respectable audiences.

In the City.hall especially the crowd was immense.

Upwards of 4000 persons must have been present

at each diet of worship, and hundreds withdrew

unable to obtain admittance.—Britannia.

The City of HAMBURGH has resolved to present

to the Sovereigns, who assisted the inhabitants af.

ter the conflagration of last year, letters of thanks,

to be painted upon tablets of oak saved from the

ancient city hall, and framed in bronze of the bells

of the churches that were destroyed. Each indi

vidual who contributed to the relief is to be pre

sented with a medal of the same material, and

those foreigners who on the spot assisted in check

ing the progress of the calamity are to be honored

with the freedom of the city.—.1thenaeum.

• M. GAULTIER p'ARc.—On looking over the obitu

aries of the past week, our eye has been caught

in the Paris Journal, by a name, having some pre

tension to a record as of an oriental scholar, but

principally remarkable as a great historic designa

tion, which dies with the subject of this notice.

M. Gaultier d'Arc was the last descendant from

Pierre d'Arc, the brother of the great French he

roine—had long been secretary, in Paris, to the

School of Living Oriental Languages, and was re

cently Consul-General in Egypt.—Ibid.

STATUE of Joan of Arc.—The Statue of Joan

of Arc, the fine work of the late Princess Marie of

France, presented by her royal father to the De

partment of the Vosges, was inaugurated, on the

9th of the present month, in its new abode in the

house at Domremy, where the heroine was born,

amid an immense concourse of spectators collected

from all points of the department.—Ibid.
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SCIENCE AND ARTS.

Silver Plating.— Plating on copper was first

introduced in the year 1742, by Mr. T. Balsover, a

member of the Corporation of Cutlers at Sheffield.

It was not, however, until about forty years aſter

wards that the ornamented parts of plated articles,

called mountings, were constructed of silver. This

great improvement caused the manufacture of plated

wares to become one of the staple trades of Shef

field. The process of manufacturing plated articles

may be described as follows:—an ingot of copper

being cast, and the surfaces carefully prepared by

filing so as to remove all blemishes, and a piece of

silver, also having one surface perſectly cleaned,

are tied together by means of iron wire. A mixture

of borax in water is then passed round the edge with

a quill; the mass is then placed in a common air

furnace heated to a proper temperature, with a small

aperture in the door for an inspection of this part of

the process. As soon as the union of the two bodies

is effected, which is known by the loosing of the

metal when the fusion of the two metals has taken

place, the bar is removed from the ſurnace. The

quality of the silver used in this process is what is

termed standard, containing about 18 dwts, of copper

to the lb. troy. The ingot being thus prepared, the

next operation is to form it into sheets, by passing

the bar several times through large cylindrical roll

ers, generally moved by steam-power; the lamina

tion which the silver undergoes during the operation

of rolling shows the perfect unity of the two bodies.

From the sheet of metal the article required is

manufactured by hammering chiefly, but also by

stamping when the shape is very irregular; the ar.

ticle, if hollow, being filled with pitch, the receding

parts are forced inwards, so that the projections re

main of the thickness of the sheet before being

wrought, while the indentations are somewhat re

duced in thickness. The dies consist of blocks of

steel, on the face of which the pattern of the orna.

ment is accurately drawn : the dies are moderately

heated in an open fire, and then placed upon a

leathern sandbag. The die-sinker then proceeds

to cut out the ornaments with hammer and chisel;

when sunk to the proper depth, the surface of the

sinking is dressed off, and prepared for the orna

ments to be stamped in. The stamp consists of a

vertical frame of iron, the uprights of which are

formed with grooves, in which the hammer or drop

slides. The foundation of this machine consists of

a square stone, and on its upper surface is fixed an

iron anvil, to which the uprights are firmly attached;

the hammer is raised by a rope passing over a pulley

fixed in the head-piece of the frame; the die is

placed on the anvil immediately under the hammer,

and is kept in its proper position by screws. A

Juting of oil and clay is placed round the edge of the

sink of the die, and melted lead is then poured into

the cavity; when cool, the hammer is allowed to fall

upon the lead, to which it firmly adheres by means

of a plate of iron roughed as a rasp, and which

is called the lick-up. The silver used for the pur

pose of the mountings is also of the standard quali

ty, and is rolled to the required thickness: several

pieces of the requisite size are then placed between

pieces of copper of the same substance, and put upon

the face of the die; the hammer is then raised, and

allowed to fall gently upon them. This operation

is continued for some time, gradually increasing

the fall of the hammer, and diminishing the num

ber of pieces struck, until they are forced to the

bottom of the die; it is necessary occasionally to an

neal the mountings. The mounts, being struck as

described, are now filled with solder consisting of

tin and lead ; and afterwards secured by wires to

the article to be ornamented, the body being covered

with a mixture of glue and whiting to prevent the

solder from straining the surface; they are then

soldered on by means of a hydro-oxygen blow-pipe.

The article is next boiled in a solution of pearlāsh

or soda, and scoured with fine Calais sand; the

mounts are polished by a lathe, as silver articles,

with rotten-stone and oil; then cleaned with whit

ing, and finished with rouge. A scratch-brush of

brass wire is used for deadening the parts required;

and the plain surfaces are burnished with tools of

blood-stone or steel—soap and water being used in

this operation, which is performed by women.—Lit.

Gazette.

The QUANtity of CARBonic Acid Gas ExHALED

iN RESPIRAtion.—Messrs. Andral and Gavarret

draw the following conclusions from a series of ex

periments instituted by them, to discover the quanti

ty of carbonic acid gas exhaled from the lungs in

man:—1st. The quantity of carbonic acid gas, ex

haled in a given time, varies according to the age,

sex, and constitution. 2d. In man, as well as in

woman, the quantity is modified according to the

age, independently of the weight of the individuals

experimented on. 3d. At all the periods of life, be

tween the age of eight years and extreme old age,

men and women are distinguishd by the difference

in the quantity of carbonic acid gas exhaled by their

lungs in a given time. All things being otherwise

equal, man always, gives forth a much more con

siderable quantity than woman. This difference is

especially marked between the ages of sixteen and

forty, at which periods man furnishes nearly twice

the quantity of carbonic acid gas from the lungs that

a woman does. 4th. In man, the quantity of car

bonic acid gas is constantly increasing from the

eighth year to the thirtieth, the increase becoming

suddenly very great at the period of puberty; from

the thirtieth year the exhalation of carbonic acid gas

begins to decrease, the diminution, becoming more

marked as age advances, so that at the extreme point

of life the exhalation of this gas may not be greater

than it was at the tenth year. 5th. In woman, the

exhalation of this gas increases according to the

same laws as in man during infancy; but at the

period of puberty, at the same time that menstrua

tion appears, this exhalation, contrary to that which

happens in man, is suddenly arrested in its increase,

and remains stationary (nearly as the amount which

it exhaled was in infancy) as long as the menstrual

function is duly performed; when it ceases, the ex

halation of the gas from the lungs is increased in a

remarkable manner, after which it decreases, as in

man, in proportion as the woman advances towards

extreme old age. 6th. During pregnancy, the ex

halation of the gas for the time equals the quantity

given forth by woman in which menstruation has

ceased. And, 7th. In both sexes, and at all ages,

the quantity of the gas exhaled is greater when the

constitution is strong, and the muscular system well

developed.—Medical Times.

AccideNTs on RAILways.-“On accidents and

traffic upon the railways in Great Britain, in 1842,”

by Mr. C. R. Weld. This paper consisted of an

analysis of the various returns made to the railway

department, at the Board of Trade. The most

agreeable feature is the remarkable diminution in

the number of accidents of a public nature as com

pared with the returns of 1841. During 1841 the

accidents of this description amounted to 29, with

24 deaths, and 71 cases of injury; but during 1842

the number of accidents of this description has been

only 10, and the number of deaths of passengers

while travelling by a train, and observing a proper

degree of caution, was only 5, the number of cases

of injury being only 14. These do not include the

accidents that have happened to the servants of the

company. A new clause in the act of parliament

compels the railway-companies to give returns of all



1843.] 425SCIeNCE AND ARTS.

accidents of a public nature unattended with per

sonal injury, and it appears that there were 21 acci

dents of this nature during the past year. The

aggregate length of railway-lines has been increased

by 179 miles, 9 lines having been extended, and

thus the total length of railways is now 1829 miles.

The number of passengers carried upon 50 railways

during the twelve months from 1st July 1841, to 1st

July, 1842, amounted to 18,453,504; of whom

2,926.980 were first-class passengers, 7,611,966

second class, 5,322,501 third class, and 2,582,057

passengers whose class is not distinguished. The

gross receipts of the railways from passengers

amounted to 2,731,687l, and from goods to 1,088,835l.

The number of trains amounted to 298,974, which

gives 61 persons to each train. The average speed

exclusive of stoppages, on all the lines is 21% miles

}. hour, the greatest speed being 36 miles per.
our.—Ibid.

CHEMICAL Action of A sing Le Voltaic PAIR.—

Paris, April 22, 1843 —M. de la Rive read a me

moir on the chemical action of a single voltaic

air, and on the means of increasing its power.

he object of M. de la Rive's investigation was,

whether instead of using a second pair to augment

the current of the first, he could not employ the

first so as to increase its own intensity. And this

he effects by a very simple apparatus, which he

calls condensateur electro-chimique. Its principle

is the production of an inductive current, which

causes the same effect in a single pair as the addi.

tion of another pair would. The apparatus con

sists of a piece of soft iron, surrounded by thick

metallic wire, covered with silk. The current of

the pair is made to traverse the wire and mag

netise the iron ; immediately a copper shank,

armed with iron, is attracted by the magnetised

iron, and raised so as to break the circuit. There

is then developed in the wire a current of induc

tion, which traverses the voltaic pair, and which,

joined to the current of the pair itself thus rein.

forced, passes through the voltameter and decom.

poses water. But the soft iron not being magnet.

ised, the copper shank falls back, the metallic

circuit is again closed, the iron is again magnet

ised, and the same phenomenon again presents

itself. By means of this arrangement, a pair of

Groves' which only slightly decomposes water, or

a pair of Daniells' which does not sensibly decom.

pose it, becomes capable of doing so with great

energy. By employing it, the gases are not at all

mixed, and they may be collected separately with

great facility. M. de la Rive, in concluding,

summed up the results of his researches; he be.

lieved that he has established that a single pair

may produce even powerful chemical effects : he

has proved it—1st, by showing that, in vacuo,

where the adherence of the gases to the surfaces

of the electrodes is less, the current is much better

transmitted ; 2d, by showing that the current of a

pair rendered alternate by the employment of a

condensateur, traverses easily a platinum-plate

voltameter charged with acidulated water; 3d.

that it is the same as a direct current of a pair.

when it is made to traverse a voltameter through

which a current of induction passes at the same

time, although in a contrary way to that of the

pair ; 4th, in constructing a pair in which the pla.

tinum is replaced by an oxide, and especially by

the peroxide of lead, which renders this pair, even

when only charged with a single liquid (acidulated

water, 1-9 sulphuric acid), capable of decomposing

water with great energy, giving off the gases well

separated ; 5th, in employing the current of the

pair itself to produce a current of induction, which,

by traversing the pair in a given way, increases its

electro-chemical power so much, that this power,

almost nil or very weak, becomes equal to that of

a pile of several pairs.-Ibid.

THE SPEARING MAchine.—I have as yet seen no

notice in your valuable periodical of an invention,

which is, at present, attracting great attention here,

and which certainly merits every praise that can

be bestowed upon unwearied perseverance and suc

cessful ingenuity. It is the Sprachmaschine or the

Speaking Machine, not quite appropriately called

Euphonia, of Mr. Faber, the result of a beautiful

adaptation of mechanics to the laws of acoustics.

You are aware that the attempts of Cagniard in

la Tour, Biot, Müller, Steinle, to produce articu

late sounds, or even to imitate the human voice,

have not been very successful; in fact, our know

ledge of the physiology of the larynx and its ap

pendices has been so limited, that we have not

even an explanation of the mode in which the

falsetto is produced. Mr. Faber's instrument solves

the difficulties. I can only give you a very imper

ſect idea of the instrument. To understand the

mechanism perfectly, it would be necessary to take

it to pieces, and the dissection naturally is not

shown the visitor—less from a wish to conceal any

thing, than from the time and labor necessary for

such a purpose. The machine consists of a pair

of bellows at present only worked by a pedal simi

lar to that of an organ, of a caoutchouc imitation

of the larynx, tongue, nostrils, and of a set of keys

by which the springs are brought into action. [The

further description would be unintelligible without

diagrams.] The rapidity of utterance depends of

course upon the rapidity with which the keys are

played, and though my own attempts to make the

instrument speak sounded rather ludicrous, Mr.

Faber was most successful. There is no doubt that

the machine may be much improved, and more es

pecially that the timbre of the voice may be agree

ably modified. The weather naturally affects the

tension of the India rubber, and although Mr. Faber

can raise the voice or depress it, and can lay a

stress upon a particular syllable or a word, still

one cannot avoid feeling that there is room for im

provement. This is even more evident when the

instrument is made to sing, but when we remember

what difficulty many people have to regulate their

own chordae vocales, it is not surprising that Mr.

Faber has not yet succeeded in giving us an instru

mental Catalani or Lablache. Faber is a native of

Freiburg, in the Grand Duchy of Baden—he was

formerly attached to the Observatory at Vienna,

but owing to an affection of the eyes, was obliged

to retire upon a small pension ; he then devoted

himself to the study of anatomy, and now offers

the results of his investigations and their applica

tion to mechanics, to the world of science.

Hamburgh, March 31. I am, &c. S.

MARINE Glue.—Mr. Whishaw read a paper be

fore the Royal Institution, London, April 7, on Mr.

Jeffrey's Marine Glue, the peculiar properties of

which are, its being insoluble in and impervious to

water, elastic, so as to expand or contract, according

to the strain on the timber or the changes of tem

perature, sufficiently solid to fill up the joints and

add strength to the timber construction, and adhe

sive, so as to connect the timbers firmly together.

Several practical experiments have been made in

Woolwich and Chatham Dockyards; among these

may be mentioned the following:—Two pieces of

African oak, 18 inches long by 9 inches wide, and

44 inches thick, were joined together longitudinally

by the marine glue, with a bolt of 14 inch in diame

ter, passed through each of them from end to end.

The day after the marine glue had been applied, the
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blocks were tested by means of a hydraulic machine.

A strain was applied to the extent of 19 tons, at

which point one of the bolts broke, but the junction

of the wood by the glue remained perfect. Two

bolts of 1% inch in diameter were inserted on the

following day, and the strain was again applied un

til it reached 21 tons, when one of the bolts was bro

ken, the junction of the wood still remaining per

fect, and apparently not affected. Another experi

ment was tried with two blocks of African oak of

similar dimensions, but bolted in a different man

ner, so as to apply, the strain at right angles to the

junction made with the glue at the centre. The

wood split at a strain of 5 tons, but the joint re

mained perſect. The glue in one case was applied

to elm ; it resisted a strain equal to 368 lb. on the

square inch. This trial was made while the block

was in a wet state, which state is considered most

favorable for the effect of the glue. Several large

pieces of timber were glued together and suspended

to the top of the sheers at the dockyard at Wool

wich, at a height of about 70 feet above the ground.

From that elevation they were precipitated on to the

granite pavement, in order to test the effect of con

cussion; this wood was shattered and split, but the

glue yielded only in one instance, in which the joint

was badly made, and after the third fall. An ex

periment was made with reference to the composi

tion being used as a substitute for copper sheathing.

This composition was applied wift poison to

four sides of wooden blocks, and on the two other

sides, it was applied in combination with poison
equally destructive to animal and vegetable life.—

Aſter the lapse of twenty three months, these blocks

were taken up, and were found to be covered with

small shell-fish on the four unpoisoned sides, while

the two sides, charged with the poison were clean,

The whole of the composition was slightly changed

in color, but was not deteriorated or affected in re

spect to its useful qualities. Another use consists

in its application to the construction of masts. Its

powers of adhesion and elasticity fit it for the pur

pose of Joining the spars of§ masts are Com

posed. A great reduction of expense is likely to

follow its adoption for this purpose, as shorter and

smaller timbers may be rendered available, and

most, if not all, the internal fastenings may be dis

pensed with. . The mainmast of the Eagle, a 50

gun ship, and the Trafalgar, 120 gun ship, have

been put together with this glue, and the mainmast

of the Curacoa, now reducing from a 32 to a 24-gun

ship, are in progress of being joined. This inven

tion may also be applied in the construction of dock

gates, sluices, piers, wooden bridges, &c.—Athen

Quº.

CoMets.-M. Arago made a communication of

the discovery of a telescopic comet, by M. Mauvais,

on the 2d instant, (ante, p. 470). M. Arago joined

to this communication some remarks on the most

celebrated of all comets, that of Halley. which

made its last appearance in 1835. Our readers are

aware that several astronomers have examined the

Chinese records, for the purpose of ascertaining

whether any observation had been made on the

appearance of Halley's comet. The researches of

M. Biot have shown that Halley's comet was ob

served in China on the 26th of Sept. 1378; and

M. Arago has compared the observations made in

Europe on Halley's comet, and finds them coincide

so perfectly with the observations made in China

on the comet of 1378, that he entertains no doubt

that the comet was that called Halley's comet.—Ib.

LARGE Meteor.—The Journal de la Meurthe

gives the following account of a meteorological

phenomenon, which on the 4th of the present

month, affrighted the town and neighborhood of

Nancy. “A globe of fire,” says that paper, “three

or four métres in length, traversed the heavens from

west to east, about two in the morning. This im

mense meteor was of a brightness so intense, that

the inhabitants of the country, who witnessed this

extraordinary spectacle, were terrified into the be

lief that they were instantly to be destroyed by it.

The meteor appeared not more than thirty metres

above the earth, travelled at the slow rate of about

one kilomètre per minute, and was preceded by an

electric detonation. The horses of the diligence

from Metz to Nancy took fright at its aspect, and

overturned the carriage.—Ib.

PELLETAN LIGHT.-This light, like the “Boc

cius,” and others, takes its name from the in

ventor, a professor of chemistry, we believe, in

France, now residing in Fitzroy-square, where

some weeks ago we witnessed the brilliant effects

of several burners. The light was beautifully

white and pure, emitting no smoke, nor showing

color, even when raised to a considerable height,

and was free from smell. At that time the patent

was incomplete, and of course, the material and

apparatus employed were kept secret; we there

fore refrained from noticing it. Now, however, it

appears that the vapor of naptha is the only com

bustible ingredient : and that the invention con

sists in the construction and arrangement of a

machine by means of which this vapor can be de

livered to the lamps.-Ibid.

TENDENcy of PLANT's TowARDs LIGHT-" In

quiries into the tendency of stalks and stems to

wards the light.” It had long been known that

plants placed in the dark incline towards any open

ing which admits the light, but it was not known

which of the solar rays caused this tendency. M.

Payer has resolved the point. He examined the

solar action first by movable colored glasses used

as screens, and, secondly by a fixed spectrum. The

four glasses which he used allowed only certain

rays to pass, viz.:-No. 1, red; No. 2, red, orange,

yellow, and green ; No. 3, red, light orange, yel

low, green, and blue ; No. 4, red and violet. The

two first caused no inclination ; but the other two

rapidly produced that effect.—Ib.

ENToMoLogical Society.—Mr. G. Newport, pre

sident, in the chair. Amongst the donations were

a series of volumes presented by the Royal Society,

and a large and singular ant's nest, found between

the floor and ceiling of a cottage near Cobham

Park, presented by Miss Combe. Mrs. Saunders

exhibited a box of insects from New Holland—

some of great rarity, including a fine and large

new species of Rhipicera. Mr. Bond exhibited

specimens of some of Mr. Cuming's Manilla Cur

culionidae, from which he had entirely removed the

grease and restored the brilliancy of the metallic

scales, by plunging them into pure naptha, and

then covering them with powdered chalk. Mr.

Waterhouse read descriptions of some new exotic

Curculionidae; and Mr. Westwood the continua

tion of a memoir “On the Geotrupidae and Tro

gidae.”—Lit. Gaz.

HAND.cock's Improved Axle.—Capt. Handcock

produced a brass and cone of his improved axle,

which had been used under an engine on the South

ampton Railway, and had run upwards of 21,000

miles; the brass scarcely exhibited any signs of

wear, while a brass of an axle of the old form,

which had only run 8,000 miles, was nearly one

inch shorter than when it was first put on, besides

having worn considerably into the journal and the

box.—Ib.



1843.] 427OBITUARY.

OBITUARY.

Robert Southey, Esq. LL.D. March 21.-At

Keswick, aged 68, Robert Southey, Esq. L.L. D.

Dr. Southey was born at Bristol on the 12th of

August, 1774. His father was a linen-draper in

Wine-street. He was sent to school when six years

of age to Mr. Foote, a Baptist minister; was sub

sequently taught by a Mr. Flower, at Corston, near

Newton St. Loe, and by Mr. William Williams, a

Welshman, from whom little scholarship was to be

got ; was subsequently placed at Westminster, in

17SS, by his maternal uncle, Mr. Hill; and finally

at Baliol College, in 1792, with the design of his

entering the Church. But Southey's Oxford ca

reer closed in 1794; for his tendency towards So

cinian opinions made the plan of life chalked out

for him altogether distasteful. In the same year

he published his first poems, in conjunction with

Mr. Lovell, the friends assuming the names of Mos

chus and Bion. About that time, too, he took part

in the famous Pantisocracy scheme, to which all

the eager contributors brought golden theories, but

of more tangible coin so little, that the Utopian

project was necessarily relinquished. In the No

vember of the following year, 1795, he married

Miss Fricker, of Bristol, the sister of Mrs. Cole

ridge. In the winter of the same year, while the

author was on his way to Lisbon, “Joan of Arc”

was published. He returned to Bristol in the fol

lowing summer; in the subsequent year removed

to London, and entered Gray's-Inn. He passed

part of the years 1800–1 in Portugal, and was for

a short time resident in Ireland, (as secretary, we

believe, to Mr. Corry or to Mr. Foster.) His final

establishment at Keswick, in the lake-country, took

place early in the present century. On the decease

of Mr. Pye, in the year 1813, Southey was appoint

ed laureate ; he received his Doctor's degree from

the university of Oxford in the year 1821; and

June 4, 1839, contracted a second marriage with

Caroline-Anne, daughter of the late Charles

Bowles, Esq. of Buckland, North Lymington, one

of the most pathetic and natural among contempo

rary authoresses. That he was at different times

offered a baronetcy and a seat in parliament are

facts well known to his friends; the rest of his ca

reer is to be traced in the works which he poured

forth, with a versatility, a care, and a felicity un

rivalled in these hasty and superficial days.

To give a complete list of his labors would be

difficult. The principal poems are Wat Tyler,

Joan of Arc, Thalaba, Metrical Tales, Madoc, The

Curse of Kehama, Carmen Triumphale, Roderick,

The Vision of Judgment,<-to say nothing of fugi

tive pieces. His prose works comprise transla

tions of the poems of the Cid, of Amadis, and Pal

merin of England :—Essays, allowing the Letters

of Esprigºla, Sir Thomas More's Colloquies, and

the slighter Omniana to bear his name:—Histo

ries, among which are The Book of the Church,

the History of the Peninsular War, the History of

the Brazils :—Criticism, including his voluminous

and important contributions to the Quarterly Re

view, and Biography. Foremost in this last de

partment were—the Life of Nelson, one of the most

popular and perfect specimens of its class which

our language possesses, noble in feeling, and fault

less in style, –the Life of Chatterton, the Life of

Kirke White, the Life of Wesley, and the Life of

Cowper, all of which are in different degrees valua

ble contributions to our literature.

For the last three years Mr. Southey had been

in a state of mental darkness, and a twelvemonth

ago he was not able to recognise those who had

been his companions from his youth. Scarcely

could his wife console herself with the poor hope

that he recognised even her. Excess of mentalla

bor in every department of literature—poetry, his

tory, biography, criticism, and philosophy, con:

tinued from year to year, without cessation, bowed

his strong spirit at last, and obscured the genius

which had so long cast a glory upon the literature

of the age. As a poet, with an exuberance of ima

gination seldom equalled, and a mastery of versifi

cation never surpassed ; and as a prose writer, at

once elegant and forcible, his name will endure as

long as the language in which he wrote. In all

the relations of life Mr. Southey was universally

allowed, by those who knew him best, to be truly

exemplary. His house at the Lakes was open to

all who presented themselves with suitable intro

duction, and there are few persons of any distinc

tion who have passed through that picturesque

region who have not partaken of his hospitality.

He enjoyed a pension of 300l. a year from the go

vernment, granted in 1835 by Sir R. Peel, and has

left personal property amounting to about 12,000l.

By his will, dated the 26th of August, 1839, he has

bequeathed to his wife all the personal property

possessed by her previously to their marriage, to

gether with the interest of the sum of 2000l. during

her life. The residue of his property, including

the above 2000l. he has bequeathed to his four

children, Charles Cuthbert Southey, Edith Mary

Warter, Bertha Hill, and Katharine Southey,

equally, and, in case of the death of any of them

before the testator, their share is to be divided

amongst their children (if any.) The executors

named are his brother Henry Herbert Southey:

M. D., of Harley-street, and Mr. Henry Taylor, of

the Colonial Office, who possesses a voluminous

and valuable collection of his letters, which we pre

sume will be published.

The library is consigned to the charge of Mr.

Leigh Sotheby for public sale, and will speedily be

brought to London. The collection, inasmuch as

very many of the books bear internal evidence of
their constant use by the late Poet Laureate, will

no doubt create considerable interest. Dr.º,

was ardently fond of Spanish literature, in whic

his library is particularly rich. -

The remains of Dr. Southey were interred in the

burial ground attached to the parish church at

Crosthwaite, where repose the ashes of different

members of his family, and were followed to their

final resting place by all the wealth and respecta

bility of the neighborhood.— Gentleman's Magazine.

Richard Arkwright, Esq. April 23–At his

residence, Willersley, Derbyshire, after an illness

of only four days, Richard Arkwright, Esq.

Mr. Arkwright was born Dec. 19, 1755. IIe was

consequently in his 88th year, and, notwithstanding

he had attained this very advanced age, yet, the

vigor of his mind remained unimpaired until he

was attacked with the paralytic affection which ter
minated his valuable life.

This highly respected and deeply lamented gen
tleman was the only son of the celebrated Sir

Robert Arkwright, of whose invention of the spin

ning frame, and great improvements in the cotton

manufacture, &c. it would be superfluous here to

3. On the decease of his father in 1792, Mr.

rkwright took possession of the beautiful mansion

at Willersley (built by Sir Richard Arkwright, but

we believe never inhabited by him), where he con

tinued to reside until his death, he had for some

years previously been living at Bakewell, and his

great fortune had its commencement from the cot

ton-mill at that place, which his father had given

up to him Inheriting the wealth of his father, and

the still more valuable endowments of his sagacious

and comprehensive mind, Mr. Arkwright com
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menced life with prospects vouchsafed to few. Ac

customed early to habits of business, to strict method

and punctuality in the arrangement of his time, and

not being led aside by the allurements of wealth, he

carried on the extensive concerns established by Sir

Richard Arkwright with so much success that he

was probably at the time of his death the riches

commoner in England. To attempt to detail the

various incidents of Mr. Arkwright's long, happy,

and most useful life, or of the unexampled prosperity

which marked the whole course of it, would far ex

ceed the limits allotted to a notice of this kind. We

shall therefore confine ourselves to a brief sketch of

his character, the varied excellencies of which we

shall have difficulty to compress within narrow

limits. The basis of all excellence, strong, natural

ood sense, Mr. Arkwright possessed in an eminent

egree. His knowledge was various and extensive,

accurate and ready for use, his judgment sound and

clear. His whole life was one of observation and

of practical usefulness, and his opinions of men and

things so accurate as to give his conversation an

aphoristic style, although chastened and subdued by

his innate diffidence and modesty.

The native vigor of his mind enabled him to

unravel the most difficult and complicated questions

and subjects. With the science and doctrines of

political economy, of finance, the monetary system,

&c., Mr. Arkwright was quite familiar, and had

formed clear and definite opinions on these contro

verted subjects, which have perplexed, and still con

tinue to perplex the most intellectual and thought

ful men.

It is much to be regretted that his views on these

important inquiries have not been given to the

world. Indeed, had Mr. Arkwright been able to

overcome his reluctance to appear in public life,

his talents would have been of the greatest service

to the country, and he would have adorned any sta

tion. In his political views he was decidedly Con

servative. But he was guarded in his opinions, and,

adopting none without deep thought and reflection,

he was not the indiscriminating advocate of any

ultra or party question. On the subjects of trade,

commerce, &c. he was inclined to the doctrines of

the late Mr. Huskisson ; indeed, many of his opin

ions assimilated with those of that distinguished

statesman. Mr. Arkwright was well versed in the

science of mechanics and in most of the useful arts

of life. He thoroughly understood the principles

of warming and ventilating houses and manufacto

ries, and the great salubrity of his mills and the

more than average health of his work-people de

monstrated the success with which he applied his

knowledge.

The beautiful and picturesque grounds and pro

ductive gardens of Willersley (which through his

kindness were shown to the public) are at once a

proof of his taste and the correctness of his infor

mation in landscape gardening and horticulture.

The medal of the Horticultural Society was award

ed to him for his successful and improved method

of cultivating grapes, an account of which he pub

lished in their Transactions.

The qualities of Mr. Arkwright's heart were

equal to those of his head. He was generous with

out ostentation, and charitable without parade. In

his grants to public charities and institutions he

was liberal and judicious, but his true benevolence

was most shown in his extensive private charities.

In seeking out the objects of his bounty he was care

ful to avoidº and the seasonable and fre

quent relief he gave to numberless indigent ſami

lies he wished to be known only to themselves. In

his charitable donations as well as in his other good

offices, he strictly followed the scriptural injunction

* not to let thy leſt hand know what thy right hand

doeth.”

In every sense of the word Mr. Arkwright was a

perfect gentleman. He was accessible to all, and

inost kind, obliging, and courteous in his manners.

No one ever left hisP. with his feelings

wounded by an unkind or supercilious remark, or

humbled and degraded in his own estimation. His

high and delicate sense of honor, his inherent love

of justice, and his inflexible rectitude and integrity,

led him however to despise and to avoid the society

of those in whom he found these qualities deficient.

He was exemplary in all the relative duties of life,

a kind and indulgent parent, a good and beloved

master, an excellent landlord, and a zealous and sin

cere friend.

Mr. Arkwright married, in 1780, Mary, daughter

of Adam Simpson, Esq. of Bonsall. By this truly

estimable lady, who died in 1827, he had issue six

sons and five daughters. The former were—

1st. Richard, who was in Parliament many years,

and died after a short illness. without any surviving

issue, at his residence, Normanton, Leicestershire.

He married Martha Maria, the daughter of the

Rev. W. Beresford of Ashbourn, who died in 1820.

2. Robert, of Sutton, near Chesterfield, a magis

trate, and deputy lieutenant of the county. He mar

ried Frances Crawford, the daughter of Stephen

George Kemble, Esq. and has issue ſour sons and

one daughter. His eldest son George is M. P. for

Leominster.

The handsome mansion of Sutton, with the large

surrounding estate, was purchased by the late Mr.

Arkwright of the Marquess of Ormonde in 1824.

3. Peter, of Roche House, near Matlock, a magis

trate of the county. He married Mary Ann, the

daughter of Charles Hurt, Esq. of Worksworth, and

has a numerous family, two of whom are married,

viz. the Rev. Henry Arkwright, Vicar of Boden

ham, Herefordshire, to Henrietta, the daughter of

the late Rev. Charles Thornycroft, of Thornycroft,

near Macclesfield; and Susan, to the Rev. Joseph

Wigram, Rector of East Tisted, Hants... Mr. Peter

Arkwright, who emulates the good qualities of his

father, and treads in all his footsteps, is, we under

stand, going to reside at Willersley.

4. John, of Hampton Court, Herefordshire, a

magistrate and high sheriff of the county of Here

.#. 1831. He married Sarah, the eldest surviv

ing daughter of Sir Hungerford Hoskyns, Bart. of

Harewood, and has a large family. The Hampton

Court estate was bought by the late Mr. Arkwright

of the Earl of Essex, in 1839.

5. Charles, of Dunstall, Staffordshire, a magis

trate for that countv and Derbyshire. He marri

Mary, the daughter of the late E Sacheverel W.

Sitwell, Esq., of Stainsby, near Derby, and has no

family.

6. *ph, in holy orders, of Mark Hall, Essex.

He married Anne, the daughter of the late Sir Rob

ert Wigram, Bart of Walthamstow, and has a

large family, of whom Mary is married tº the Rev.

Edward Bruxner cf Aston.

The daughters were—1. Elizabeth, married to

Francis Hurt, Esq., of Alderwasſey Park, late M. P.

for the southerniß. of Derbyshire. This amia

ble and excellent lady died in 1838, leaving issue one

son and six daughters, of whom the two eldest are

married; Francis to Cecilia, the daughter of Richard

Norman, Esq., and niece ofthe Duke of Rutland, and

Mary to the Hon. and Rev. Robert Eden, brother of

the Earl of Auckland, and vicar of Battersea.

2. Anne, married Vice-Chancellor Sir James

Wigram, and has a large family.

3. Frances. -

4 and 5. Mary and Harriet, who both died in

their minority.

The will of this wealthy commoner has been

proved in Doctors' Commons, by the oaths of Rob

ert Arkwright, Peter Arkwright, and Charles Ark
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fluous, which had for its subject the most conspicu

ous writer in the Spectator, the life of the reformer

and refiner of English manners and English style;

the moralist of the social circle and the fireside.

Qualified for this task by her previous habits of his

torical and biographical research, Miss Aikin pos

sesses, in addition, that unbounded, and almost en

thusiastic, admiration for Addison, which is no

mean element in writing the annals of a man of

calm passions; never, though in all apparent mo

desty, wanting to his own interests, who glided

smoothly and cannily through life. If she has not

been able to give her hero a strong interest in the

affections of her readers, the fault is certainly not

with her. She has thrown startling doubts on many

of the most disparaging anecdotes that have been

currently received as to the habits of Addison, and

of his conduct in particular instances; and some of

the worst of these she has clearly disproved. This

quiet, unpretending, but sagacious and worldly for

tunate man was, not improbably, the object of some

small envy among his early, friends and literary

contemporaries.—The Irish Sketch-Book.

The Life and Times of John Reuchlin or Capnion,

wright, three of the sons and executors named in the

will, which is dated 16th December, 1841. Mr.

Arkwright gives to his son Robert, f 100,000; to his

son Peter, f40,000; to his son John, £50,000; to

his son Joseph, £80,000; to his grandson Francis

Hurt, É35,000; to six of his granddaughters, £14.

000 each; and to all of his other grandchildren,

:65,000 each ; to his daughter Ann, wife of Vice

Chancellor Wigram, £25,000 absolutely, and a life

interest in £50,000 with power of disposal at her

death; to the Derbyshire General Infirmary, £200;

to the General Hospital near Nottingham, #200; to

the Lunatic Hospital and Asylum near Manchester,

:C200; to his butler, f. 100; and to his housekeeper,

#100. The residue of his property is given to his

five sons, who are named executors. The property

has been sworn to exceed in value £1,000,000, but

this may be only a nominal sum, as the scale of

stamp duties goes no higher. The probate bears a

stamp of £15,750, and the legacy duty will amount

to a nuch larger sum.—Ibid.

M. Jovet, of AUTUN.—Formerly a pupil of Da

vid, he was one of those appointed by the great

painter to the management of his attelier, when ex

iled into Belgium. Subsequently he returned to his

native town of Autun—of which he was appointed

librarian, in 1825; and there his career has been, as

it were, a provincial copy of that of M. Dusomme

rard in the capital. His museum includes a superb

collection of engravings of all masters, with remark

able MSS. of Holbein, Lucas Wan Leyden, John

of Bruges, Hemlinck, Salvator Rosa, Poussin, and

Benvenuto Cellini. All that the revolution, and

the pillage of tourists had left to Autun of her an

cient splendor, he had collected together. But one

of the most important of his discoveries was that of

the grand mosaic on which he constructed his

dwelling. To the preservation of this relic, one of

the most curious that the soil of Gaul has given up,

he sacrificed his fortune ; it became the basis of his

collections; and eight years of his life were devoted

to its patient restoration. M. Jovet has desired to

be buried in the midst of his collection—thus mak

ing the pleasant labor of his life his monument in

death.-Ibid.

John WARLEY.-This eminent painter in water

colors, and eccentric man, died suddenly, at the

age of 64. Mr. Warley has long been among the

artists most distinguished in a branch of art pecu

liarly English; and in very many of his produc.

tions displayed both feeling and grandeur equal to

the highest efforts of this school. Mr. Varley was

quite as famous for his astrological propensities. Ib.

BIBLIOGRAPHICAL NOTICES.

The Life of Joseph Addison. By Lucy Aikin. 2

vols. Longman & Co.

Miss AIKIN states in her preface that “she has

undertaken, in these memoirs, to supply a real de

ficiency in our literature.” Why is there no life of

Addison, while there are lives of Pope, and Swift,

and Dryden It is not easy to say why, unless

that there was less to tell of so correct and fortu

nate a person as Addison that the world cared for

hearing, or beyond what had already been made

known in the lives of his contemporaries, and in

Johnson's preface to Addison's works. Yet the

life of so distinguished an English classic surely de

served to be written with all the care and amplitude

which literary research and talent could supply.

Among the myriad books published on all manner

of subjects, that one could not be considered super

by FRANcis BARHAM, Esq., &c. ſcp. 8vo. Lon.

don: Whittaker & Co.

A companion volume this to the “Memoirs of

sº...". which we gave a notice in a late

Number, and one still more interesting; for in point

of mind and character the German was much supe

rior to the Italian religious reformer ; if, indeed, the

latter term is properly applicable to the eloquent

and zealous monk of Florence. For notwithstand

ing his merits, which were of a very high, and his

sufferings, which were of a very painful, description,

we have always had our doubts as to whether Savon

arola was anything more than a Roman Catholic,

incited by local circumstances to a career of tragic

agitation. Reuchlin, on the other hand, was a man

whose influence in the reformation was powerful

and direct. In his mind its principles were clearly

impressed, and they prompted him to organic

changes. On this account, agreeable as Mr. Bar

ham's volume is, we could have wished for more

details, for more of the man, his thoughts, and

writings. There is nothing in biography like making

the subject of it, tell his own story. Michelet in

his Life of Luther, and D'Aubigné in his History of

the Reformation, have given excellent examples of

this admirable mode of daguerreotyping a life, whom

every author who henceforward undertakes to delin

eate the career of a great man, will do well to imi

tate closely. At the same time we are bound to add

that we have derived great pleasure from the work.

It is well written, displays an extensive range of

reading, and is particularly commendable for the

liberal spirit it breathes in many places. We highly

commend the perceptions and feeling of the writer,

who refers with satisfaction to Justin Martyr and

the ancient fathers, who, like him, recognize Plato

and Socrates as eminent Christians, who treat their

philosophy as a civil handmaiden of Christian the

ology, and would devoutly use it as a subordinate

revelation of God's eternal truth to the Greek

nations.

A few Observations on the Increase of Commerce by

means of the River Indus. By T. PostANs, Bom

bay Army. London. P. Richardson.

The events in Scinde, whatever be the ultimate

destination of that country, must have the effect of

making “the navigation of the Indus free to all

nations.” This great marine highway will open

a direct commercial intercourse not only with
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Scinde itself, and the territories on the banks of the

great river, but with the Punjab and all parts of

Central Asia, where our cotton manufactures and

metals are in great demand. These countries, Lieut.

Postans tells us, promise, even in their present ne

glected state, a certain trade; “but are capable, in

process of time, were the demands only made, of

producing to an unlimited extent, many of those

staple commodities which form the great return

trade in our Indian commerce."

The local knowledge and observations of this

active and intelligent officer are valuable upon this

subject, and he expresses his “firm conviction, as

the result of experience, and having given the mat

ter due attention, that our mercantile relations with

the countries bordering the Indus are capable of

extensive increase ; that the command of that im

portant river is not to be considered lightly, but as

worthy of our most strenuous exertions, being a

field amply calculated to repay our commercial en

terprise; and that, in the navigation of the Indus

by steam, on an extensive scale, will be found the

only means to remove those impediments hitherto

existing to trade with the countries on and be

yond it.”

Portraits of the Reverend John Williams and the

Reverend Robert º: Designed and printed

in Oil-colors by the Patentee, George Baxter.

Two striking oil-colored portraits of eminent

missionaries, and apparently characteristic like

nesses of remarkable men. Mr. WILLIAMs's pub

lished works, and his sad fate—slain by the natives

of Erromanga—have extended his celebrity beyond

the circle of Missionary Societies. Mr. Moffat,

less known to the public at large, has a counte

nance so animated and expressive, that his por

trait, with its background of Hottentots assembled

in Parliament, denoting the scene of his missionary

labors, is the more attractive of the two.

These prints, if we may call them so—for they

have the appearance of highly-finished water.

color-drawings, though they are produced by the

operation of printing in oil-colors—are very extra

ordinary and successful specimens of Mr. Baxter's

patent process; and so completely do they resem

ble original productions of the pencil, that it re

quires a close scrutiny to detect the evidences of

their being engravings printed with oil-color. The

flesh-tints of both are stippled ; but the other por

tions appear to be done in one case in mezzotint

and the other in aquatint : the dress and back

ground of Mr. Moffat's portrait are in aquatint,

and the effect is more clear and lively than that of

Mr. WILLIAMs's, which is comparatively dull and

heavy.—Spectator.
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LORD STRAFFORD.

From the British Critic.

Lardner's Cabinet Cyclopædia, Vol. II.-

Eminent British Statesmen. By John Fos

ter, Esq. London: Longman and Co.

InTRODUCTORY NOTE.

We cannot withhold from our readers an arti

cle so interesting as the following, although

there are some sentiments in it we do not ad

mire. As might be expected, there are a few

severe hits at the Puritans; but their descend

ants well know how to bear such things with

out offence. The reader will find many elo

quent passages, and much graphic description,

especially in the latter portion of the article.

e feel ourselves, however, compelled to di

vide it, as it occupies nearly ninety pages of the

British Critic. hose who prefer to read it

unbroken, need only postpone it until the issue

of the next ...}}.

We have no fear of opening, in the pre

sent article, on what our readers will con

sider a stale or threadbare subject. It is

with pleasure we observe, that if ever the

decies repetita placebit has applied to any

portion of history, it does to the times of

the great Rebellion, and antecedent to them.

It may be, that that was the last break up

of the old system in Church and State;

of the hierarchical pretensions in the one,

of the feudal and chivalrous in the other.

It may be again, that times of danger and

commotion are most favorable for great

and noble manifestations of human charac.

ter. It may be, that when men die for their

Wol. II. No. IV. 28

SCIENCE, AND ART.

1 & 4 3.

principles they are supposed to have some

thing to say for themselves, and that, with

peculiar significancy, they being dead yet

speak. The deaths of such men are great

facts, which, amid the shadows and uncer

tainties of history, posterity lay hold of,

recognize, and feel, beacons in her troubled

and stormy atmosphere which fix the eye.

Look to the end, says the moralist; the

historian says the same ; and as the orator

placed the essence of his art in action,

action, action, just so between a nation and

her great man—the end, the end, the mar

tyr consummation, concentrating the ener

gies of a life in one grand blow, is the ap

peal which staggers and overcomes her,

which vibrates through her frame for ages.

Facts like these are the arms and engines

of history, her two-handed swords and bat

tle-axes, her sledge-hammers and batter

ing-rams, that beat down prejudices, crush

subtleties, level the pasteboard argument

into a high road for her truths. These and

these only can meet the inextinguishable

appetite in human nature for the distinct,

the definite and positive, in truth or error

as it may be ; that aching void which

clamors for supply, and which the teacher,

political or religious, must somehow fill,

or must give way. No cause can prevail,

no principle conquer without them; a sys

tem that has not these must crumble and .

die. Happy and glorious that highborn

regal line, who from the foundation of the

world have one and one been singled out
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for this especial office, who in evil and

stormy days, when the flood was coming

in, have filled the frightful gap up with them.

selves, and given to justice and truth the

testimony of their being. More, far more

than recompensed are they for what the

hand of violence and the tongue of calumny

inflicted during their brief sojourn, if ena

bled to bequeath to the cause for which

they fought the splendid patronage of a

name ; if history adopts them for her own;

if around their footsteps linger the fascina

tions of poetry, and upon their brow sits

honor crowned sole monarch of the univer

sal earth.

We need go no further for reasons why

the names of Laud, Charles, and Strafford,

still maintain that interest in the public

mind, which even their appearance in the

picture-gallery and the shop-window shows

them to possess. It is a fact in the trade,

we believe, that the demand for engravings

of Charles has almost drained the stocks of

the dealers in the metropolis and other

places; and the artist at the elder univer

sity has recently supplied casts of the three

heads for lack of older memorials. We are

disposed to connect these and many other

symptoms with the general longing which

has begun to be felt for a deeper ethics

and religion than what the last century

supplied us; and not aspiring to the re

search of those generous travellers who

have lately threaded with such skill the

forest gloom of mediaeval antiquity, shall

content ourselves with a nearer and more

cognate age over which, notwithstanding

a tremendous revolution, the shadow of

former things still brooded—an age in

which Shakspeare wrote and Strafford act

ed; and without further preface shall beg

to renew the reader's acquaintance with

one, in spite of alloy and extravagance, a

genuine great man, a statesman and a hero

of whom we may be proud.

Thomas Wentworth was born in Lon

don, April, 1594, of an ancient and knightly

family, that had been seated at Wentworth

Wodehouse, in the county of York, ever

since the Conquest. The paternal line had

gradually absorbed into it many of the first

families of the north. Wentworth repre

sented, as the eldest son, the ancient blood

of the Wodehouses, Houghtons, Fitzwil

liams, Gascoignes, and alliances with the

noble houses of Clifford, De Spencer, Dar

cy, Quincy, Ferrars, Beaumont, Grant

mesnil, Peveril, and finally, through Mar

garet, grandmother of Henry VII., mounted

up to the Lancasters, and Plantagenets.

Though his whole political career was one

continued fight with the aristocracy, no

feudal baron, prince of the empire, or lord

of the isles, had ever more of the genuine

aristocrat. The feudal relation of the lord

to the tenant of the soil was just to his

taste; nor was he without pride in the re

gal part of his pedigree, and the corner of

his escutcheon, which bore the three lions.

The compliment might have been return

ed:—nec imbellem feroces progenerant aquilae

columbam, often a deceptive proverb, was

not balked in his case ; and a heathen

poet might have drawn, in old epic style,

crusading Richard in the Elysian fields, and

the seer directing his eye through the vista

of ages to the unborn shade of the last of

the Plantagenets. Difficult it might have

been to persuade the royal fighter that par

liaments were as awkward bodies as armies

of Saracens, and orders of council as hard

weapons as two-handed swords. But doubt

less convinced of this, the shade of Coeur

de Leon would have stalked the prouder

over the plains of Asphodel, as his cye

caught the vision of the second “Lion”

(so nicknamed) of the Plantagenet stock.

Of his youthful days we know little. He

early attained proficiency in the fashion

able accomplishments of the day, and on

the ample Wentworth manors imbibed that

taste for field sports, especially hawking

and fishing, which he always retained. To

the last he was a keen sportsman; and

thought himself too happy if from the toil

and cares of his Irish administration, he

could only escape for a week or two at

a time to Cosha, his “park of parks,” in

Wicklow county, and hawk or fish for

hours ankle deep in mud and wet. His

correspondence with Laud, at some of

these seasons, contains an amusing mix

ture of political, ecclesiastical, and sport

ing intelligence. Presents of dried fish, of

the Lord-deputy's catching, went up for

the Lent table at Croydon, but the an

nouncement of the intended generosity

mingles with a lament over the “decay of

hawks and martins in Ireland,” which de

ficiency he consoles himself he shall be

able to supply by establishing woods for

their especial protection. Nevertheless

there is an imperfection attending on hu

man schemes, sporting as well as other;

if the martins are encourged, the “pheas

ants must look well to themselves:” mean

time the archbishop shall have all the martin

skins that can be procured either for love or

money. Laud keeps up the pleasantry—is

duly grateful for the fish, but entreats him

to send no more hung beef from the York

shire larder; the last having been posi
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tively too tough to eat. Strafford apolo

gizes, but will not give up the merits of

his hung beef; no, the beef of Wentworth

Wodehouse was not to be despised; he

was certain, if the General Assembly (the

Scotch were just invading) once got a taste,

their mouths would water for it ever after,

and there would be no getting them out of

the country.

Such is the playful cover under which he

disguises the feeling for his ancestral home

and the scene of his youth. Strafford had

in a remarkable degree that habit of mind

which, if not peculiar to English states

men, may still be called highly English,

which subordinates entirely to the original

of the private, the aftergrowth of the pub

lic man; disdaining the pomp which iden

tifies the man with the station. With the

same mixture of pride and humility, with

which Warren Hastings left his native

Daylesford with the noble ambition of be

ing its squire, conquered India in the in

terval, and became squire of Daylesford,

he ever in the thick of public life clung to

his Yorkshire association, and to the circle

of his home—to others, what the world

had made him—to himself, himself, Went

worth of Wodehouse. And when he tore

himself from their endearments, to embark

for the last time for Ireland, and enter on

the wind-up scene of his life, it was the

parting consolation with which he braced

his mind, “I shall leave behind me as a

truth never to be forgotten, the full and per

fect remembrance of my being.”

The field sports and other kindred re

miniscences of Wentworth-Wodehouse

were thus not without their more serious

effect on Strafford's character. Mean time

a solid education was going on, in Latin,

French, and the best English authors.

From his early days he paid great atten

tion to his English style, and in writing

common notes and letters would take pains

to do them well. Nor when he entered at

a very early age at St. John's College,

Cambridge, was he at all backward in ap

preciating the advantages and the pleasures

of a place of learning. On leaving the col

lege he travelled abroad with a tutor, Mr.

Greenwood, a member of the sister univer

sity. For both college and tutor he re

tained ever after the warmest affection.

In the Strafford correspondence with Laud

we glance over a variety of facetious chal

lenges to one another upon their rival St.

John's, and their respective “Johnnisms.”

“What means this Johnnism of yours ?”

is the laugh of the primate at a puritanical

slip of his friend's pen—“What means this

Johnnism of yours till the rights of the

pastors be a little more settled 4 You

learned this from old Alvye or Billy Nel

son 1 Well, I see the errors of your breed

ing will stick by you ; pastors and elders,

all will come in if I let you alone.” Green

wood remained his intimate and constant

adviser till he left for Ireland, whitherWent

worth endeavored to bring him, but could

not prevail upon him to leave his cure.

Though separated, however, they kept up

an affectionate correspondence. Green

wood was confided with all plans and se

crets of the family, and “one who, on a good

occasion, would not deny his life to you,” did

the Lord-deputy, with heartfelt gravity of

gratitude, subscribe himself to his old tutor.

His university education and continental

travels completed, introduced him a scholar

and a cavalier into political and fashion

able life. He had a tall and graceful per

son, which, even when bowed by years of

sickness, retained its symmetry; aristo

cratical features not handsome, but full of

dignity and command: a head of thick dark

hair which he wore short, and a singular

complexion at once “pallid” and “manl

black,” like polished armor, heightened the

Strafford physiognomy. The cares of state

and his terrible illness added a ruggedness

he had not naturally ; and his enemies, in

allusion to the savage character which they

were so fond of attributing to him, discov

ered a likeness in his face to the lion.

Strafford had a disgust for this resemblance,

which an assumed carelessness and a

never-mind leonis facies facies hominis, as

the proverb says—ill concealed. After

all, to look like a lion is not to look like a

fool, a knave, or a coward; but he could

not bear the imputation which it implied.

One article of beauty he had on the highest

authority—a pair of delicate white hands,

pronounced by Queen Henrietta Maria to

be “the finest in the world.”

When with all the advantages, however,

of connexion, wealth, talent, and educa

tion, Sir Thomas Wentworth (for he had

succeeded to the baronetcy) found himself

at the age of twenty fairly launched into

London life, the possessor of a paternal

estate of six thousand a year—an immense

income in those days—representative of

his native county in parliament, and hus

band of the eldest daughter of the Earl of

Cumberland, far from aiming at the char

acter of a public man, he does not seem

even to have regarded his education as

finished. He continued it only with the

differences that distinguish the grown up

person's from the boy's tasks. There is
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something highly significant in that year

after year's patient attendance on the pro

ceedings of the Star Chamber, which com

menced from this time. The Star Cham

ber in those days, besides being the highest

in point of rank and of ultimate appeal, had

the most comprehensive and miscellaneous

routine of business of any court in the

kingdom : a crowd of causes, civil, po

litical, ecclesiastical, fiscal, daily rolled in;

a mixed and parti-colored body of judges,

bishops, lawyers, secretaries of state, and

lords of the household, presided. The

names of Bacon and Coke, Car and Buck

ingham, Abbot and Laud, Weston and

Coventry, reigned during this period.

Seven long years did Strafford devote to

this attendance; and, out of this rich and

intricate scene, the great facts of law, po

litics, and human nature, gradually submit.

ted themselves to his observation, formed

into groups, fixed upon rules, subsided into

principles.

His private exercises were of the same

practical character. He would often com

pose speeches on subjects on which some

distinguished specimen of rhetoric or argu

ment was extant, and afterwards compare

his own with the classical model, noting

accurately the different points in which his

came short of it: a practice by the way

highly illustrative of his general habit of

mind. He was always a severe judge of

his own performances of whatever kind,

reat or small, and would have criticised

#. whole career of statesmanship, from its

opening to its close, with the same candor

and coolness with which he saw the de

fects of half a morning's task at compo

sition. General literature, poetry and the

fine arts came in as a relief to his severer

tasks. Chaucer and Donne were his favorite

poets; the metaphysical or internal char

acter of Donne's pieces, so descriptive of

a struggling, mº, uneasy mind,

seems to have constituted their charm.

He was fond too of the pastoral poetry of

the classics. In his letters we come across

various traits of a taste for painting and

architecture; and he enjoyed the acquaint

ance of the two illustrious masters of those

arts, Inigo Jones and Wandyke, which he

found time to cultivate, even in the very

thick of his Irish administration.

It should not be forgotten, that the par

liaments of which he was throughout this

period a member, were as exciting and

a arming ones as England had yet seen.

The first entered into the famous contest

with James about the royal imposts on

merchandize; the second impeached Ba

con and Middlesex, and was dismissed in

anger after the celebrated “Protestation,”

for which Sir Edward Coke, Pym, and Sel

den, were imprisoned, and others of its

most distinguished members banished on

the king's service to Ireland. The roman

tic journey of Prince Charles to the Spanish

court, the rupture with Spain in conse

quence, and Buckingham's transient gleam

of popularity, gave it additional interest

and animation. Throughout these move

ments, which extended over a period of

ten years, we look in vain for any speech

of Strafford's in the journals of the House.

He was active as a country gentleman, and

paid the greatest attention to his duties as

Custos Rotulorum, which he was glad to do

for practice and county feeling's sake; but

on the great theatre of the world he was

silent—contented apparently to bide his

time, to work under ground till he came

up naturally to the surface, and mounted

by the force of events to the position for

which nature intended him.

The movement which did eventually liſt

him to this position is a part of his life

which has been much canvassed, but of

which neither the facts or the motives have

been fairly given. The ordinary statement

is, that having been throughout his parlia

mentary career a member and leader of the

democratical party, he all at once went over

to the Court, and accepted office. This is

not true. Strafford was always a royalist,

which King James showed his sense of by

giving him a high appointment in his own

county. He was moreover silent through

out the period mentioned, the speeches

that have been attributed to him being

spoken by a different person of the same

name—a Mr. Thomas Wentworth, repre

sentative for Oxford. True, however, it is,

that after a long career of silence we find

him suddenly, in the parliament of 1628, at

the head of a party with whom he never

acted before and never aſter. Ten years

of suspense and neutrality, a momentary

alliance with the republicans, and then war

with them to the knife—this requires ex

planation, but is not to be explained upon

the ordinary ground of political inconsist

ency and self-interested ambition.

The nation was at that time in a tran

sition state, divided between the two great

principles of authority and liberty, mo

narchical and popular power. The former,

however, was in possession of the field,

and had a right to consider itself the legal

constitutional principle, if the precedents

and the sanctions of a thousand years are

to go for any thing. Whereas now the
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throne is the formal, the parliament the

real part of the constitution, in those days

the throne was the reality, and parliament

the form : monarchy, not of the limited

and ambiguous, but boni fide character,

was the constitutional government of the

country, up to the time of the Rebellion,

triumphing over and ipso facto deadening

and nullifying whatever of charter or docu

ment was technically opposed to it. We

know not what is to constitute legitimacy,

what is to be considered as establishing a

principle in politics, and authorizing any

form of government whatever, if it is not

the uniform practice of centuries. Facts

constitute in time prescription, and surely

in matters of state prescription is every

thing; we are not contending against those

who think a strict monarchy in itself unna

tural and immoral. A long course of ac

knowledged and admitted acts of power,

a standard formed, a tone and a feeling

created and sustained, a certain impregna

tion of the whole political atmosphere—in

a word, the action of uniform precedent

settles and establishes that monarchy, or

that democracy, as it may be, which it

favors. People are not slow in admitting

its virtues in the one case, and why should

they deny it in the other Antiquarians

may refer us to Saxon Wittenagemots, and

talk of a theory of liberty which was never

obliterated in our national charters; we ask

simply what was the matter of fact with re

spect to the government of the country—

we want to know not what was in parch

ment, but what was done. The grave his

torian who informs us that monarchical pre

cedents “had for centuries thwarted the

operation and obscured the light of our free

constitution,” answers us most satisfactorily

if he will only allow us to separate his fact

from his mode of stating it. Monarchy

was the working principle of the state in

those days; and it is miserable trifling, and

standing upon a play of words, to assert

the identity of an assembly of burgesses,

who met compulsorily, and were dismissed

gladly, because it called itself a parliament,

with the parliament of the present day—to

antedate English liberty five hundred

years, and pare down the monarchy of

Edward the First to the model of De Lolme

upon the Constitution.

The monarchical principle was indeed

gradually weakening and sinking under the

Stewarts, and the popular one rising into

strength, reinforced by a formidable ally in

the spirit of religious fanaticism. The old

line of kings gone, the Stewarts unfortu

nately flagged, just in the very talents

which were necessary for the times; they

could interest and attract, but had none of

the iron of rule in their constitution. And

their appointments of ministers did not

supply their own deficiency: Car, a mere

spoilt child, shamed his royal employer in

the eyes of the world, and Buckingham,

gallant, generous, and not without address,

governed the king and left the nation to

itself. Still the old monarchy had even

now possession of the field, had descent

and precedent on its side. The constitu

tion of 1688, now the law of the land, was

as yet the intruder and innovator, just be

ginning to liſt its head, and peep above

ground: its successful establishment since

cannot antedate its rights: nay, that mid

dle system had hardly peeped; the con

test was, as its issue under Cromwell proved,

between monarchy and republicanism. It

was the right and it was the duty of any

loyal subject of the day who hated revolu

tion, of any one who, upon whatever theo

ry, chose to prefer absolutism to a mixed

polity, to defend if he could the monarchy

of the Plantagenets and Tudors, and drive

the popular spirit into its hole again.—And

if these were Strafford's politics, they

mingled at the same time with far higher

and more ethical ideas of the monarchical

position, than ever Plantagenet or Tudor

had realized. No advocate for the domi

nation of brute force, or an oriental despo

tism, wanton, indolent and luxurious, he

wished to establish simply an effective mon

archy—one that would do its work—look

after the people in real earnest, and feel itself

responsible for their physical, moral, and

religious improvement. If he thought that

such a government, strong and self-confi

dent in conscious purity and greatness,

would be invincible against pressure from

below, let it be so ; and let it be called a

despotism: it was a despotism perfectly

consistent with popular assemblies and

popular rights, because it undertook to

carry the nation along with it, to make the

popular mind conform itself, and bow all

hearts to its legitimate and well-earned

supremacy. The concordant will of sove

reign and people combined absolutism

and democracy in one system. But of this

further on.

Strafford had just the head and arm ne

cessary for such a project; he knew it, and

he had the wish naturally accompanying

such knowledge. The gatherings of a

long course of labor and observation,

moulded into statesmanlike form within his

mind, longed for their practical development

and trial; and that right arm, which sub
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dued Ireland, hung heavy and listless by

his side. He longed to try the bow which

favorite after favorite, and courtier after

courtier, had tried and could not bend.

Nor, if we may trust a certain indefinable

importance which had grown up about him,

(strangely enough considering his parlia

mentary inertia,) had such an idea escaped

others; or the determined neglect of effort

and display prevented the rise of a political

reputation, which marked him out inevitably

for state employment. There was one great

obstacle however: Buckingham wasthen the

only avenue to office : and the whole soul

moral and political of Strafford nauseated

the thought of accepting office as the pro

tegé of Buckingham.

Strafford's character-- we discern it im.

mediately—ran into what may be called po

etical excess on the article of proper pride

and independence. In the political and social

department alike, while some are for ever

pushing and others for ever insinuating

themselves, while obtrusive minds force,

and amiable ones coquet with the embraces

of society; a man here and there is all self

respect, will not part with one jot of secret

honor, will not stifle a whisper of internal

law, will not be enticed from the home

within, will not move from beneath the

high, o'erhanging, overawing shadow of

himself. Strongly as Strafford felt his

vocation for government, he would rather

have died in inactivity, obscurity and obli

vion, than have lowered himself by the pro

cess of admission to it, were it only the

ordinary obsequiousness which is thought

legitimate by the courtier. It went utterly

against his nature to make advances, to

beg and ask for what he wanted, to force

an alliance which was not offered, or incur

obligations where he had not sympathy and

respect. He made no difference between

an enemy and no-friend: and would perish,

he said, before he “borrowed his being”
from either.

On the other hand the favorite would

have his supremacy duly recognized by all

aspirants to office ; he would be courted,

and on Strafford's withholding this attention,

formed a dislike for him, assumed the court

bully, and commenced a series of irritating

personal attacks. Sir John Savile's noto

rious incompetency had originally vacated

the post of Custos Rotulorum, which Straſ.

ford now held : Buckingham chose to be.

lieve that Savile had been unfairly ousted,

and proposed his reinstatement. His op.

ponent's address, however, foiled him.

Strafford made out his case so clearly that

the minister was obliged to sound a retreat,

which he did in that showy, handsome way

which so became him, with many courteous

bows and apologies. He even went so far

as to give the obstinate man an opportunity

of recovering his ground, and getting into

favor. A most amicable message reached

Strafford, the drift of which could not be

mistaken ; which as much as said, do court

me, do beg me to befriend you, do be hum

ble and put yourself under my patronage—

do make me your channel to the royal

presence—I will give you employment and

make a great man of you. A polite but

guarded answer was returned, that Strafford

was ready to pay the Duke all the attention

and deference which he could as “an ho

nest man and a gentleman.” The conces

sion, such as it was, was to appearance

taken well, and the haughty antagonist

shook hands at the meeting of the Parlia

ment at Oxford. But the peace was a hol

low one, and the very next act of the min

ister was to prick him for sheriff, to dis

qualify him for sitting in the ensuing par

liament. Wentworth was urged by the po

pular party to follow the example of Sir

Edward Coke, Sir Francis Seymour, and Sir

Robert Philips, in pushing his election not

withstanding. But, though indignant in

the extreme, the advice of his father-in-law

Lord Clare prevailed ; he decided that the

king's service took precedence above that

of parliament, quietly took the sheriffdom,

and entered into the routine of county bu

siness. The apologetic Buckingham im

mediately disclaimed having had any con

cern with the act, declaring that he was in

Holland at the time : nevertheless a still

harder blow followed; as Strafford was

presiding over a full meeting of his county,

a writ was put into his hand, once more

dismissing him from the post of Custos

Rotulorum. The insult in the face of day

was too much for a choleric temper, and

produced an instantaneous and vehement

appeal from Strafford to the feelings of the

meeting.

“My lords and gentlemen,_I have here, even

as I sit, received his majesty's writ for putting

me out of the custoship I held in the commis

sion of peace, which shall by me be dutifully

and cheerfully obeyed: yet I could wish they

who succeed me had foreborne this time this ser

vice—a place in sooth ill chosen, a stage ill pre

pared for venting such poor vain insulting hu

mor. Nevertheless, since they will needs thus

weakly breathe upon me a seeming disgrace in

the public face of the county, I shall crave leave

to wipe it away as openly, as easily; seeing I

desire not to overlive the opinion of an honest

man among you, which in the course of the

world we see others regard too little.

“Shortly then, I have for divers years served
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the last King of ever-blessed memory, his Ma

jesty that now is, and this county, in the com

missions of Oyer and Terminer, that of the peace

and counsel. I have been employed from hence

in parliament, as oſt, as most men of my age,

and now attend, albeit unworthy, as sheriff.

Throughout I am ready under the great good

ness of God, yet with all humility and modesty,

to justify myself in ſº of any detraction or

calumny, even upon the price of my life, never

to have declined forth from the open and plain

ways of loyalty and truth toward their Majes:

ties, never to have falsified in a tittle the general

trust of my county, never to have injured or

overborn the meanest particular, under the dis

guised mask of justice or power.
“Therefore shame be from henceforth to them

that deserve it, for I am well assured now to en

joy a lightsome quiet as formerly. The world

may well think I knew the way which would

have kept my place: I conſess indeed, it would

have been too dear a purchase, and so 1 leave it.”

The Rubicon once crossed, open hostili

ties alone remained for either party.

Strafford was soon visited by a privy seal

demanding a contribution to , govern

ment; he refused it, and was imprisoned in

the Marshalsea, and afterwards at Deptford.

These proceedings inſuriated him. His

contempt was unbounded for the whole

class of courtiers; even when in the very

height of office he could never bring him:

self to speak of them but as “court vermin,”

the pests and plagues of the community;

and to be ridden over by their intrigues

would have been an unpardonable political

dishonor in his eyes, compared to which

the ignominious fate, of being kicked to

death by spiders, was no hyperbole. Po

litical views conspired with the sense of

honor. He had always disliked, and stood

taciturnly aloof from the policy of the

Stuart ministries; he now found himself

singled out as the victim and butt of this

very policy. The statesman and the indi

vidual were agreed: he wished to give

Buckingham a blow, and was in no humor

to be scrupulous in what company he gave

it. Misery makes strange bed-fellows: the

House was divided between the Court and

the opposition ; he had for a time a com

mon object with the anti-Buckingham side,

and he was a man who if he acted in ear

nest could not well help taking the lead. In

fine the Parliament of 1628 presents us

with the curious and astonishing spectacle

of the fierce royalist Strafford taking the

field at the head of the “Prynnes, the

Pyms, and the Bens,” against the King's

government. The effect was instantaneous

and triumphant. Hardly had the silent

and sullen man shown himself in his new

character, and uttered a fiery speech or

two, than the Court gave way; whether

they saw, as the poet says, the flame upon

his helmet, or heard the Achillean shout,

Buckingham and his clique fell flat before

him, and Strafford walked over them into

office an unpledged politician and an inde

pendent man.

We do not however strictly justify the

whole of Strafford's part in this contest.

Quick and stormy, a smoke, a flash, and

then all over—it must be regarded as one

of those rough proceedings into which

great men have been sometimes carried,

even by an excess of an honorable and lofty

principle. It should be considered that

the enmity of self-respect is not the enmity

of malice, and may be intense and ener

getic without being selfish. Because a

man will not court you, you persecute and

bully him—what follows 1 he is only ten

times more resolved against unbending—

nay more, to fortify himself against weak

ness he assumes the aggressive, and the

fear of being a dastard turns him into a

foe: a patriot Coriolanus brings down the

Wolsci upon Rome, and a royalist Strafford

marches “the Pyms, the Prynnes and the

Bens” upon an inconsiderate and ostraciz

ing Court.

He was made successively a Wiscount,

Lord President of the North, and Deputy

of Ireland, not without murmurs of surprise

and dissatisfaction, which once or twice

took an ominous form. A trifling anecdote

indicates what many felt. At his installa

tion as Wiscount, which took place with

great pomp and ceremony at Whitehall,

his emblazoned descent from the blood

royal attracted notice; and Lord Powis

vented his spleen thus briefly : “Dammy, if

ever he comes to be King of England, I will

turn rebel.” With deference to his lord

ship's valor, we think he would have

thought a second time about it. Another

story is more of the sober earnest charac

ter. On the eve of Stafford's elevation, he

and Pym casually met at Greenwich, when,

after a short conversation on public affairs,

they separated with these memorable words

addressed by Pym to Strafford—“You are

going to leave us, but I will never leave you

while your head is upon your shoulders.”

Strafford needed no such warning to im

press him with a sense of his danger. The

favorite oath which marked the Lord Depu

ty's communication of an inflexible resolve,

“on peril of my life,” to which upon nota

ble occasions he added,—“and that of my

children”—tells a tale.

If the advantage of a minister's post is to

be measured by the scope it gives for his
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talents, no more fortunate department

could have fallen to Strafford than Ireland.

The country presented at that time, in

most awkward combination, the difficulties

ofa civilized and an uncivilized state. Under

King James, who prided himself, not unde

servedly, upon his attention to her, English

law had superseded, to a great extent, the

power of the old chieftains; the natives

had been brought down from their moun

tains, and the establishment of the Scotch

in Ulster, and of English plantations in va

rious parts, had given a move to agricul

ture, and encouraged more settled and in

dustrious habits in the people. On the

other hand, the looseness of the monarchical

reins, in the Stewart hand, had increased

the difficulties of government. The Irish,

while they had not been untaught all their

barbarism, had also imbibed notions of po

litical liberty which they had not before;

and the new Scotch population, as Strafford

proved to his cost, were a set of subjects

that no government could congratulate it

self upon. The power of the chieftains

had been succeeded by the license of a dis

orderly nobility, who, if they could not con

trol their inferiors as they had before, had

no notion of being controlled themselves;

corruption had crept into every department

of the public service ; justice was feebly

and partially administered; an ill disciplin

ed and ill provided army preyed upon the

substance of the common people; monop

olists swallowed up one source of reve

nue, the nobility, who had possessed them

selves of the crown lands, the other.

Church property was in as bad case, de

voured wholesale by the nobility, and the

wretched remnant seized in the shape of

commendams and fraudulent wasting fines,

by a covetous puritanical episcopate, and

higher clergy. In church and state alike,

from the council board, the judicial bench,

and the episcopal chair downwards, every

man, high and low, was engaged in the no

ble employment of feathering his own nest;

and Ireland was one Augean stable of cor

ruption. Such were the chaotic materials

out of which Strafford undertook to evolve

his darling project of a regeneration of the

monarchy.

In July, 1633, he arrived in Dublin, set

tled himself in his post, made new arrange

ments in the vice-regal court and house

hold, sounded the people about him, tried

his strength in various encounters with in

dividual noblemen ; and after he had thus

felt his way, and got information enough,

decided on his great plan.

Before the monarchy could raise its head

and do anything for the country, one thing

was absolutely and indispensably necessa

ry: its means and resources must be in

creased—in other words, the king must have

money. Good and evil have fought for this

ally since the foundation of the world: the

highest contests of the middle ages assum

ed the form of mercantile strife, and from

ideas, that spanned the universe and pierc

ed the sky, leaped by a step to money.

Strafford's monarchy, grand and sacred

source of good, sovereignty of virtue, em

pire in the clouds, wanted money; and

how to replenish the royal purse, was the

all-absorbing question. The difficulty un

der which the dynasty of the Stewarts had

writhed, Strafford had a notion he could

settle, and proposed a bold move for the

urpose—an Irish Parliament.

Of all the projects that could be thought

of for extricating the monarchy out of its

difficulties, the most repulsive, the most

alarming, and the most nauseous, to a

Stewart, was that of a Parliament. A me

nagerie of wild beasts let loose, an army of

locusts, monsters from the vasty deep,

Goths, Huns, and Tartars, were but faint

symbols of the terrible political image

which an assembly of his faithful subjects

presented to him. Parliaments were in

trinsically odious, unmanageable things;

time after time had they been dismissed,

till it seemed part of their constitution to

be so dealt with ; a dogmatic catena con

demned them; they were King James's

five hundred tyrants; Charles's “hydras

cunning and malicious,” and “cats that

grew cursed with age;” three had recently

been dismissed in succession; and the king

had quietly made up his mind to go on

without them. Do manage without a par

liament—anything in the wide world but

a parliament, was the almost supplicating

language of the English cabinet to Straf.

ford, on his first broaching the thought.

Nevertheless, Strafford saw that he must

have a parliament—that odious as was the

encounter, it must be tried: parliamen's

there had always been ; they were ingrain

ed in the English constitution—its working

constitution—and it was absurd to think of

doing without them : facts could not be

unmade by being not seen, by shutting your

eyes to them, by turning your back upon

them. A parliament therefore must be

held. More than this, he aspired to mak

ing a parliament not only an engine of sup

plies, a mere necessary evil, but a positive

gain, and addition of strength to the roy

altv.

fie general feebleness of the Stewart
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governments may be reduced almost to one

defect—they did not face the nation; the

nation looked them in the face, steadily, re

solutely, and—fearful symptom of a fallin

cause—they did not return the look, but

shrank from its eye. Discomfited in par

liament, they consoled themselves at home

with theories of the regal power ; and a

most miserable contrast was of course

the result, of a royalty potent in theory,

inefficient in practice; “I make both law

and Gospel,” said King James, and did not

uphold his omnipotence with his little

finger. Amidst high-sounding definitions

of sovereignty, the privy seals came trem

blingly forth, afraid of the light of day, and

scraped up . by hole-and-corner

methods, by forced loans and benevolences,

from the private subject. This was not the

method of the Lancasters and Plantage

nets: no theorizers, but practical men,

they boldly rode forth upon their royalty,

and the nation, like a generous steed, ex

ulted in the strong hand of its rider. What

did such men care for parliaments? thought

Strafford: a regular Plantagenet, he said,

Meet your parliament, catch the wolf’s eye

first, he will retire if you confront him. Let

this be the test: if you can stand it, you

are not merely saved, but raised, liſted up

sky-high ; if you cannot, your monarchy is

good for nothing.—“I did always,” were

his words on the scaffold, for which he has

been charged with hypocrisy with no sort

of reason—“I did always think parliaments

to be the happy constitution of the kingdom

and nation, and the best means, under God,

to make this king and his people happy.”

A parliament accordingly was summoned.

There was one part of the constitution

of an Irish parliament, which made it much

easier of management than an English one.

By an act passed in the reign of Henry VII.

commonly known by the name of “Poyn

ing's Act,” the houses could only debate

on those propositions which the lord depu

ty or council put before them. Strafford,

we need hardly say, strongly appreciated

the merits of this statute; but, strange as

it may appear, its very monarchical charac

ter made the home government afraid to

stand upon it; it seemed to be too much of

a privilege to claim in such times; and what

took away from the perilousness of a ses.

sion once begun, required greater courage

in the first instance to seize and take the

advantage of. Moreover, a sort of legal

haze had gathered about the act; an his

torical interpretation was claimed for it in

contradistinction to the letter by the popu.

lar party, and King James, it was said, had

introduced subsequently to it the Magna

Charta into Ireland, one corollary from

which great document was freedom of de

bate. Strafford insisted on the letter, and

with a side sneer at King James's adminis

tration, for not “understanding the rules

of government,” snatched the statute from

the scissors of Mr. Attorney-General and

the lawyers, who were preparing to cut

and pare it down to modern shape, and

safely deposited the precious document in

his cabinet, in the most honored compart

ment of Irish records.

So far, so good—Poyning's Act was

gained; but this very act brought him, as

a very first step, into contact with a minor

legislative assembly, in the shape of the

Irish Council, who were to be taken into

his deliberations upon the subject of the

propositions to be made to parliament.

The class of official men in Ireland,

owing to the distance and laxity of the

home government, as well as a succession

of indifferent lord deputies, had become

any thing but a safe and honorable set of

advisers. Their general practice was to

get round the lord deputy on his arrival,

coax and flatter him into a course of negli

gence, or some precipitate or rapacious

act; after which they hung in terrorem over

him, and with his exposure in their power,

followed their own devices in security.

Strafford soon discovered their character,

and looked about him with very like the

caution and distrust which the vicinity of

pickpockets excites. “God deliver me,”

he says, “from this ill sort of men, and

give me grace to see into their designs.”—

The council was composed of various no

blemen and high officers of state, one of

whom, the chancellor, as second in the

country permanently, considered his post

not at all inferior to the changing office of

lord deputy. The whole body, grown enor

mously insolent and untractable, put the

lord deputy virtually at defiance, dictated

to, harrased and bullied him.

Strafford had, very early on his arrival,

taken pains to teach these officials their

proper place. One order, procured from

the king, forbade any member of the coun

cil sitting covered in the lord deputy's pres

ence: by another, they were not allowed to

speak to one another at the council board,

but obliged to address every word to the

lord deputy. Discipline still more hum

bling to the stomachs of these great men

was added, ea abundanti, by Strafford him

self. The most punctual and business-like

man in the empire, when he chose, he as

sembled his council, and kept them for
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hours waiting, “attending on his leisure.”

Thus tamed and brought into something

like training, they had also been augmented

by two friends of his own, Sir George

Radcliffe and Sir Christopher Wandesford.

Strongly averse as he was to the interference

of official counsellors, no man living had

more respect than Strafford for advisers of

his own choosing. Years of uninterrupted

friendship, during which he had habitually,

and on all occasions public and private,

consulted them, had proved the ability and

affection of these two : he brought them

with him to Ireland, and they formed his

cabinet, and never left his side. They three

met every day, debated on whatever ques

tion was coming on, argued pro and con,

discussed circumstances and probable con

sequences, and thoroughly sifted it before

bringing it into public.

He was threatened with more plagues,

in the shape of councils andj ad

visers, even than the Irish Council-board.

A certain body existed, known by the name

of the “Lords of the Pale,” of whose pri

vileges it was difficult at that time to say

what they exactly were, and how far they

had grown obsolete and been superseded

by political changes. The body existed,

however, and claimed to be consulted upon

the opening of parliament; and it number

ed many noblemen among its members, the

weight of whose family names was a re

spectable addition to the more venerable,

but less ascertainable claims of the body.

The representative of the Pale on this

occasion was the Earl of Fingal, a some

what empty-headed nobleman, who, on the

strength of being a leader or tool of the

disaffected party, assumed the man of im

portance, and gave himself consequential

airs. He waited in due form and ceremo

my for and in the behalf of the Pale, on the

lord deputy—had heard a report that there

was to be a parliament—was anxious to

know the truth of the matter, as in that

case their Lordships of the Pale would pre

pare themselves for deliberation as to the

course to be pursued upon so critical an

occasion; their Lordships of the Pale were

exceedingly desirous to promote the good

of their country, and their Lordships of the

Pale thought their advice and counsel high

ly necessary for that end—all this, says

Strafford, in a grave electorate kind of way.

Strafford had a variety of modes of an

swer, according to the merits of cases and

individuals; but for one he had a great par

tiality—the round answer—a phrase of very

frequent occurrence in his despatches.

The answer to the representative of the

Pale was, it may be readily supposed, a very

round one indeed : “..As he was the mouth

which came to open for them all, I thought fit

to close it as soon as I could.” The Earl of

Fingal was simply informed that his ques

tion was ignorant, impertinent, and pre

sumptuous, and the claims of himself and

colleagues utterly contemptible; and his

lordship retired from the presence-chamber,

himself “a little out of countenance,” and

the Pale wholly extinguished.

The important meeting of the council

board still remained. Strafford's proposi

tion to parliament was simply a demand of

six subsidies of thirty thousand each ; and

he sent in that proposition for discussion at

the board, purposely keeping away himself,

that he might elicit the more freely their

real sentiments, but ready to interpose on

the first symptom of matters going wrong.

That symptom very soon appeared.

We have mentioned some Stewart mis

takes of government; the bargaining poli

cy, a descent from high ground, and ipso

}. confession of weakness, was one.

King James had gone on, throughout his

reign, buying and selling with his parlia

ment, piecing offer and demand together:

I will give this, if you will give that—so

much prerogative for so many pounds ster

ling—till the royalty and the nation seemed

at last exhibiting themselves as two mar

ket-women, at a stall, bating and cheapen

ing and cheating each other. The blunder

still went on ; and the Council had hardly

laid their wise heads together, before they

made it. They spread the annual payment

of the subsidies over a year and a half, and

then coupled even this diminished demand

with a monopoly and a pardon bill, as a

quid pro quo to the popular party to buy off

the opposition. But Strafford was at hand,

and waiting in his cabinet: information

reached him from Radcliffe and Wandes

ford of the turn things were taking; his

mind in a moment fastened on the weak

point, and before the discussion could pro

ceed further, the lord deputy was in pro

priá persona at the head of the council

board, giving his sage councillors as rough

a set down as ever set of erring politicians

received. Did they imagine that the king

would degrade himself by such wretched,

paltry shifts 1 No, no: my great master,

and my gracious master, and my royal

master, and my sovereign master, would

act very differently. “Like all other

wise and great princes, his majesty expect

ed to be trusted; he would not in any case

admit of conditions, or be proceeded withal

as by way of bargain or contract; he would
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be provided for as the head, and care for

his people as members; as a gracious and

good king, but still according to the order

of reason, nature, and conscience—himself,

his people afterwards. They had begun

altogether at the wrong end, thus consult

ing what would please the people in a par

liament, when it would better become a

privy council to consider what might please

the king, and induce him to call one.”

Think no more, he continues, of your mo.

nopoly bills, of your parliament pardons—

“poor shallow expedients! The king has

no fancy for them. It is far below my great

master to feed his people with shadows or

empty pretences: if the noble and real

favors of a gracious and wise king will not

carry it, he will do without your money,

and expect with patience the honor that

will attend him, the repentance that will

fall upon yourselves in the conclusion.”

Full of his own majestic illimitable idea

of the monarchy, Strafford went on, and

poured forth the whole of his royalist soul

upon the assembled council. He rose from

eloquence to poetry; the beams of light

and truth were invoked upon the demon of

suspicion—“That spirit of the air that

walked in darkness between king and peo

º :” and from the midst of a magnificent

abyrinth of sentences, and an overshadow.

ing cloud of imagery, the board was in

formed that in case they and Parliament

refused to accept the Lord-deputy's view

he should forthwith put himself at the head

of his majesty's army, and there persuade

them fully that his majesty had reason on his

side—the puissant Straffordian oath —on

peril of my life and that of my children—

followed the threat.

“...Annuit et totum nutu tremefecit Olym

pum.”—The council was fairly taken aback

and overwhelmed by this portentous dis

play of energy; the proposition of the six

subsidies passed free from all degrading ap

pendages; and no wills or councils inter.

vened now between Strafford and his parlia.

ment.

One thing more he thought proper to

attend to, because he would lose no chance

of success—the ceremonial department.

He resolved to have the most stately and

gorgeous ceremonial of a parliament that

had ever been known in Ireland.

On Strafford's first arrival he found

every thing connected with court etiquette

in the lowest possible state of neglect. A

melée of all ranks used the vice-regal castle

in club-house fashion, parading galleries,

swinging doors, and making themselves

free every where. Strafford showed his

acuteness in making it one of the first acts

to correct this disorder — when change

would be less invidious than afterwards,

and would come as a simple order from

the king, without any appearance of per

sonal pride on the deputy's part—“I crave

such a direction from his majesty,” he says,

“that they may know it to be his pleasure:

otherwise I shall be well content it may be

spared, having in truth no such vanity in

myself as to be delighted with any of these

observances.” Nevertheless he sent with

his letter as accurate a table of etiquette,

for the king's approval, as the most rigid

master of the ceremonies could desire.

Noblemen were admitted on days of meet

ing to the presence chamber; the drawing

chamber was assigned to the untitled class

below them, who were not however allowed

to bring in their servants; the gallery to

the members of the council. The audacity

of the gentlemen ushers, who had been in

the habit of following their masters the

lord chancellor and the treasurer into the

lord deputy's presence, was repressed, and

they were enjoined to stop at the gallery

door: the purse-bearer, who had ambitious

ly mixed himself with the councillors in

the gallery, received the same direction;

and the lord chancellor, it was added, ought

to be too proud to carry his own purse in

the lord deputy's presence.

Policy and feeling combined produced

these arrangements. Strafford's awful

ideas of the monarchy colored every thing

down to a king's little finger with majesty.

If the king wrote a letter, it was his “sa

cred pen” that officiated: if he went from

one place to another, it was his “blessed

journey.” And as the representation and

reflection of royalty, he regarded himself

as raised far above nobility : he taught the

proudest of Irish lords to feel their “im

mense distance,” and hide their diminished

heads before the shadow of a king. He

had a natural, even a simple love of pomp

and ceremony, and, but for a strong intel

lect, would have been bombastic ; as it

was, nobody was less so. “I am naturally

modest,” he says of himself, with real sim

plicity, “and extreme unwilling, to be held

supercilious and imperious among them.”

—and his social habits formed a sufficient

contrast to his haughtiness as viceroy.

He was fond of conversation and shone in

it, especially in the entertaining depart

ment; and, whenever he could spare the

time, after supper walked off his friends

into his cabinet, where he smoked and told

good stories, of which he had a copious

supply, or at Christmas time played at
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Primero and Mayo, at which he was an

adept. At his public table he was very

conscientious in playing the don on one

point. It was always splendidly provided,

though he partook but sparingly of it him

self; but he allowed no toasts, except on

solemn days the King, Queen, and Prince,

in order to mark his discountenance of the

habits of drinking then universal in Ireland.

As the great day of the opening of par

liament drew near, vast pains were taken

to collect all the information on the cere

monials which had been observed on such

occasions; tables of forms and precedence

were ransacked, solemn rolls and parch

mentsº from the dust of ages,

and heraldry, with her inspiring insignia

and mystic antique glare, summoned to the

scene. On July 14, 1634, with the sound

of trumpets and wave of banners, a mag

nificent procession moved to the parlia

ment house, through the streets of Dub.

lin, such as Ireland, it was said, had never

seen before—her whole aristocracy (ac

cording to exact order of rank and date of

patent)—knights and squires, dukes, earls

and barons in their robes, bishops and arch.

bishops in their rochets, privy councillors

and ministers of state with all the badges

of office; the courts of law were emptied

of their judges and serjeants: heralds,

pursuivants, and troops, filled up the inter

stices, and serjeants-at-arms with naked

swords flanked; the long line wound up

with Strafford himself, who marched sur

rounded with all the paraphernalia of vice

regal pomp, Lord Brabazon bearing his

train, Lord Ormond the sword, Lord Kil

more the cap. The procession halted at

the great entrance of St. Patrick's, where

the chapter and choir met them, and, with

the Archbishops of Cashel and Tuam, head

ed them into the cathedral, singing the Te

Deum: and after service and a sermon from

the Primate, Strafford opened the session.

Step by step all had succeeded hitherto,

and Strafford determined not to be want

ing to himself at the wind-up scene. Sum

moning every nerve and muscle, and strain

ing every joint, for a last effort, he threw

down the gauntlet, declared in a speech

of unshrinking swing and power his full

resolution, and dashed the royalty in the

face of the Irish parliament. “And al

beit,” he continues, after a general sketch

of affairs—

“Albeit his Majesty need insist upon no other

argument to bow you to his just desires, but his

own personal merit, and those sovereign duties

you owe him for his justice and protection, in

comparison whereof I confess indeed all that

can be said is far subordinate, yet you will admit

me, that sees how much the whole frame of this

Commonwealth, by a close consent of parts, is

like to settle or suffer with the good or bad success

of this present meeting, as a person that hath no

end but uprightly to dispense my master's jus

tice amongst you, without acceptance of per

sons; nor expects, hopes for no other reward

than through the monuments and testimonies f

trust I shall be able to leave behind me, to be

acknowledged when I am gone, by you and your

children, a true lover of your country: give me

leave, I say, as a person thus qualified, thus

affected, to tell you plainly, that if you do not

perfectly and cheerfully conform yourselves to

ſulfil his Majesty's desires, you render your

selves to all equal minds the most unwise, the

most unthankful, the most unpardonable people

in the world.

“For lay your hands upon your hearts, and

tell me if ever the desires of a mighty and

powerſul king were so moderate, so modest,

taking, asking nothing ſor himself, but all ſor

you. . His Majesty hath contracted a vast debt

merely in the service of this crown, and now

wishes you to ease him of the burden. His Ma

jesty issueth all he hath willingly for your pro

tection and safety—nay, hath entered into a

new charge of seven thousand pounds a year

for safeguarding your coast. His Majesty and

his royal father have had but one subsidy from

you, where England hath given them thirty

subsidies; and can you he so indulgent to your

selves as to be persuaded you must ever be ex

empt: if it should be so, certainly the stars

were more propitious to you than to any other

conquered nation under heaven. No, no; let

no such narrow, inward considerations possess

you ; but roundly and cheerfully apply your

selves to the contentment of his Majesty after

your long peace. . . -

“Suffer no poor suspicions or jealousies to

vitiate your judgment. Take heed of private

meetings and consults in your chambers. Here

is the proper place. His Majesty expects not

to find you muttering and mutinying in corners.

I am commanded to carry a wakeſul eye over

these private and secret conventicles; therefore

it beloves you look to it. - -

“Finally,” he concludes, “I wish you a right

judgment in all things, yet let me not prove a

Cassandra among you—to speak truth, and not

be believed. However, speak truth I will, were

I to become your enemy for it. Remember,

therefore, that I tell you, you may easily make

or mar this parliament. If you proceed with

respect, without laying clogs or conditions upon

the king, as wise men and good subjects ought

to do, you shall infallibly set up this parliament

eminent to posterity, as the very basis and

foundation of the greatest happiness and pros

perity that ever befell this nation. But if you

meet a great king with narrow circumscribed

hearts, if you will needs be wise and cautious

above the moon, remember again I tell you, you

shall never be able to cast your mists before the

eyes of a discerning king; you shall be ſount

out; your sons shall wish they had been the

children of more believing parents; and in a

time when you look not for it, when it shall
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be too late ſor you to help, the sad repentance of

an unadvised breach shall be yours—lasting

honor shall be my master's.”

The speech, delivered with rude fiery

vehemence of action and tremendous force

of lungs, fairly overcame the house. With

out staying to balance arguments or ex

amine motives, they were thoroughly taken

aback and surprised by a voice which made

their ears ring again, and the old walls re

verberate, and they instinctively reasoned

that a man who had such lungs at such a

time, was not to be trifled with. No bar

barian leader indeed, Thracian or Cau

casian, could have hit upon a more ab

original theory of power, a nearer approach

to elemental government before chaos was

reduced to order.—And the Irish lords, de

scendants of the chieftains, staring in mute

wonder at their magnificent Norman vice

roy—one man singly confronting and beat

ing a nation—was indeed a scene of old

Plantagenet fire, a wild autumnal lighting

up of the monarchy before its sun set. The

six subsidies, a larger supply than an Irish

parliament had ever given, were passed

whole, without opposition.

“My lords and gentlemen” would not

have been extremely pleased, could they

have overlooked Strafford's shoulder, as he

enned a paragraph to Laud shortly after

—“Well spoken it is, good or bad. I can

not tell whether: but whatever it was, I

spake it not betwixt my teeth, but so loud

and heartily that I protest unto you I was faint

withal at the time, and the worse for it for

two or three days after. It makes no matter;

for this way I was assured they should have

sound at least, with how little weight so

ever it should be attended. And the suc

cess was answerable; for had it been low

and mildly delivered, I might perchance

have gotten from them, It was pretty well;

whereas this way filling one of their senses

with noise, and amusing the rest with

earnestness and vehemence, they swear

(yet forgive them, they know not what they

say) it was the best spoken they ever heard

in their lives. Let Cottington crack me that

nut now.”

The last allusion carries a train of me

lancholy with it. The height of Strafford's

success was the moment which brought

peering from its hole that court envy which

pursued him to his dying day. Even now

the canker had begun ; a too sensitive

mind, a body worn by illness, depressed,

though they did not sour him. He felt him

self ºxyoxgiving, and talked of old age and

gray hairs;–" In good earnestness, I

should wax exceeding melancholy were it

not for two little girls that came now and

then to play with me.”

The following December witnessed an

other equally successful session of parlia

ment; and simultaneously with it, an Irish

convocation met for the discussion of a

most fundamental point, which called all

Strafford's zeal and activity as a churchman

into requisition.

The Church had been the very first and

earliest care of the lord deputy on his en

trance into office: it needed reform full as

much as the state, and it appealed more

forcibly, because more directly, to his reli

gion. Strafford's was essentially a religious

mind: he regarded himself as on a mission

for the cause of good against evil, as all

heroic minds since the foundation of the

world have done, as even in our own day,

with all his miserable alloy, did Nelson feel

in his battles with an atheistical power.

It was the fight of the Church of England

against puritanism, a complex fight. The

puritan was a compound of the democrat

and the ſanatic, his mind the visionary seat

of a religious republic, and the scene of a

grotesque imagery of drum and pulpit,

sword and Genevan gown: he looked on

ward through fields of blood to the battle

of Armageddon, the new empire of the

“saints,” and crown and mitre trampled

under foot. The Royalist had as deeply

felt a theory, on the other side, of Church

and King. The hierarchical system which

had co-existed with the nation from the

first, was embraced in his idea of the na

tional life; and to puritanize the Church

involved a sort of death or metempsychosis

of the nation. A theory real as the solid

earth in its day, now passed. Alas, one age

has a mode of linking and associating,

which another has not, and time after time

the cubical verity, the primordial ideal atom

betrays its joining and comes undone. The

two sides were on the eve of gathering

their embattled fronts: Strafford, imagina

tive, intense, in the royalist view, seemed

destined and marked out for the antagonist

of the fighting visionary on his way to

Anºi. and his Irish mission bound

him both to purge a puritanizing and to

fortify a despoiled Church for the approach

ing struggle. But he had, moreover, on

this subject an intimate friend and guide, to

whom he owed the strength of his con

victions and whose suggestions wholly

ruled him.

Amid the crowd of intriguing, bustling,

short-headed statesmen, that thronged the

court of the Stewarts, Strafford had observ

ed one man with a view—who had taken his
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line, and who kept to it with an unwearying

and dogged pertinacity, from which no hu

man power could divert him. A continual

resident at court through a most busy period,

Archbishop Laud had maintained, amidst

the business levities and distractions of such

an atmosphere, one grave uniform imper

turbable course, which only waited now for

Buckingham's death, to raise him, a simple

king's chaplain to begin with, to the pre

miership. Strafford's observations at the

Star Chamber had impressed him with a

vast respect for the future primate : on the

other hand, Laud's critical and experienced

eye observed in his admirer the statesman

whom it was of the utmost consequence to

engage for the Church's cause. It was his

policy to lay hold of and indoctrinate such

men : he had gained an influence even over

the light-hearted Buckingham; and now

that more difficult times were approaching,

he was not sorry to see within his reach a

politician of a new and more serious school.

The connection thus begun on public

grounds cemented into the closest and ten

derest private friendship. Though most

different men—it is almost absurd to com

pare them—they had many points in com:

mon; the same union of an irritable and

sensitive with a most affectionate temper;

the same untiring patience, the same indo

mitable courage. }. subtle Hamilton well

described their two kinds of courage, when,

on the meeting of Charles' last parliament,he

warned the king of the approaching fate of

his two ministers, because the “one would be

too great to fear, and the other too bold to fly.”

The feeling of a common cause and common

danger strengthened their intimacy as time

went on : there is no basis for private friend

ship like the public one, like union in a great

cause, where there are no differences of

opinion about it; and Laud and Strafford

had none. On all the questions that came

on in Church and State they felt absolutely

alike, and reflected like two mirrors each

other's views. Higher feelings mingled

with those of affection. The mind of

Strafford, naturally formed for reverence,

honored the Church in the person of its

Primate: the Archbishop’s “Salutem in

Christo” met its response; and “your son,”

and “my ghostly father,” and “the glory o

that obedience which I have set apart for you,”

expressed the deeper regard of the church

man towards his spiritual superior. Laud

accepted the submission with a smile.

“Well, you have given me the freedom; I

will make use of it; and as long as you

shall retain the obedience of a son, I will

take upon me to be your ghostly father. If

therefore from henceforward I take upon

me to command, lay down your sword for

the time and know your duty.”

The Irish Church campaign opens with

a series of irregular encounters between

Strafford, with Laud at his back, and a

variety of earls, barons, knights, bishops,

archbishops, deans, and dignitaries of all

kinds, lay and ecclesiastical, to get back

sundry Church spoils in their possession.

There is a mixture of seriousness and ſun

in the correspondence of the two on these

opening transactions; both in high spirits

at the new prospects in Church and State;

and Strafford getting his hand in, and taking

no small pleasure in the exercise. He had

in a remarkable degree what Bishop Butler

calls “indignation at public vice;” a case

of oppression roused all the knight-errant

in his breast; he was famed in his county

as the protector and avenger of the poorer

class, and the poor Irish Church, appealing

to his justice from the extortion and sacri

lege of the great, was just the object to

rouse him. “I foresee,” he says of Church

spoliation, “this is so universal a disease,

that I shall incur a number of men's dis

pleasures of the best rank among them.

But were I not better lose these for God

Almighty's sake, than lose him for theirs?

So you see I shall quickly have as few

friends as may be.” Thus excited, the

Primate and Lord-deputy begin hallooing

and answering one another across the

Channel, like voice and echo-Jīrcades

ambo et cantare pares at respondere parati.

Backwards and forwards goes the watch

word “Thorough,” the symbol of political

force and vigor—a heathen reader would

imagine it some Ossianic deity, from its

extraordinary personality; and in rapid

succession pass and repass the names of

“my Lord Cork’’ and “my Lord Antrim,”

“my Lord Clanricard ” and “Sir Daniel

O'Brien,” and “Sir Henry Lynch,”—and

then my lords the bishops, his grace of

Cashel, their lordships of Down, Cork,

Waterford, Killala—“The Church cormo

rants ſ” says Laud—“they are fed so full

upon it that they have fallen into a fever.”

“Have at the ravens,”—replies Strafford,

“if I spare a man of them, let no man ever

spare me.”—“Your lordship is a good phy

sician,” writes back Laud—“no physic

better than a vomit, if given in time, and

you have taken a judicious course to ad

minister one so early to my lord of Cork.

Join Sir T. Fitz Edmonds to the rest of his

fellows, and make him vomit up Cloyne.”

“I shall trounce a bishop or two in the

castle chamber,” writes Strafford—“The
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Bishop of Killala—I warmed his old sides

—the Bishop of Down, the Dean of Lon.

donderry, &c. &c.” “'Twill be a brave er

ample,” is Laud's reply—“he deserves it

plentifully—I have a nice set of charges

against a friend of yours, a St. John's

man,” writes Strafford, and is answered,

“If but half of them are true, make an ex

ample of him: keep the bishops from their

sacrilegious alienations; turn the chief

offenders out of their bishoprics, 'twill do

more good to Ireland than any thing that

hath been there these twenty years.” “Go

on,”—wrote the Primate in the midst of

these fights with the nobility and hierarchy

(Strafford's sympathy unbosomed all the fire

in his breast)—“Go on, my Lord, I must needs

say this is thorough indeed—you have decy

phered my note well—thorough and thorough.

Oh I that I were where I might do so too—go

on a God's name.” The “Lady Mora,” the

personification of the half and half moderate

system on which the English cabinet went,

fares but ill—“The Lady Mora as heavy as

lead”—“My lady commends her to you,and

would make more haste, but stays to accom

modate private ends.” And then another

“thorough and thorough,” re-echoed by a

“thorough and throughout,” assures the two

correspondents of their mutual courage and

fidelity.

By dint of a continued fight with the

aristocracy, Strafford actually contrived

during his administration to increase the

property of the Church thirty thousand

a year—an incredible sum for that day.

Other more important cares however ac

companied the pecuniary one. The church

es were in shameful repair; the service in

many omitted altogether, and in none per

formed creditably; the surplice and other

externals getting into general disuse. The

clergy were a disorderly class, grossly ig

norant, and steeped in puritanical prejudi

ces. The miserable poverty of benefices

excuses in a measure their inordinate

pluralities: sixteen livings were hardly

felt by the Archbishop of Cashel, and it

was reckoned that in some cases six hardly

furnished the parochial priest with clothes.

Laud consented to put off a stringent law

against this abuse, on the assurance of

Strafford that it was simply impossible to

enforce it as things were. “Indeed, my

lord,” replies the primate, excusing him

self, “I knew it was bad, very bad in

Ireland, but that it was so stark naught

I did not believe. Stay the time you

must.”

Under Strafford's administration these

corruptions met an unsparing and vigorous

correction. Pluralities, though they could

not be taken away, were restrained; the

introduction of English scholars gave a

move to learning; Laud, much against his

will made chancellor of the University of

Dublin, presided over an improved system

of clerical education; and a party of theo

logians, of which Bramhall was the head,

occupied itself zealously in the dissemina

tion of high church views. Westments and

church externals were enforced, the fabrics

repaired, and Strafford had even determined

on king's letters patent for rebuilding all

the cathedrals in Ireland.

A trivial anecdote shows the spirit of his

restorations. The Earl of Cork had three

years before erected a large family monu

ment at the very east end of St. Patrick's,

in the absence of the altar, which in those

puritan times had been made to travel

down towards the body of the church. As

it entirely blocked up all return of the

altar, Strafford, at Laud's suggestion, in

sisted on its removal to some other place.

The Earl of Cork felt his family pride of.

fended, and did not understand these new

ecclesiastical pretensions. He urged that

the chapter had consented to its erection,

and that three years had passed without

any objection being made : and, lastly, ap

pealed to Laud's consideration on the

ground of his own good character and

charities. Laud, in reply, was happy to

hear that he spent the money, he had

robbed the Church of, so well, but insisted

on the removal of the monument. The

earl wrote up to his friends in the ad

ministration, told the lord keeper that the

tomb contained “the bones of a Weston,”

and, after stirring up all his interest,

appealed to the king in council. Charles

refused to interpose; and the earl, much

to Strafford's amusement, transported his

monument in packages out of the church,

in too high dudgeon to remove it to any

other part of the building. “The Earl

of Cork's tomb is now quite removed,” he

tells Laud, “how he means to dispose of

it I know not : but up it is put in boxes, as

if it were marchpanes and banqueting stuffs,

going down to the christening of my young

master in the country. The wall is closed

again, and as soon as it is dry it shall be

decently adorned.” It was natural that

the Earl of Cork should complain when

even Archbishop Usher allowed his chapel

at Drogheda to remain without an altar.

Strafford, on visiting this place, in the

course of his peregrinations through Ire

land, expressed his disgust at the sight of

such an irregularity in an archiepiscopal



448 Lord Strafford.
[AUGust,

chapel, and communicated the fact to Laud

—“no bowing there, I warrent you.”

But the root of the disorder under which

the Irish Church labored lay deeper than

the above reforms could touch : she had all

along an incubus upon her most vital part.

The articles of Lambeth, an exhibition of

pure unmitigated Calvinism, and the pro

duction of an era of the English Church,

when the views of the foreign reſormers

still triumphed over the greater part of our

episcopate, formed her confession of faith.

Such a creed poisoned the #00g of the

Church at the very source, and was a puri

tanizing element in her constitution, which

would infallibly absorb and conquer her if

not extracted in time. It was necessary

to reform the doctrine of the Irish Church,

if any other reforms were to be availing ;

and it was determined accordingly to abol

ish the Lambeth confession, and impose

the English Articles in its place.

The Primate Usher was taken into the

plan. He was a divine of a mediocre

school, half puritan, half churchman, and

felt secretly against the change; but over

awed by Laud's and Strafford's determina

tion, consented to be the instrument of

carrying it. Not a hint was then allowed

to escape to awaken the alarm of the cler

gy, and the design only transpired on the

day of convocation.

Convocation met, and every thing went

wrong : Usher was deficient either in heart

or tact, and the Irish clergy were not to be

surprised. A committee of the lower

house entered the Lambeth Articles in

their book to be imposed under anathema.

Strafford, wholly occupied with the work

of an agitating session, had not had a mo

ment to spare for convocation, which he

trusted to Usher entirely, and only heard

of the failure of the scheme when it ap.

eared too late to interfere. It was not,

owever, too late for him : in high wrath

he sent instantaneously for the chairman of

the committee, Dean Andrewes, “that rev

erend clerk,” and proceeded to rate mer

cilessly—“I told him certainly not a Dean

of Limerick, but an Ananias had sat in the

chair of that committee: however sure I

was Ananias had been there in spirit, if not

in the body, with all the fraternities and

conventicles of Amsterdam ; and that I

was ashamed and scandalized at the pro

ceeding above measure.” The whole ac

tion of the committee was suspended, An

drewes marched off home and forbidden to

communicate with them, and the members

of the committee and several of the bishops

peremptorily summoned to the castle the

next morning, when Strafford renewed his

“I publicly told them how unlike

clergymen that owed canonical obedience

to their superiors, they had proceeded in

their committee; how unheard a part it

was for a few petty clerks to presume to

make articles of faith without the privity or

consent of state or bi-hop ; what a spirit of

rebuke.

Brownism and contradiction I observed in

their deliberandums, as if they purposed at

once to take all government and order

forth of the Church. But these heady ar

rogant courses, they must know, I was not

to endure; nor if they were disposed to be

frantic in this dead and cold season of the

year would I suffer them to be mad in con

vocation, or in their pulpits.” In fine, the

English Articles were commanded to be

put again, yes or no, to convocation ; no

deliberation; not a word allowed; simply

yes or no. The committee were indignant ;

and murmurs escaped from a free synod:

Strafford was threatened with resistance,

and Usher in alarm came to tell him the

measure could not pass against so strong

a feeling. Strafford replied that he knew

how to manage such matters better than

Usher: in short, the question of the Arti

cles was put, and carried unanimously.

“There is nothing I am liker to hear of

than this,” is Strafford's pithy comment to

Laud upon what he had|. “I am not

ignorant that my stirring herein will be

strangely reported and censured on that

side; and how I shall be able to sustain

myself against your Prynnes, Pyms, and

Bens, with the rest of that generation of

odd names and natures, the Lord knows.

Sure I am, I have gone herein with an up

right heart, to prevent a breach, seeming at

least, between the Churches of England

and Ireland. Yet in regard I have been

acting out of my sphere, I beseech your

lordship to take me so far into your care,

as that you procure me a letter from his

majesty, either of allowance of what I have

done, or of my absolution, if I have gone

too far. If it stand with your mind that the

articles of Ireland be by a canon enjoined to

be received, I will undertake they shall be more

thankful unto}. for them upon their nert,

than they would have been this meeting of con

vocation.” Strafford was not out in his ap

prehensions: the act was a strong and de

cided blow to purit ºnism, and armed all

the prejudices of the age against him.

The question of doctrine carried, that of

discipline naturally followed. A new body

of canons was carried at the same time

with the thirty-nine articles, which on

some points spoke out more strongly than
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the canons of the English Church; among

others, on the practice of confession. The

leaven soon began to work, and the Irish

Church to show symptoms of alarm. Crox

ton, Strafford's chaplain, one of the high

church circle alluded to above, took an

open, perhaps an indiscreet and too early,

advantage of it. The Primate Usher, and

various dignitaries, looked black ; Laud

himself was afraid that the zealous chaplain

had rather exceeded his commission, and

acted prematurely, and was making up his

mind to the necessity of allowing him to be

snubbed, when Strafford, declaring in favor

of auricular confession as the doctrine of

the Church, and the practice of her good

and holy men, threw his shield over him.

Though sympathizing, however, with the

more spiritual and internal department of

discipline, he naturally took the external to

come more under his province. To enforce

religious unity by Church discipline, and to

invigorate Church discipline by the secular

arm, was his maxim—with one exception,

however, in which his gentleness and mod

eration contrasts somewhat singularly with

the line of the popular party of that day.

Even his strong views of conformity held

back from the notion of forcing the Irish

Church in its then state upon the Roman

Catholics; he even relieved them from the

tax of twelvepence per head which had

been levied upon recusants. Let us reform

our own Church first, was his dictum, and

then push it—but do not oblige men to

change their religious system before you

have a good one to offer in its place. He

was not so considerate to the Presbyteri

ans, with whom he kept up a constant fight

on the subject of uniformity. There were

not many bishops who acted with him, but

those who did were warmly supported: the

authority of the bishops' courts was upheld,

even in their contests with men of station,

and their excommunications backed with

sheriffs' writs. But these efforts required

systematizing and putting on a firmer basis,

and Strafford entertained a project for in

vigorating Church authority in Ireland,

which, had there been time to realize it,

would have made a most sensible change in

the position of the Church in that country.

Pure Church authority, exercised by

the Church in her own name, and by her

own judges, independent of all state alloy,

there was none then, as there has been

none since. A great revolution of opinion

had subjected and tied the Church to state

interference, and the only question with

high Churchmen for that time, as practica

reformers, was how to get the state on the

Wol. II. No. IV. 29

side of the Church; an end which seemed

most likely to be accomplished by throwing

their whole weight into that side of the

scale, that power in the state which favored

her pretensions. The common law had in

herited a strong Erastian bias from the pre

cedents of the Reformation era, which put

it in opposition to such claims; the law

courts persisted in revising and thwarting

the sentences of the courts ecclesiastical,

and a deadly feud between the common

lawyers and the ecclesiastics was the result.

“The Church,” said Laud, complaining

bitterly of their interference, “is so bound

up in the forms of the common law, that it

is not possible for me or for any man to do

that good which he would, or is bound to

do. For your lordship (Strafford) sees, no

man clearer, that they who have gotten so

much power in and over the Church will

not let go their hold; they have indeed

fangs with a witness, whatsoever I was

once said in a passion to have.” The roy

alty was the Church's refuge from the

common law and the Erastian spirit of the

day. In the High Commission Court and

Star Chamber she spoke through the

Prince's mouth, and we may add, with ef

fect—she made herself odious by her bold

rebukes of the vices of the higher classes:

whatever persons may say, those courts,

mixed and anomalous as they were, assert

ed an ecclesiastical discipline which really

told: we wish we could say the same of

any other ecclesiastical tribunal since the

Reformation. The Church's line thus ne

cessarily set up the Royalty versus the

Common Law; and Strafford sympathized

entirely with it—“I know no reason,” he

tells Laud, “but you may as well rule the

common lawyers in England, as I poor

beagle do here; and yet that I do and will

do in all that concerns my master at the

peril of my head. I am confident that the

king being pleased to set himself in this

business, is able by his wisdom and minis

ters to carry any just and honorable action

through all imaginable opposition, for real

there can be none; that to start aside for

such panic fears, fantastic apparitions as a

Prynne or an Elliot shall set up, were the

meanest folly in the whole world; that the

debts of the crown being taken off, you

may govern as you please—and that it is a

downright peccatum ea te Israel, as ever

was, if this be not effected with speed and

ease.” The result of such views was a re

solution to establish a High Commission

Court in Dublin, to exercise supreme autho

lrity in Irish ecclesiastical matters. It was

never fulfilled, probably because he thought
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he could for the present act quite as advan

tageously for the Irish Church, by himself;

and it simply remains a record of his inten

tion, which we want in order to complete

consistently the plan of his government

Church and State had now taken a fresh

start ; the Church had risen a great step

above puritanism within and oppression

without; the monarchy had faced—nay out

faced—the nation. What a strong arm

had begun, a strong arm must carry through,

and the cause which rested upon the lofty

but intangible support of a commanding

mind, must be kept up by the same influ

ence, ever advancing, never flagging. With

something of the spirit of that exemplar of

chivalry, cited by Don Quixotte, who ran tilt

singly at an army of twenty thousand Sara

cens, or of the Rhunic demigod, who annual

ly hacked the Jotins or Giants in their winter

quarters, Strafford proceeded to cut his way

through the proud aristocracy of Ireland.

A grand project for the increase of the

king's revenue and of the national re

sources had been long working in his

mind; the recovery, viz. of a portion of

the royal lands, and the establishing agri

cultural colonies from England upon them.

Side by side with the rise of the monarchy

went national improvement (we take the

word in its modern and mercantile sense)

in Strafford's view: to separate them would

be simply not understanding the administra

tion of one who, in addition to being roy

alist and bigot, was as ardent and scheming

a political economist as was ever a Pitt or

a Huskisson, a Macculloch or Ricardo. “

Landed property at this time throughout

Ireland was generally in an unsettled state,

having so frequently in recent periods of

rebellion and anarchy changed hands; the

royal lands, especially, tracts extending

over the whole province of Connaught

and other large districts, were held under

an ambiguous and obscure title, disputed

between the crown and the occupants. To

take one instance: the whole province of

Connaught had lapsed by confiscation to

the crown in the reign of Henry III., who

granted it to the family of de Burgh, from

which by the marriage of Ann de Burgh

into the House of York, it ultimately re

turned to the crown in the reign of Edward

WI. The Irish parliament in the reign of

Henry VII. confirmed the crown in the

right, and a commission appointed by

Queen Elizabeth made a composition with

the occupants for an annual rent charge in

lieu of the old fees. An interval of confu

sion and rebellion succeeded; and an ig

of James I., cheated into the belief that

Queen Elizabeth's arrangement, instead of

being merely an exchange of a regular for

an irregular rent, had been a cession of the

crown right of property altogether, accept

ed the farce of a surrender of the lands to

the crown from the occupants, in pretended

humiliation for never having paid the rent

charge, and then reinstated them in the

ownership. Strafford denied the legality

of the whole transaction, on the ground

that there could be neither surrender nor

restitution of a title which had never been

possessed. The occupants themselves con

fessed their difficulties, and the late par

liament had petitioned for some general

measure to establish defective titles. No

thing is clearer, we think, than that the

crown had been defrauded ; at the same

time no remedy could be applied which

would not both appear and be severe. It

was one of those cases in which either way

there was a something to get over; either

great injustice to be tolerated, or an un

scrupulous strength of arm exerted against

it. Strafford chose the latter alternative;

and the issue of the late session had es

tablished his authority sufficiently to war

rant his commencing without delay.

A Commission of Plantations, composed

of the Lord-deputy and some members of

the council, proceeded to take the round of

the province of Connaught. The occasion

first brought Strafford into contact with

the body of gentry and commonalty, and

sharply tested his views of managing the

Irish temper—“good words” for some—

“sound knocks on the knuckles" for

others. They collected a grand jury in

each county, and proceeded to claim a ratifi

cation of the rights of the crown. The

gentlemen on being impanelled were in

formed that the case before them was irre

sistible, and that no doubt could exist in

the minds of reasonable men upon it. His

majesty was in fact “indifferent whether

they found for him or no,” inasmuch as an

ordinary writ from the Court of Exchequer,

which had only to be moved for by the At

torney-General, would instantly give him

the benefit of the law; but out of his high

and princely consideration for his subjects,

he wished to deal thus openly, and satisfy

them by proof. “And there I left them,”

says Strafford, “to chant together, as they

call it, over their evidence.” The counties

of Roscommon, Sligo, and Mayo instantl

found a title for the king; ands.
who always proportioned his civility to the

loyalty and submission of the parties, was

norant body of commissioners, in the 13th all sweetness and grace, and much bowing
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and smiling passed between him and the

good people of Roscommon.

But Galway presented a different front

to the commission. The Lord President

of this county was Lord St. Albans and

Clanrickard, with whom Strafford had al

ready come into collision on the question

of church lands; indeed the suit was pend

ing against him at the very time in the

Castle Chamber. As proprietor of half the

county, he had a preponderance there,

which, in connection with his office,

amounted to a species of sovereignty; and

he was the head of a numerous and pow

erful clan—every body in Galway was a

Bourke, or next to one. The sheriff knew

whom he was amongst, and packed a jury

accordingly; and Donellan, the Earl's stew

ard, had made all arrangements while the

commission were on progress to them.

The whole county, on Strafford's entré,

bristled with opposition, and on the day

of the court opening, long before the ver

dict, Lord Clanmorris, nephew of Clan

rickard, openly exulted, and only wished

that Galway had come first in the list of

counties, that its example might have in

vigorated the others. The Bourkes dis

played the utmost contempt for the for

malities of court. Another of the Earl's

nephews, “Richard Bourke of Derrimach

loglin,” impudently pulled a juror by the

sleeve whom Strafford was in the act of ad

dressing, and prevented him from attend

ing. The result of course corresponded.

Donellan, who was among the jury, dictated

the verdict; the rest obeyed order.

Strafford's measures on this announce

‘ment were prompt, vigorous, and complete.

The jurymen were summoned to the Castle

Chamber to answer for their contumacy;

the sheriff was fined a thousand pounds

for packing the jury; the squire of Derri

machloglin five hundred. Proclamation

was made in the king's name, inviting all

subjects to acknowledge his majesty's un

doubted rights; the county was cleared of

the Clanrickard retainers; and the strong

forts of Galway and Athonry garrisoned

with the king's troops. Galway thus left

in military occupation, the commission

moved off to the other scenes of its labors.

Eventually the county was obliged to sub

mit; those who would not obey the pro

clamation lost, some a third, others a half

of their estates, and the king's title was

enforced by writ of exchequer. The earl

died not long after, his party declared of a

broken heart, in consequence of these pro

ceedings, “at the age”—Strafford not un

reasonably put in—" of seventy.”

The commission, on leaving Galway, pro

ceeded through Munster with great expe

dition and success. Strafford experienced

here, as he had in Roscommon, the ad

vantage of a popular manner applied to the

proper persons. At the last session of par

liament a young peer had entered the house

with his sword, contrary to the express

order of Strafford, who knew the tempera

ment of the Irish enough to dislike trust

ing them with weapons. The serjeant-at

arms requested to have it, and was told

that if he had it, he should have it through

his body. Strafford sent for the daring

youth, and proceeded to interrogate him

fiercely. The young peer answered him

with equal spirit, and pointed to the clause

in the king's writ which summoned him to

parliament—“cinctum cum gladio,” or “cum

cinctură gladii.” This was just the be

havior to take Strafford: he conceived

an affection for young Ormond on the spot,

made trial of him, gave him promotion and

took him into his confidence. The Or

monds possessed an extensive and prince

ly domain in Munster, and their name

ranked with the noblest in Ireland. The

king's title laboring under some difficulties

here, the young head of the family came

immediately to the rescue, and he and

Strafford together carried the point gal

lantly. The lord deputy acknowledged

with warm gratitude in his despatches

home the service of the young nobleman,

afterwards the great Ormond, lord lieu

tenant of Ireland.

By the successful progress of this com

mission, a large quantity of land—the oc

cupiers being generally glad to compound

with a fourth part—returned into the king's

possession; and Strafford proceeded to

turn it to its designation. He had carved

out a wearisome task for himself. The

transplanting and , settlement of English

colonists was a slow heavy business, a

continual drain upon him, all the time he

was in Ireland. He had his heart, how

ever, thoroughly in the work, and watched

over his infant colonies with an almost

parental anxiety. The infusion of English

enterprise and activity into Ireland was a

favorite object which he cleaved to, to the

last, in spite of Irish prejudice, and the fee

ble support of the English cabinet; and the

plantations of Galway had made consider

able advance before his departure.

The commerce and trade of Ireland came

no less under his reforming eye, and re

markable was the metamorphosis which

they underwent. Before Strafford's time

the country had no manufactures, tycept
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an inferior coarse woollen one, on a poor

meagre scale. Alive to this great defi

ciency he had even before his arrival plan

ned and matured in his head the remedy

for it; it was at Chester, amid the noise

and hurry of his first embarkation for Dub

lin, that he penned the important despatch

which originated Irish manufactures.

His line was bold. The woollen manu

facture, though tempting as a foundation,

ready to hand, to build upon, he foresaw

would never succeed,as it would bring Eng

land and Ireland into competition. Eng

land at present indraped Irish wools: he

would not deprive her of the advantage,

and benefit one portion of the kingdom at

the expense of another. Consequently a

new line must be fixed upon. The Irish wo

men were good spinners, the Irish a fine

soil for growing flax; he resolved upon and

got thei. approval for a linen trade.

So new an undertaking required an ex

trordinary start to set it going, and com

mend it to Irish enterprise ; the best re

commendation was example: Strafford set

up a manufactory of his own, and became

in propriá persond the founder of the illus

trious order of Irish mill-owners. Six

looms, with workmen for them, from the

Low Countries, procured through Sir Wil

liam Boswell, the English agent, were the

humble commencement of the scheme ; yet

no sooner did Strafford see his little mill

at work, than his sanguine spirit leapt to

the result.—“We shall beat,” he said, “the

Hollander and the French twenty per cent.”

The cool audacity of the prophecy is amus

ingly characteristic of the man. Never

mind how extensive, how systematized,

how long established, the two master linen

trades of the world must retire and hide

their diminished heads before “me and my

six looms.” His imagination made magi

cians of his half-dozen Flemings, endowed

these six looms with miraculous energy,

and saw by anticipation from their prolific

restless sides, bales, mills, and warehouses,

and pushing crowds roll in living tissue over

the land. The following year he purchased

a thousand pounds' worth of flax-seed, and

enlarged the scale of his exertions.—“It

will be the greatest enriching of this king

dom that ever befell it,” he writes to Bos

well; and the event has corresponded.

Schemes of equal boldness for the foreign

trade of the country have not, amid Eu

ropean fluctuations, had the same perma

nence. The great maritime power of the

world at that time was Spain: large and

splendidly equipped fleets annually set out

from her ports to her possessions in South

America and the West Indies; the lu

crative trade of victualling them was at

present enjoyed by the Hamburg mer

chants. Ireland abounded just in the very

articles necessary for it—meat, butter, salt

fish; droves of cattle even in that day left

its rich pastures for English consumption.

Strafford formed the scheme of robbing

Hamburg of her victualling trade, and en

tered into treaty with Seignior Nichol

haldie, one of his catholic majesty's pro

vivadors at Hamburg, for its transference

to Ireland. Nicholhaldie was favorable,

and one point only remained to be attended

to—an important one. England was in no

good odor with the Spanish nation; the

Spanish nation still less with England. For

the latter prejudice, connected as it was

with the puritanical feeling, Strafford en

tertained sufficient contempt; the former,

should it take the turn of impeding the re

gularity of his catholic majesty's payments

for Irish produce, was regarded with more

respect. He took in Signior Nicholhaldie

himself as a partner and sharer of the pro

fits, thus securing the Irish a faithful pay

master, in fact, making them, as he said,

“their own paymasters.” The whole ar

rangement was concluded before he had set

foot in Ireland.

But Strafford's chef-d'oeuvre in the depart

ment of commerce was the complete re

form of the customs—immediately a re

venue measure only, ultimately a general

commercial one.

The customs of Ireland, before Straf

ford’s time, were farmed almost exclusive

ly by two ladies of the English court, the

Duchess of Buckingham and Lady Car

lisle: they produced just £12,000 per am

num, and the Irish council assured Straf

ford positively and dogmatically, that they

could not be made to produce more, and

insisted, as people obstinately do, on the

absolute perfection and finality of aW.
bly grossly bad arrangement. The ladies

were difficult also to manage, and could

not be overruled with Strafford's usual

high hand. Some situations inspire pecu

liar pertinacity on pecuniary matters, and

a fashionable dowager, who has her town

establishment and rounds of parties to pro

vide for, watches her source of income

with the vigilance of a half-pay officer,

and the dexterity of a hackney-coachman.

They knew the value of their patent to

Strafford, and stuck out for high compen

sation. At last, after much respectful so

licitation, and much backwards and for.

wards debate, a capital interest in one of

the new crown estates, and a bribe of
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268000, purchased Lady Carlisle's patent;

and ample equivalents prevailed upon the

Duchess of Buckingham.

Strafford, now master of the customs,

put them up to competition at an enormous

ly advanced rent. From £9500 a year, the

Duchess of Buckingham's share was raised

to a rent of £15,500, the payment of five

eighths of the annual proceeds to the king,

and a fine of £8000 besides. But compe

titors were not so easy to find, an increased

rent could only be met by an increased im

post, which stood a chance of defeating it

self, by lowering the consumption of the

article. The undertaking was felt to be a

risk. Two men, Henshaw and Williams,

eame forward, but Henshaw died, and Wil

liams then withdrew, contenting himself

with pressing Sir Arthur Ingram to take his

place. Sir Arthur Ingram demanded secu

rity; no security was better than the part

nership of the lord deputy himself; Straf.

ford saw the necessity of giving it in order

to prevent the scheme from falling, and, as

he had before turned manufacturer, headed

the new revenue-farming speculation. It

turned out eventually profitable, and Straf.

ford was of course accused of self-interest

ed motives. He gave the manly straight-for

ward answer, that he had made the venture,

and had a right to success; nor is there the

shadow of a ground for attributing to him

any other intention in the matter than a

strictly public spirited one.

From the immutable ºf 12,000 the customs

thus rose quickly to £40,000, with every

prospect of continual increase as old farms

fell in. The tobacco farm of £200 a year

expiring was put up for £7000, to rise in

a certain time to £12,000 a year; and was

taken, when every one else declined, by

Strafford himself.

An augmented revenue was not allowed

to end with itself: Strafford's aim was by

means of a revenue to enlarge commerce;

by means of an enlarged commerce to in

crease revenue: to allow what was collect

ed out of the nation to transpire through the

nation again, and thence recall it with in

terest into the treasury. The national re

sources would thus pass and repass through

a fructifying, expanding process, and a heal

thy ebb and flow of commercial life be

produced.

A mint was the most effectual security

for this appropriation of the revenue, con

verting it at once into Irish coin for circu

lation through the country. The scarcity

of money was severely felt in Ireland, and

Strafford, before completing his negocia

tions for the Spanish trade, had bargained

with the English cabinet for the estab

lishment of a mint to convert its profits

into specie, to stay in the country, instead

of going up straight for absorption in the

English treasury. A constant fight went

on between Strafford and the home gov

ernment on this point. On every increase

of revenue the English treasury instinctive

ly opened its jaws for the precious morsel;

greediness was indeed an excusable fault

in its sad necessities; but Strafford was

obstinate. Do not be in a hurry, he said,

allow us the money for the present: Ireland

wants specie : it is necessary for her com

merce, she cannot get on without it: only

wait, and you will be repaid ten times over

in the customs that an improved commerce

will bring you ; but do not by eagerly

catching at the seed, forestall the harvest.

The home government sent for the rents of

the Londonderry land, and Strafford refused

to part with them ; the home government

sent a second time, and received not the

money, but a lecture on political economy

instead. The spare corner of a despatch

ejaculated “specie,” and the merits of spe

cie were again and again dinned into their

eats.

What is so striking in Strafford's states

manship is its restless saliency, elasticity,

fecundity. Spring and impulse its very

state, the bent bow abhorred quiescence;

design advanced beyond itself, and sight

saw further than the object. One thought

was the parent of another; hint swelled

into form and dimension, scheme developed

scheme ; and his administration shows like

a good composition in which thought flows

and expands freely, producing a harmoni

ous whole.

Equally striking is his love of detail—

no taste from a mere hobby with him, but

an accuracy of the whole eye. The acute

glance split at once the smooth surface into

lines and sections, details pricked their way

upwards, and the vague teemed with minute

life under his eye, as animalcules multiply

under the sunbeam. A court ceremonial,

a table of revenue, a valuation of a crown

estate, statistics, estimates of wools, wines,

tobacco, soap, tallow—anything—had each

the charm of a hobby for him, producing

the accurate sum, the meat official report.

Your hobby and your details are what give

the relish and wed the man to his task:

secret of depth and intensity, source of

glow and richness, from the temple of truth

down to the workshop, from the laboratory

to the farm-yard—mystic bone, gas, and

gallipot inspire the philosopher; bright har

ness-hook and bell, the rustic wagoner.
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Ireland was Strafford's hobby—a work and

creation he felt to be his own, as it rose out

of chaos into shape before him; he felt pa

rentally towards his child, and acted the

nurse hanging with minute attentions about

her charge.

A universal hobby puts a man in a philan

thropic but not very easy position. Busi

ness increased in a cubic ratio upon Straf

ford, one day's work was the seed of many

more, and Ireland with her parliament, law,

revenue, manufactures, commerce, Church,

elergy, university, spun like a top round

and round in his brain, till the constant

whirl would have dizzied any other head

than his own. He worked like a horse, like

a steam engine; and he had his triumph.

The feeling of getting things done, became

an intense pleasure, and the long laborious

report goes off with an ecstatic jump of his

pen—“Deo gratias (to Laud); for I am now

at the end of all your letters. O quantam

crowda, quantam pressa, profectofere meltavi

pinque meum—Ignoramus's own words, com

ing piping hot from Westminster Hall; you

make no such Latin in Orford.”.

Strafford's great experiment had now

been tried, and succeeded; and in one part

of the dominions, at any rate, a lazy timor

ous government had become an effective

and bold one. His great theory and beau

ideal of a popular monarchy, a monarchy

that did its work and looked after the peo

ple, was in a measure fulfilled, and his gov

ernment was grateful to the mass: he liked

the Irish, notwithstanding some sharp dicta;

and the Irish took to the Lord Deputy's

bold, frank carriage, which set off the bond

fide attention to their interests. The peo

ple cheered him as he went his progress

on the plantation scheme, because, said

Strafford, they were better off than they

had been for ages; and felt the leniency of

the royal arm, compared with “the oppres

sion of their petty imperious lords.”

There was, unfortunately, another class,

the oligarchy, whom Strafford had de

rived of their long and misused sway.

hey caballed, whispered, threatened, and

poisoned the public mind with rumor and

misrepresentation to an extent which no

government, that valued its own safety,

could overlook. Strafford resolved to make

an example of the first man upon whom any

overt act could be fixed ; and if the claims

of expediency and justice were ever com

pletely united, they were in the man who

was eventually pitched upon. Of mean

condition, to begin with, which he had ad

vanced by low industry, and servile arts,

to an ample fortune, a title, and a seat in

the privy council, Lord Mountnorris had

played with impunity towards a succession

of governments, with whom he was con

nected, the part of hypocrite, scoundrel,

and traitor. Deliberately and systematical

ly he got hold of the deputy on his arrival,

crept into his confidence, corrupted his in

tegrity, wheedled preferment out of him

during his administration, and then accused

him on his retirement : he had done so to

ward Lord Chichester, Lord Grandison,

and Lord Falkland; and even Clarendon,

who is far from an admirer of Strafford,

and allows him no higher motives than

those of individual self-protection in this

affair, admits that “either the deputy of

Ireland must destroy my Lord Mountnor

ris, whilst he continued in his office, or else

my Lord Mountnorris must destroy the

deputy as soon as his commission was de

termined.” Two trifling, but characteristic

occurrences form the introduction of the

story.

On a review day in Dublin, Strafford in

specting his troop, observed on officer

named Annesly out of his place, disorder

ing the ranks, and rebuked him. Annesly,

on the lord deputy's back being turned,

gave vent to some insolent, jeering expres

sions, which were heard. Strafford, not a

man to be insulted, especially upon military

ground, rode back, and, in the sight of the

whole field, quietly laying his cane upon

Annesly's shoulders, without striking him,

informed the petulant officer, that upon any

such demonstration occurring again, he

should “lay him on the pate.” The Ther

sites was cowed, and the act of contempt

served the purpose of a more formal punish

ment.

But Mr. Annesly was once more destined

to come in contact with the lord deputy's

cane. Attending upon him as gentleman

in waiting, he let a stool fall upon his foot

—his gouty foot, and Strafford, in a moment

of irritation from the pain, struck him.

While the affair was fresh, and circulating

rapidly, Lord Mountnorris happened to

meet a large party at the table of Lord

Chancellor Loftus, a kindred spirit with

himself, and mortal enemy of Strafford. A

number of military men were present,

whose feelings would be naturally excitable

on the subject of the harsh or contemptuous

treatment of a comrade: the troops had

not yet dispersed from their late meeting,

and still crowded Dublin; an inflammatory

inuendo would spread as soon as uttered,

and take effect in a hundred circles. It was

in such a scene and circumstances that

Lord Mountnorris chose to say, alluding to
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Annesly letting the stool fall, that perhaps

it was done in revenge for that public af.

front that my lord deputy had done him

personally; but he had a brother who would

not take such a revenge, “who would not

have taken such a blow,” is Clarendon's

reading.

This speech was an overt act; and Straf

ford, resolved upon producing a sensation,

brought down the whole pomp and terror

of the law upon the speaker. Mountnorris,

as an officer in the army, came under mili

tary law; the articles of war punished

with death any one guilty of “words likely

to breed mutiny in the army;” a court

martial met, the words were proved, and

Mountnorris was condemned to die.

The whole proceeding was a solemn

farce, meant to strike terror into the Irish

disaffected. Pomp and bombast produced

an impression upon the Irish; Strafford

made plentiful use of it during his adminis

tration, and now wished to try what a brist

ling, moustachioed tribunal, with the aid of

nodding plume and dazzling breastplate, and

the clang of trumpets could do. That he

never, from the first, had the smallest idea

of putting Mountnorris to death, or of doing

him the least bodily harm, is quite certain;

and it is a simple blunder and misunder

standing upon such a supposition to ground,

as people do, a solemn charge of barbarity.

All the advantage that was taken of the

sanguinary sentence, was to put Mount

norris into temporary confinement, from

which he was liberated simply with the

loss of office. The proceeding humbled

him considerably; and when Strafford, to

prove that he had never entertained per

sonal animosity, but only wished, on public

grounds, for his disconnection with the

government, offered to give up a suit pend

ing against him in the Star Chamber,

Mountnorris acknowledged the generosity

with much apparent warmth. And the

whole affair would have passed off with the

news of the day, if Pym and his associates

had not revived it.

The hydra of the council board had not

lost its productiveness. The celebrated

case of the Chancellor Loftus, though at

first sight not of a political, but personal

bearing, plainly derived its deadliness and

sting from the unfathomable abyss of hos

tility which Strafford's independent gov.

ernment had opened between himself and

the Irish oligarchy.

Sir Edward Loftus, eldest son of the

chancellor, was married to a lady of dis

tinguished birth, and large fortune, daugh

ter of Sir Francis Ruishe the chancellor

had bound himself at the time of the mar

riage to meet the wealth on the lady's

side with a handsome settlement on his

own, but afterwards refused to fulfil his

agreement; and the case came before the

council board. The council decided against

him, but he still persisted in his refusal:

more than that, the lord deputy was charg

ed with being the secret plaintiff in the

case, and with having instigated his own

servants to get it up. Strafford denied the

charge, and the chancellor gave him the

lie—“he wished to God he had not found

it so.” Strafford immediately exerted a

power which, perhaps, no deputy had done

before him, and committed the lord chan

cellor to prison. The withdrawal of the

personal charge, with a humble apology,

was the speedy consequence; but the mo

ney still stuck to the chancellor's purse.

He appealed to the Star Chamber : the

Star Chamber confirmed the judgment of

the council board.

There is another subject connected with

this case, some allusion to which, in justice

to Strafford's memory, cannot be avoided.

A cloud still rests upon a noble character;

and the contemporary scandal of an unlawful

connection of Strafford with Lady Loftus

still receives credit.

We will take the liberty of being plain.

Every body who has lived in the world

knows that this is just the subject, above

all others, upon which men revel in whisper

and innuendo at their neighbor's expense.

No character for correctness, or even

severity of life, can guard the man com

pelled by his station to be a man of the

world, from the look, the sign, the insinu

ations, developing at last into the circum

stantial anecdote. Rather the disagreeable

fact, that he is better than his neighbors,

positively elicits this mode of answer; and

the significant shake of the head, and the

all-powerful “yes, but—” give to folly, ill

nature, or pollution, their petty triumph

over the judge who unconsciously awes

them. The dialogue in “Measure for

Measure” is no caricature of the low back

biting of the day upon this very subject;

and we know that circumstantial stories,

with their customary got up show of evi

dence, impugn the morality of Charles I.

and George III. The whole life—laborious,

severe, rigidly abstemious—of Strafford,

even the grave step and melancholy coun

tenance, were a hint to the busy tongue to

pare him down to the measure of ordinary

men; and he had the misfortune, we may

add, of living when veracity in the nation

was at a low ebb, i. e., when puritanism
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was on the ascendant. Though every hu

man jaw were an oracle, and imbecile cre

dulity a law of nature, sense and instinct

would rise in rebellion against the menda

city of the puritans. We need only men

tion, as a sample, that the Scotch Commis

sioner Baillie accounts for Strafford's emo

tions, in his last speech, at the thought of

his deceased wife, by a story in general

circulation, that he had killed her ; that

finding, on returning home late one night, a

letter from his mistress on the table, which

she had opened, he immediately struck her

on the breast with a fury which caused her

death. The circumstantial lie lived, and

received only the other day its complete

contradiction from the liberal and demo

cratic biographer of Strafford in Lardner's

Encyclopedia.

The scandal of Strafford's connexion with

Lady Loftus would not in fact demand an

answer, were it not adopted by Clarendon.

That writer, knowing nothing of Strafford

personally, but taking it for granted that he

had his amours as all gentlemen had, and

such as he, Clarendon himself, with “a

pickthank chuckle of old good humor,”

freely confesses to, inserts it simply as he

finds it, not aiming at being any thing more

than the reflection of the talk of the day.

With respect to the only evidence referred

to—“certain letters of great familiarity and

affection, and others of passion,” to the

lady, which were read at the trial—we need

only say that Strafford certainly does speak

of her in his correspondence with great

affection, but at the same time in a language

which utterly repels the notion of a sen

sual adulterous love—lofty, ethical, and re

fined. It is impossible to believe that that

pure high-principled person, that model of

correct feeling was his mistress. His style

always tended to the high-flown and intense,

and his letters to Lady Loftus doubtless par

took of it—but to a loose man's loose in

terpretation of them, we need only say—

honi soit qui mal y pense. The authority of

Clarendon's name, however, is the ground

on which the case against Strafford rests.

On the other hand—not alluding specifi.

cally to this case, but replying to the charge

of incontinence universally—which is

more important still—a dear intimate friend

and constant adviser, who clung to Strafford

through life, lived at his side, saw more of

him than any other man in the world did,

and whose love had thoroughly conquered

that disguise which keeps one man's heart

a stranger to another—the affectionate and

religious Sir George Radcliffe comes for

ward to inform us that Strafford had often

had conversations of the most private na

ture with him on the subject of religion,

and the state of his own soul; but on two

occasions especially : one when in the deep

est agony of mind on the death of his

second wife, Sir George never left him day

or night, for several days: another on a

Good Friday in Dublin, when Strafford was

preparing himself for his Easter commun

ion. On both these occasions Radcliffe

thought his friend had unfolded all his heart;

but on neither did he allude to this particu

lar sin. Now this was not a subject which

in a serious and religious communication

between one man and another need have

been omitted: it is a common sin of the

higher classes at all times; it was a com

mon sin of that day; why should Strafford

have concealed it from his confessor if he

had been guilty of it 1 disguise to one to

whom he professed openness was not part

of his character. So thought Sir George

Radcliffe, and he said—“at both these times

I received such satisfaction as left no scruple

with me at all, but much assurance of his chas

tity.”—This was written after Strafford's

death.

We may observe here that while the ab

sence of all allusion stamps the Loftus case

with insignificance, the general defence

completely covers it. Radcliffe was in

Dublin, close to Strafford at the time; he

could not have avoided a glimpse, a suspi

cion of such a connection, had it been going

on : even had he, a thousand malicious eyes

would have seen, and could have certified

it to him. Strafford, moreover, was recent

ly married again, to a lady for whom he felt

and expressed all the fondest feelings of a

husband. Whatever the reader may think

of these arguments, we do ask him not to

think a story indestructible because it is in

books. Many a time has a bullying fiction

got possession of history, and hectored and

stalked over the ground, when a look has

afterwards sent the coward scampering to

native Orcus, and the realms of smoke.

On another point, however, we are not

prepared to justify Strafford. He was ob

viously not so careful as he ought to have

been, to avoid the appearance and reputation

of a man of gallantry; and he did not do

himself justice by encouraging a lax set of

cavalier acquaintances, with whom he had

nothing in common, but a taste for the hu

morous, and hatred of the puritans. . It is

annoying to see the free and easy tone

which Lord Conway, quite a representative

of this class, assumes to him. At the same

time it is plain that these men were proud

of their great acquaintance, and naturally
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made as much of it as they could. And

some consideration is due to Strafford if in

the midst of toil and care, he found relief

in an acquaintance who tickled his love of

the ridiculous with amusing letters of court

news. Radcliffe probably alludes to such

features of Strafford, when he says, “I

knew his ways long and intimately, and

though I cannot clear him from all frailties,

(for who can even justify the most innocent

man,) yet I must give him the testimony of

conscientiousness in his ways, that he kept

himself from gross sins, and endeavored to

approve himself rather unto God than unto

man, to be religious inwardly and in truth,

rather than outwardly and in show.” Every

body knows that there is such a thing as

reserve and disguise on this subject to the

world at large. Strafford, it is plain, had

much more religion all along, than others

thought or than he cared to be known—a

man of the world externally, while he main

tained a high standard within.

We return to our history. Had opposi

tion from the men of power in Ireland been

all that Strafford had to bear, he would

have been comparatively at ease. What

really touched him, and went to his heart,

was the coldness and distrust of the home

government.

Amidst a variety of Straffordian maxims

two are conspicuous: one was, that a min

ister, in order to effect his object, ought to

be entirely trusted by his king. It was ab

surd to think that the political machine

could work without singleness of impetus,

and unity of action. #. other was, that

a minister in this fortunate position, ought

to be ready to pay for it with his head.

These two maxims were his north and south

poles of the ministerial sphere, and it is

melancholy to think that he should have

realized the severe, without having benefit

ed by the advantageous one.

Of the members of Charles I.'s cabinet,

Lord Cottington, Lord Holland, and Sir

Francis Windebank had positively hostile

feeling to Strafford, especially the first

named, who was at the same time the deep

est courtier of the three. The foe within

the camp is of course the most formidable,

and the profound dissembler, the cool,

steady, watchful Cottington, made no agree

able rival at head quarters for a distant de

puty to cope with. Strafford felt him all

along a thorn in his side, and the disdain

of the genuine statesman for a mere court

intriguer, for “my Don with his whis

kers,” (allusive to Cottington's disgraceful

Spanish proceedings,)—the adept in “mak

ing of legs to fair ladies,” was mingled

with a sort of fear of the power of a wily

narrow mind in its own sphere. The rest,

including secretary Coke, with whom he

seems to have been on even friendly terms,

were men of no particular talent, or influ

ence, and did not press the scale either

way. One and one only, his dear friend

Laud, stuck to him and fought his battles

through thick and thin. Laud, singly and

solely, opposed to the whole influence or

the indifference of the English cabinet,

kept him in office from the first; Strafford

would not have been a month in Ireland

but for him.

But Strafford felt the most deeply, the

most unkindly, the coldness of the king

himself. His personal attachment to

Charles was of that peculiarly affectionate

kind, which often marks the intercourse of

the strong mind with the amiable weaker

one. Charles had powers of attraction

which should have quite made up for his

want of statesmanship. The countenance

of calm beauty and benign grace, the tem

per of sweetness, the mild but kingly man

ner, the incomparable finish, had imaged

themselves indelibly upon his minister's

mind; and could he have got rid of his

fears, and trusted this one guide, he was

safe : his high-mettled charger would have

carried him over all the Pyms and the

Hampdens right speedily. A man who

could command the devotion of a Strafford,

was no contemptible monarch. But a weak,

timorous, disappointing politician he was ;

and Strafford was always uncertain and un

easy about him. In vain did Laud argue

at the council board, in vain after every ar

rival of the Irish couriers, was the Archi

episcopal barge seen to cross over to West

minster, and return when some hours were

spent. It was Strafford's misfortune, (they

are the remarkable words of the primate

himself,) to serve a mild and gracious

prince, who knew not how to be or to be made

great. Charles was afraid of the power

which his own fascinations had raised, and

all that Laud could do was barely to keep

the bold minister in office.

Moreover, men are generally influenced

in their political views by their own par

ticular art or skill, by what they know they

can do well. Charles had really a talent

for keeping men together, and he took that

line; instead of choosing which side to

take, he applied himself to keeping a di

vided cabinet going. And to the credit of

his tact, it must be admitted that he did it

where others would have failed. But what

was the good of it when it was done?

What was the advantage of keeping the
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}. of Thorough, and the party of the

ady Mora looking black at each other at

the same board 1 Far better would it have

been to let the discordant compound blow

up of itself, and leave a clear atmosphere

to breathe in.

As it was, Charles's government con

tracted all the odium of a rigorous, with

none of the advantages of a strict policy:

it had just courage enough to show its

teeth and no more ; it betrayed its inclina

tions, and no thanks to you, thought the

popular party, for not executing them; we

see the virulence of your intentions not

withstanding the poverty of your acts, and

we hate your malice none the less for your

cowardice. The puritan faction never real

ly felt the force of a well sustained crushing

line of attack, and the irregular sally, and

occasional sharp blow, were paralyzed by

some mixture of weakness, which convert

ed the severity into a stimulus and en

couragement. The puritans only preached

and scribbled, reviled and pamphleteered

the more, and grew stronger and stronger

under a relaxed government, without hav

ing one bit of their rancor and insolence

softened. Laud saw all this with disgust

and impatience go on under his eyes, him

self unable to stop it, or to put more nerve

and spirit into Charles, than Charles was

capable of receiving. He forced the coun

cil indeed to inflict punishment on Prynne,

Burton and Bastwick,-" but what think

you of Thorough,” he writes immediately

after it to Strafford, “what think you of Tho.

rough when there can be such slips in bu

siness of consequence 1 What say you to

it, that Prynne and his fellows should be

suffered to talk what they pleased while

they stood in the pillory, and win acclama

tions from the people 1 The triumviri will

be far enough from being kept dark. It is

true that some men speak as your lordship

writes, but when any thing comes to be

acted against them, there is little or nothing

done, nor shall I ever live to see it other

wise.” Prynne was publicly feted by the

corporation of Chester on his way to Car

narvon castle; and all three were allowed

to enjoy in open day the full honors of

martyrdom which their party paid them.

“Strange indeed,” observes Strafford, “to

see the phrenzy which possesseth the vul

gar now-a-days, that the just chastisement

of a state should produce greater estima

tion to persons of no consideration, than

the highest employments for others of un

spotted conversation, eminent virtues, and

deepest knowledge—a grievous and over

spreading leprosy, not fitted for the hand

of every physician; the cure, under God,

must be wrought by one Esculapius alone.

Less than Thorough will not overcome it ;

there is a cancerous malignity in it, which

must be cut forth, which long since reject

ed all other means, and therefore to God

and him I leave it.” And so with the re

commendation, that Hampden and the bro

therhood should be well whipped into their

right wits, and putting the rod into the

Archbishop's hands, he ends his advice on

English affairs, “send for your chimney

sweeper of Oxford, who will sing you a

song made of one Bond, a schoolmaster of

St. Paul's, and withal show you how to

jerk, to temper the voice, to guide the

hand, to lay on the rod excellently, (sure I

am he made me laugh heartily when I was

there last :) the chancellor of the universi

ty might with a word bring him up to your

lordship at Lambeth, and then for Mr.

Hampden and Mr. Bond,” &c., &c. Laud

was too melancholy to joke: I have given

up, he says, as if his view was made up, I

have given up eaſpecting of Thorough.

[To be continued.]

CHINESE POPULAR POETRY.

The following verses were circulated in Canton, in 1840; the

translation appeared in the Canton Register —

HUMAN affairs are multifarious and endless.

The cause of the calamities of China arise from

the ocean smoke,”

Which the foreigners have schemed to exchange

for the precious commodities of the midle and flow

ery ..
The ruin to the nation and injury to the people

words cannot express.

The noble Lin received the imperial commands

to drive it out;

A supereminent worthy, devoted to his country,

and loving the people ;

But before his laborious efforts had obtained the

victory, he was dismissed; -

Cringing, seditious flatterers, and traitorious

statesmen, forwarded confused reports,

And the partial Keshen came to the province of
ue

To ruin the faithful and good, who reside on the

borders.

At the present time, if there were a will to em

battle the troops,

How would the barbarous foreigners dare to ad

vance

But he has no heart to establish plans for the

leaders and troops to do battle;

His thoughts are only bent on the selfish receiv

ing of bribes;

He, taking advantage of changing circumstances,

seeks for concord by dividing the land;

But neither the military nor the people will sub

mit, and his words will be vain and empty.

Were the emperor to restore the noble Lin to of

fice,

The barbarous foreigners would bow their heads

to the dust, and give thanks to the azure heavens.t

* Opium. t The emperor,
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ORIGINAL LETTERS OF SOUTHEY.

From Bentley's Miscellany.

LETTER I.

John Bampfylde.—Gifford and the Quarterly.—

Moses Mendez.

Keswick, 14 Nov. 1829.

DeArt Sir :

The account which I sent you so many years

ago of John Bampfylde, as collected from Jack

son of Exeter, in conversation, is at your ser

vice for any use which you may be inclined to

make of it. I am pleased to find that you should

think it worthy of remembrance and of preserv

ation. Your whole letter, indeed, would have

been to me as entirely pleasing as it is full of

interesting information, if it were not for the

tone in which you speak of yourself and of your

own labors. That you might have taken a high

place among English poets had you received

the early encouragement which ought to have

been given, and had you submitted to that pa

tient labor, without which no great work can be

accomplished, I do not doubt: for I know not

any poem in any language more beautifully im

aginative than your sonnet upon Silence and

Echo. Circumstances havei. to raise ſor

{..." a distinguished reputation in another

ranch of literature, in itself of a very interest

ing kind. No other person, I believe, has con

tributed so largely and so well to the materials

for a literary history of England. And this, as

it is a lasting benefit, will draw aſter it a lasting

remembrance. I have profited, and hope to pro

fit more, by these your labors, to which in due

time I i. make my thankful and respectful

acknowledgments. %. edition of “Collins's

Peerage” I have never chanced to see; but I

have heard it so spoken of in various quarters as

to satisfy me that you have brought to that

branch of our antiquities also the feeling of a

poet as well as the diligence of a genealogist.

You have done much, Sir Egerton, ſor which

to be remembered, far more than many of your

flourishing contemporaries, whose reputations

will fade as rapidly as they have flourished.

And, if you have fallen short of your own youth

ful aspirations, who is there that has not, if he

aspired at any thing generous? Who that can

afford to compare what he has done with what

it was once his ambition and his hope to do?

Grey hairs bring with them little wisdom, if

they do not bring this sense of humiliation.

My paper upon Hayley, in the Quarterly,

(No. 62,) was so offensive to Mr. Gifford, that

after it was printed he withheld it from two suc

cessive numbers; and if he had not then ceased

to be editor, and had persisted in withholding

it, I should probably have withdrawn from the

Review. There neither was nor could be any

reason for this, but that he could not bear to see

Hayley spoken of with decent respect. Poor

Gifford used to say that I was not “well affect

º to the Review, because I protested from
18.

Your letter contains many interesting parti.

culars which were new to me, and some names

which I had not before heard, or not remember

ed. Moses Mendez, if my memory does not de

ceive me, published a collection of poems by

various authors, in one volume, which I have

seen bound uniformly with Dodsley and Pearch.

I have now upon my shelves (a schoolboy pur

chase) “The Loves of Othniel and Achsah,”

translated from the Chaldee (2 vols. 1769), of

which the preface says that the first book was
ose ende

translated by Mr. M...s M ..., z, the former

possessor of the (pretended) MSS., and that the

rest had been pursued amidst the vexations of a

very troublesome employment, increased by dis

appointments from pretended friendships. The

author was probably a Jew.

LETTER il.

Lord Buckhurst.—Sir Philip Sidney.—Fielding.—

The Evangelicals.-Gondibert.—D'Israeli–Wi

ther.—Davenant.—Richardson's Portrait.—Jere

my Benthamites.—Romilly.—Sir Edward Der

ing.—Sismondi.-Unpublished Stanzas.

Keswick, 8 April, 1830.

MY DEAR SIR:

I reply thus immediately to your very inter

esting, and, indeed, affecting letter, that Ima

endeavor in writing (were it possible, I would,

willingly, in person) to assist you in beguiling

some little portion of your wearying confine

ment. The severe pain which you were suffer

ing indicated I suppose a gathering in the part

originally affected, from which a discharge,

though it leave you greatly exhausted, may, I

hope and trust, give permanent relief. There

is a vis vitae, on which much reliance may be

placed, in an unconquerable spirit like yours.

Lord Buckhurst is, beyond all doubt, the im

mediate father-in-verse of Spenser; he was by

far the greatest and (which is not always, nor

even oſten a necessary result,) the most influen

tial poet of his generation. But he is included

in Warton's History; and my agreement with

Longman is, that I may embody these lives

hereafter in my intended continuation of War

ton's work, should I live to undertake it serious

ly. From my very boyhood, when I first read
ãº Arcadia, in Mrs. Stanley's modernization of

it, Sydney took possession of my imagination.

Not that Ílike the book the better, just in pro

portion as she had worsened it, for his own lan

guage would have presented nothing strange or

difficult to me, who had read Shakspeare, and

B. and Fletcher, as soon as I could understand

enough of them to follow the story of their plays;

but she had thrown away the pastoral parts, and

the miserable metre§ which those parts are

encumbered; and, therefore, I had nothing to

interrupt my enjoyment of the romance. Spen

ser afterwards increased my veneration for Sid

ney; and Penshurst, where I first saw it (in

1791) was the holiest ground I had ever vis

ited.

Forty years have not abated my love and

veneration for Sydney. I do not remember any

character more nearly without reproach. His

prose is ſull of poetry, and there are very fine

passages among his poems, distinguishing them

from his metres, in which there is scarcely even

a redeeming line, thought, or expression.



460 ORIGINAL Letters of SouthEY. [AUGUST,

I was introduced one day, in St. James's Park,

to the Fielding of whom you gave me so lively

an anecdote. He was then a fine old man,

though visibly shaken by time. He received

me in a manner which had much of old courtesy

about it; and I looked at him with great inter

est, for his father’s sake. This must have been

in 1817. The year afterwards a book was sent

me with this title, “Eternal Punishment proved

to be not suffering, but privation, and Immor

tality dependent on Spiritual Regeneration; by

a Member of the Church of England.” There

came a letter with it, in which the author, (James

Fontaine,) supposing me to be well acquainted

with Mr. Fielding, spoke of him as his friend,

and as holding the opinions which were main

tained in this book. And I heard afterwards,

from the friend who had introduced me to him,

that he was supposed to have fallen into some

eculiar religious notions, and that something

ike enthusiasm was imputed to him, which,

judging from the book, could only have been by

persons who had bestowed no serious thought

themselves upon the most serious of all subjects;

for Fontaine, (though far from an able writer,)

as a very sober and deliberate judgment, estab

lished, upon scriptural grounds, the only doc

trine in which the heart and understanding can

fully acquiesce, and which clearly vindicates

the ways of God to man. Fielding, therefore,

appears to have avoided those errors into which

men so frequently fall, when they begin ear

nestly to look beyond the mortal state. Mr.

Park will not have avoided them if he has got

among the Evangelicals, who, as a body, bring

both by their tenets and practices, a reproach

upon Christianity. The volume which he sent

i." and which missed its way, was probably

is “Morning Thoughts and Midnight Mus

ings.” There are some very affecting pieces in

it, the best he ever wrote.

I will ask Quillinan to look at the notes upon

Davenant. D'Israeli has some curious particu

lars about Gondibert, in his “Quarrels of Au

thors:” but he supposes Dr. Donne to have been

one of his assailants, who was dead long be

fore. There is a most atrocious libel upon Wi
ther in one of Davenant’s plavs:—he is intro

duced as an assassin, *. but named, the

intention being plainly denoted by an allusion

to his “Abuses Stript and Whipt.”

Wither's family is inosculated with a branch

of mine. My late uncle (Mr. Hill) married a

sister of Mr. Bigge Wither, of Manidown, and

the children of that marriage are now my wards.

It was thought at one time by his sisters, that

Mr. B. Wither intended to marry Miss Austin,

whom you mention, and whose novels are more

true to nature, and have (for my sympathies)

passages of finer feeling than any other of this

age. She was a person of whom I have heard

so well, and think so highly, that I regret not

having seen her, nor ever having had an oppor

tunity of testifying to her the respect which I

felt for her. i. if any papers of poor

George Withers could be traced, but without

Success.

There is a portrait of Richardson at Rokeby,

with this ...] story belonging to it, which Mr.

been painted for one of his female admirers, and

when long Sir Thomas Robinson took posses

sion of the house, and of this portrait, he won

dered what business a Mr. Richardson could

have there, in company with. persons of high

degree; so the canvass was turned over to the

nearest painter, with orders to put on a blue

riband and a star, and thereby convert it into a

portrait of Sir Robert Walpole ! You may be

sure Mr. Morritt, when he restored to the pic

ture its right name, left it in possession of these

favors.

Edward Romilly is expected, with his bride,

in the immediatej. I have seen

a little of him formerly, and generally meet one

of his brothers at a breakfast-party, once, during

my rare visits to town, among a knot of Jeremy

Benthamites, able, active, and ambitious men,

some of whom are right in their feelings, but all

wrong in their opinions, and likely (most of

them) to do all that in them lies for increasing

the evils and dangers of this ill-fated country.

I do not recollect the Christian name of this

Romilly, but he is a mild, agreeable man, and

of prepossessing countenance. The friend at

whose rooms I have met him is the author of

“Isaac Comnenus,” a tragedy, which was no

ticed some two years ago in the Quarterly; a

man of rare genius, and (though possessed in a

less degree by the same evil spirit) the most in

timate friend I have among those who are a

generation younger than myself.

The fact which you notice of the likeness to

Sir Edward Dering (of Charles's age) in his

family at this day is very curious. Did you ever

observe how remarkably old age brings out fa

mily likenesses, which having been kept, as it

were, in abeyance, while theº and the

business of the world engross the parties, come

forth again in age (as in inſancy), the features

settling into their primary character before dis

solution ? I have seen some affecting instances

of this, brother and sister, whom no two per

sons in middle life could have been more unlike

in countenance or in character, becoming like

twins at last. I now see my father's lineaments

in the looking-glass, when they never used to

|. But, of Sir Edward Dering, very few

of his speeches are given in Cobbett or Howel's

Parliamentary history, the worst part of which

is that of those times, and this owing to some

negligence on the part of the editor, who has

not resorted to such separate publications as he

ought to have done, nor to Rushworth, and still

less to Nalson. Dering's speeches, with his

beautiful portrait, I found in the library at Low

ther; where I found also, in the same collection

of tracts, a life of Sejanus, (levelled against

Buckingham,) by P. M Some former owner

of the same ageà written under these initials

—Philip Massinger. I communicated this to

º as deserving inquiry on his part, which

he said he would make, §: I believe never

did.

Sismondi is less fully informed than I expect

ed to find him respecting the literature of Spain

and Portugal, especially that of the latter coun

try. I have never seen his historical works.

Having a library within reach, I live upon my

Morritt told me when he pointed it out. It had stores, which aré, however, more ample perhaps
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than were ever before possessed by one whose

whole estate was in his inkstand.

My days among the dead are past;

Around me I behold,

Where'er these casual eyes are cast,

The mighty minds of old :

§ never-failing friends are they,

ith whom I converse day by day.

With them I take delight in weal,

And seek relief in woe;

And when I understand and feel

How much to them I owe,

§ cheeks have often been bedev'd

ith tears of thoughtful gratitude.

My thoughts are with the dead; with them

I live in long past years,

Their virtues love, their faults condemn,

Partake their hopes and fears;

And from their lessons seek and find

Instruction with a humble mind.

My hopes are with the dead; anon

My place with them will be,

And I with them shall travel on,

Through all futurity;

Yet leaving here a name, I trust,

That will not perish in the dust.

The stanzas in the last page were intended

for my Colloquies, in which (following Boëthius)

I thought at first of interspersing poems, but,

giving up that intention, this little piece was left

unfinished, and so it remains.

Mrs. Harriet Bowdler, at the age of seventy

eight, has just died of the small-pox, of the most

virulent kind. This I hear to-day from Mrs.

Hodson, formerly Margaret Holford.

God bless you, Sir Egerton, and restore you!

}. look anxiously to hear of you; but with

ope.

Yours, with sincere respect,

Robert SouthEY.

To Sir Egerton Bridges, &c. &c., Geneva.

Letter ini.

Sir W. Davenant.—The “Gnomica.”—Life of

Sidney.—Pepys's Memoirs.-Collection of Eng

lish Poetry.—“The Pastime of Pleasure.”—

“Piers Ploughman.”—Scenery near Keynsham.

—Lucien Buonaparte.—Sidney and Fulke Gre

ville.—Portrait of Sidney.—Conduct of the Earl
of Leicester.

Keswick, 16th June, 1830.

MY DEAR Sir :

I thank you for your letter, for Oldy's notes

concerning Sir W. Davenant, which your son

has obligingly transcribed for me.-and for some

very interesting and valuable books, part the

produce of the Lee Priory Press, and part the

result of your unweariable industry on the Con

tinent. The “Gnomica” I have been reading

with the greatest delight, which has been not a

little enhanced by perceiving tooº my

thoughts have been travelling in the same direc

tion with yours. Charges of plagiarism, indeed,

have often been made upon lighter grounds

than might be ſound in this volume of yours for

accusing me of it, in my last work. Had I

known this a little sooner, it should have been

-

noticed in the second edition of that work. Few

books have ever fallen in my way which con

tain so many golden remarks as these “Gno

mica.”

That portion of the “Theatrum Poetarum”

which you printed at Canterbury I purchased

when it was first published; and was very glad

now to receive the whole work, with more of

your own remarks, and in so beautiful a form.

Your edition of “Sir P. Sydney's Life” I

have been fortunate enough to borrow, by means

of Longman. There is a curious passage re

specting it in “Pepys's Memoirs,” relating to a

assage of prophetic foresight concerning the

|. This “Life,” which is everywhere

characteristic of its author, has led some writers

astray concerning the age at which Sydney be

gan his travels, owing, I have no doubt, to a

mistake of figures in the manuscript, where 17

must have been so written as to be taken for 14.

You may have seen an impossible attempt of

Dr. Aikin's to comprise a complete “Collection

of English Poetry,” in one volume. He begins

with a few pages of B. Jonson, and then comes

Milton. Longman put it into my hands when it

was just published, and I remarked to him that

Dr. Aikin had begun just where I should have

ended; for every thing which that volume con

tained was already accessible to readers of all

classes. He remembered this, and applied to

me to include such works of the earlier poets as

the limits would admit, in a similar volume. I

could have made a most valuable book if he

would have consented to let the volume be sup

lementary to Chalmers' and Anderson's Col

ections; but this did not suit his views; so I

could only reverse the proverb, and cut my cloth

according to my coat. I have, however, given

the volume a special value by Hawes's “Pas

time of Pleasure;” and, if Longman could have

been persuaded, I would have commenced it

with that copy of “Piers Ploughman,” which is

the intermediate one between Whitaker's and

the old edition; but he did not think the great

service which might thus have been rendered

to our literature would be beneficial to his book.

And I must think myself fortunate in getting in

Old Tusser, Lord Brooke, and Chamberlain's

“Pharonnida,” which fell in my way when I

was a schoolboy. I did not know that any of

my. Cid's blood was running in English veins;

still less could I suppose, when translating the

account of those proceedings at the Cortes,

when he revenged the wrongs of his two daugh

ters, (which is one of the sublimest passages of

the kind,) that it was a part of your family his

tory. No descent can be more distinctly made

out, and none could possibly pass through a

more illustrious channel.

There is a path leading from Keynsham to

ward Bristol, through what was formerly the

park. It was very little frequented when I dis-"

covered it, six-and-thirty years ago, at which

time I was in the habit of walking between Bath

and Bristol, from one place to the other; and I

felt very strongly the picturesque and melan

choly character of the scene,—melancholyº
because its days of grandeur were gone by.

small lodge was the only building which re

mained; but the grounds, though disparked,
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had still a park-like appearance, in the old haw

thorns which were standing here and there, and

in the inequalities, making it look as if there

ought to have been deer there. It was the only

|. of the walk in which I habitually and invo

untarily slackened my pace.

I have very recently added your edition of

“Collins's Peerage” to my library, and it makes

me regret the more that you should not have

executed your intention of writing biograph

upon an extensive scale. It can never be well

written except by one whose mind is at once

comprehensive and scrutinizing, and who unites

an antiquary’s patience with a poet's feeling.

The poem regarding your own life I trust you

will finish, and entreat you so to do; but at the

same time to bear in mind, that if you have not

done all you dreamt of doing, and could have

done, this is the common, and, perhaps, the in

evitable lot of all who are conscious of their own

powers; and you have done much which pos

terity will not willingly suffer to pass into ob

livion.

Lucien Buonaparte applied to me to translate

his poem; the application was made in a cir

cuitous way by Brougham ; and I returned, as

was fitting, a courteous answer to what was in

tended for a flattering proposal, not thinking it

necessary to observe, that an original poem

might be composed at less greater expense of

time, and with the certainty of satisfying one

person at least, whereas in the translation it

was as likely to displease the author as myselſ.

I read the original when it was printed, which

few persons did. One part of it pleased me much.

The whole was better conceived than a French

man could have conceived it; but I could not

forgive him for writing it in French instead of

Italian, nor for adapting it to the meridian of

the Vatican. Butler's translation I never saw.

He has restored the character of the school of

Shrewsbury, which was upon a par with the

best in England, when sº, and Fulk Gre

vill were placed there on the same day; and

when the boys represented plays in an open

amphitheatre, formed in antºº, between

the town-walls and the Severn. Churchyard

describes it.

The stanzas in the “Gnomica,” p. 163, might

have passed with me for a fragment of Gondi

bert. They have just that tone of thoughtful

feeling which distinguishes thatº above all

others, and owing to which (faulty as in many

respects it is) I never take it up without deriv

ing fresh pleasure from it, and being always un

willing to lay it aside. A little, I think, he learnt

from Sir J. Davies; more from Lord Brooke,

who is the most thoughtſul of all poets. Daven

ant had less strength of mind or morals, (as his

conversion and popery prove,) but more feeling:
with him the vein ended. You trace a little of

it in Dryden's earlier poems, not later. You

have admirably characterized the poets of

Charles the Second's age.

Do you recollect the portrait of Sydney pre

fixed to Dr. Zooch's life of him, from a picture

by Velasquez, at Wentworth Castle. It is a

good likeness of Professor Airey, the Cambridge

mathematician, who was a youthful prodigy in

his own science; but it bears no resemblance

whatever either to the miniature which you

have had engraved, or to the portrait in the

Sydney papers. I am inclined to suspect, there

fore, that it is not his portrait, especially as that

want of resemblance leads me very much to

doubt whether Sydney ever could have sat to

Velasquez. The countenance in the miniature

is feebler than I should have looked for, more

maidenly;-and that again in the Sydney pai

pers has a character (quite as inappropriate) of

middle age, and is not without a certain degree

of coarseness.

The Sydney papers have induced me to judge

less unfavorably than I used to do of Leicester,

and rather to agree with Sharon Turner in

thinking his character doubtful, than decidedly

bad. The strongest fact against him is what

Strada states, that he engaged, through the

Spanish ambassador, to bring about the restor

ation of the old religion, if Philip would favor

him in his hopes of marrying the Queen. Strada

affirms this upon the authority of the ambassa

dor's letters; and I cannot explain his conduct

as being only part of a scheme for obtaining the

confidence of the Spanish court, and becoming

thereby better acquainted with the schemes of

its confederates in England. On the other hand,

the character of Sir Henry Sydney seems to me

in a certain degree a guarantee for Leicester's

intentions. So is Sir Philip's too; and Leices

ter's friendship for his brother-in-law, and evi

dently sincere affection for his nephew, tell

greatly in his favor. There are also expressions

in his will, and touches of feeling, which may

surely be considered as sincere indications, not

merely of the state of mind in which the will

was written, but of the habit of mind. What a

most affecting thing is his mother's will ! In the

reverence which Sydney must have felt for her

memory, and in his grateful affection for his

uncle, you may, I think, account, and perhaps

find an excuse for the manner in which he speaks

of his Dudley descent. Even his father taught

him to pride#.upon it.—Farewell, my dear

sir, and believe me, &c.

To Sir Egerton, Bridges, Bart., &c., Geneva.

LETTER IV.

Sir Samnel, Romilly.—Samuel Whitbread, Esq.

—Lord Liverpool.—“History of Brazil.”—Sid

ney's “Stella.”—Greene's “Euphues.”—State

of Political Parties.—Gloomy forebodings.-John

Bunyan.—Southey's Life of Sidney.

Keswick, 10th Oct., 1830.

MY DEAR Sir :

I was about to write to you, and apologize for

a seeming neglect which began to weigh heavi

ly upon my conscience, when your miscellaneous

sheet arrived by this day’s post. The charac

ters which you have drawn in it of Romilly,

Whitbread, and Lord Liverpool, I am very well

able to appreciate,and admire them accordingly.

They are beautifully and mostj
delineated. I did not like Romilly. He was

more an antique Roman, or a modern American,

than an Englishman in his feelings. One of the

º: which I remember was made by

Frankland, in 1810, in answer to a motion of his

-
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for altering some of the criminal laws; and Ro

milly was disingenuous enough to speak of it

with contemptas somethingunintelligible. Whit

bread I like still less. A hint was once thrown

out in the Edinburgh Review that it would be

proper to call me to account for the freedom

with which I had commented on some of his

speeches in defence of Buonaparte: his party

took the hint, and it was proposed to bring me

before the House of Commons. I was informed

of this, and should have been in no want of sup

porters there; but upon further consideration

they deemed it better to let me alone, somewhat

to my disappointment.

Lord Liverpool wanted nothing but courage

to have been the best and wisest minister of

modern times; he was always well-informed,

always considerate, and always judicious when

he ventured to act upon his own sense of what

was right. . But in compromising a great prin;

ciple he virtually (not intentionally) betrayed

it; and more. are likely to follow from that

ºrromise than broke loose from Pandora's

OX.

The transcript reached me safely; and I am

very much obliged to you for it, and to Professor

Horner. I would fain send you the “History of

Brazil” (my best work), that you may judge by

the labor already bestowed upon it how greatly

I prize any information . may enable me

to render it less imperfect; but three thick quar

tos are of unseemly bulk for travelling from

London to Geneva. I will consign them, there

fore, to Mr. Quillinan's care, that they may be

dº for you at Lee Priory.

had noticed that paper in the Quarterly

Review, not having the i. suspicion that

it was yours, as containing an unusual portion

of knowledge, and being in a strain of thought

and feeling with which I could wholly accord;

and I made a note of reference to it, respecting

Sir Robert Dudley, Sydney's Stella cannot

have been Lady Rich, because his poems plain

ly relate to a successful passion; and because

the name was applied to his widow. Is he the

first person who used it as a feminine name 7

I incline to think so, because it is evidently used

in relation to Astrophel, for which conceit I sup

É. he fixed upon it, though he must have

nown that it was a man's name among the

Romans. The better to estimate Sydney's de

serts, I have been reperusing “Euphues,” and

such of Greene's works as you have printed in

“The Archaica.” The latter I read when you

published them; the former ten years ago, when

the book first came into my hands. The most

remarkable thing in “Euphues” is, that it con

tains some specimens of what Swift calls Polite

Conversation,-that sort of vulgarity had under

gone little or no change from the days of Eliza

beth to those of Q. Anne. It is strange that this

book should ever have been popular, and still

more so that any one should have rendered it

into modern English in 1716. This moderniza

tion I should like to see. It contains, also, some

thing upon a miniature scale of those vapid and

fine-drawn conversations which were carried to

the farthest point of wearisomeness and absurdity

in M. Scudery's romances; but of this there are

earlier examples, but in French and Italian. I

do not suppose any thing in “Euphues” to be

original, except the mannerism of its pedan

try.

% hope to be in London at the meeting of

Parliament: since the Long Parliament no

meeting has been looked for with so much ex

pectation, nor has expectation ever before worn

such a “cast of fear.” Matters are to be consi

dered—and must be considered—which would

require all the strength of the strongest govern

ment, and all the wisdom of the wisest; and

ours is at present weak, miserably weak, in

every sense of the word. There is a likelihood

that it may derive support from some of those

persons who are beginning to see the danger

which threatens all our institutions; but, on the

other hand, fear is just as likely to make others

fly, and that has usually been the policy offee

§: and timid men, and of none more than those

who now compose the British cabinet—that of

yielding to one demand after another, though

with the certainty that every concession will

bring on a more unreasonable demand. It seems

as if they cared for nothing more than how to

smooth their way for the session. There is a

talk of giving a representative to Manchester,

and other large towns: and, indeed, there is so

little chance of preserving the old system, that

those who most regret the impossibility of main

taining it, will be contented and thankful if they

can only avert the mischief which must ensue if

the elections should everywhere be placed in

the power of the populace.

T. are more than rumors that some mea

sures are intended against the churchF.
men who ought not to express such fears make

no scruple of saying that they expect to see the

clergy placed upon the same footing as other

sects, that is, left to be supported by the volun

tary contributions of their respective flocks. This

I have more than once heard from persons in

influential stations; and the effect is, that people

begin instinctively to reconcile themselves as

well as they can to an evil which they are thus

led to expect: for in losing hope, we lose in

such cases most of the strength for resistance,

and almost all the motives for it. While the

Catholic question was afloat, there was a strong

body of feeling and principle in the country, not

only ready to have rallied round the Govern

ment, but eager to do so. That body the Eman

cipation has broken up. And by removing that

question the iministers, instead of obtaining

the peace for which they paid so dear a price,

find that they have only unmasked batteries

which could never have opened while that ques

tion occupied the ground in front. The cry of

Parliamentary Reform is raised, with the exam

F. of the Parisians, to encourage the Radicals

ere: Brabant is held forth to the Irish as an

example for dissolving the Union ; and then

will follow the demand for a Catholic Church

establishment in Ireland; and the troubles which

might have (been) averted by the imprisoning

three or four agitators a few years ago, will not

be settled a few years hence, without the most

dangerous war that has ever shaken these king

doms. Add to this, that infidelity and fanaticism

are advancing pari passu among the middle and

lower orders, and that agrarian principles are
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sensibly making a progress among those who

have nothing to lose.

Gladly would I abstract myself wholly from

such*º were it possible, and live in the

uninterrupted enjoyment of literary pursuits;

but political considerations are now like the

winds and waves in a tempest; there is no es

cape from them, no place where those who are

at sea can be at rest, or cease to hear and to

feel the storm.

The paper upon Bunyan in the last‘.
Review is by Sir Walter. He has not observed;

and I, when I wrote the life, had forgotten, that

the complete design of a Pilgrim's Progress is

to be found in Lucian's Hermotimus. Not that

Bunyan ever saw it there; but that the obvious

allegory had presented itself to Lucian’s mind,

as to many others. My only article in the num

ber is a short one upon the Negro New Testa

ment: as a philological curiosity that Testament

is the most remarkable that has fallen in my

way.

§ life of Sydney lengthens before me, and I

shall not be satisfied with it till I can get at the

two other collections of Hubert Languet's let

ters, besides those which were addressed to Syd

ney himself. Then, too, I shall better be able

to form an opinion whether Languet has been

rightly supposed to be the Junius Brutus of that

age; at present, what I have gathered of his

character inclines me to think otherwise. I

wish, and ought also, to read the letters of

Mornay du Plessis, which not long ago were

published. Montaigne and I differ in this re

spect, that he liked better to forge his mind than

to furnish it; and I am much more disposed to

lay in knowledge than to lay doubt. Mere in

clination now would induce me always to read,

and seldom—very seldom, to write. This upon

me is the effect of time. I hope this may find

you again restored.

R. S.Yours sincerely,

To Sir Egerton Bridges, Bart., &c., Geneva.

(There are several clerical errors in the conclud

ing part of this letter, which appears to have been

ended in some haste.)

THE DEATH OF BONAPARTE AT ST.

HELENA.

translated From DE LAM artine.

High on a rock lashed by the plaintive wave,

From far the mariner discerns a grave,

Time has not yet the narrow stone defaced;

But thorns and ivy have their tendrils bound,

Beneath the verdant covering woven round,

A broken sceptre's traced.

Here lies—without a name his relics rest,

But 'tis in characters of blood impressed,

On every conquered region of the world,

On bronze and marble, on each bosom brave,

And on the heart of every trembling slave

Beneath his chariot hurled.

Three little steps may measure the low mound,

And not a murmur from the grave resound ;

The warrior may be spurned by rival's feet,

Insects may buz around that lofty brow;

For his imperial shade hears only now

The surge unceasing beat.

Proudly disdaining what the world admired,

Dominion only his stern soul required;

All obstacles, all foes his might o'ercame,

Straight to the goal, swift as the winged dart

Flew his command, though through a friend's

warm heart,

And reached its deadly aim.

Never to cheer him was the banquet spread,

Nor wine all crimson in the goblet shed ;

Streams of another|. pleased his eye;

Fixed as the soldier watching braced in arms

He had no smiles for gentle beauty's charms,

Nor for her tears a sigh.

His joys were the clang of arms, the battle peal,

The flash of morning on the polished steel;

His hand alone caressed his war-horse fleet,

Whilst like a wind the white descending mane

Furrowed the bloody dust, and all the slain

Lay crushed beneath his feet.

To be the thought and life of a whole age,

To blunt the poignard—enmity assuage—

To shake, and then establish tottering state ;

And by the lightning his own cannons pour

To win the game of empires o'er and o'er,

Proud dreamº fate |

'Tis said that in his last long dying moan,

Before eternity subdued alone,

A troubled glance did up to heaven ascend.

That mercy's sign had touched the scornful man,

That his proud life a holy Name began,

Began—but dared not end

Complete the word —pronounce the sacred Name,

Our deeds and heroes are not weighed the same. -

God pardons or condemns, He crowns, He reigns;

Speak without dread, – He comprehends thy

thought,

Tyrants or slaves each to account are brought

For sceptres, or for chains !

CANAL Across Surz.-A private letter from Al

exandria announces the intention of the Pacha of

Egypt to proceed with the execution of the long

proposed work of joining the Red Sea with the

Mediterranean, by means of a canal to be cut from

Suez to Palusium.— Court Journal.

Excavations on the site of NINEveh-By

order of the French Consul at Mossoul, excavations

are being made on the ground formerly covered by

the city of Nineveh, which was situated on the Ti

gris, opposite the present town of Mossoul. The

remains of a palace, the walls of which are cov

ered with bas-reliefs and inscriptions in cuneiform

characters, have recently been brought to light, a

discovery the more important, as no sculptured

monument of the Assyrians was supposed to be in

existence. The government have desired M. Botta

to prosecute his undertaking.—Ibid.

ThorwALDs EN's Collection. — Thorwaldsen

has thrown open his splendid collection of pictures

and marbles to the public at Copenhagen, and it is

said that he has declared his intention to bequeath

the whole upon certain conditions, to that city-lb.
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REM.INISCENCES OF MEN AND THINGS.

BY ONE WHO HAS A GOOD MEMORY.

From Frascr’s Magazine,

CHATEAUBRIAND AND DE GENOUDE.

The first time I saw Chateaubriand was

in that very garden at Lausanne of which

Gibbon has written—

“Instead of a small house between a street

and a stable-yard, I began to. a spacious

and convenient mansion, connected on the north

side with the city, and open on the south to a

beautiful and boundless horizon. A garden of

four acres had been laid out by the taste of M.

Deiguerdun; from the garden a rich scenery of

meadows and vineyards descends to the lake of

Leman, and the prospect far beyond the Lake is

crowned by the stupendous mountains of Savoy.

My books and my acquaintances had been first

united in London; but this happy position of my

library in town and country was finally reserved

for Lausanne.”

And who that has read his eloquent des

criptions of the commencement and termi

nation of the history of the Decline and

Fall of the Roman Empire, can forget that,

whilst—

“It was at Rome, on the 15th of October,

1764, as he sat musing amidst the ruins of the

Capitol, while the barefooted friars were singing

vespers in the Temple of Jupiter, that the idea

of writing that work first started to his mind;”

it was in the garden at Lausanne just refer

red to, that he terminated his labors:—

“It was on the day, or rather night, of the 27th

of June, 1787, between the hours of eleven and

twelve, that I wrote the last lines of the last page

in a summerhouse in my garden. After laying

down myP. I took several turns in a berceau,

or covered walk of acacias, which commands a

prospect of the country, the lake, and the moun

tains. The air was temperate, the sky was se

rene, the silver orb of the moon was reflected

from the waters, and all nature was silent. I will

not dissemble the first emotions of joy on the

recovery of my freedom, and, perhaps, the es

tablishment of my fame. But my pride was

soon humbled, and a sober melancholy was

spread over my mind by the idea that I had

taken an everlasting leave of an old and agree

able companion, and that whatsoever might be

the future fate of my History, the life of the histo

rian must be short and precarious.”

Yes!—there we were in the self-same

garden. The acacias still waved their gold

en hair; the summerhouse yet existed;

the “berceau” was not destroyed; and Cha

teaubriand was walking with the aged

Madame , the first love of the self-same

Gibbon.

Ah! how time had rolled on How its

effacing fingers had left scarcely a trace of

Vol. II. No. IV.

those features where beauty had once loved

to dwell ! And how now she described the

person of her former enthusiastic admirer,

who, having prostrated himself on one oc

casion at her feet, imploring her to accept

his hand and heart, was unable to raise him

self from the ground and gain his erect

posture, until she rang for her servant, and

directed him to assist the abject lover from

the ground ! What a host of historical

and biographical remembrances rushed to

my mind when I beheld the French poet

and philosopher engaged in a cheerful

“causerie” with one who had been the

friend and companion of the writer of the

most eloquent history the world hath yet

seen in any language or in any clime !

And there was the deep blue lake, on

whose magical waters Gibbon had so often

gazed And there the same garden in

which Lord Sheffield, Necker, Charles

James Fox, and Prince Henry of Prussia,

had so often wandered with this extraordi

nary man? And there were those glorious

mountains on which their eyes had so often

feasted . And there was the dark grandeur

of retreating rocks, but lighted on their

tops with eternal snow ! And there was

that placid village of Ouchy lying quite

iſ, in the valley, with the slopes cover

ed with roses and vines, flowers and luxuri

ance down to the water's edge ' And we

talked of other days, and beings long since

consigned to the earth and the worm, but

whose works, unimpaired by time, or un

changed by the lapse of years, were still

the admiration of successive generations.

So we talked of Tell, and of La Harpe, and

of Madame de Genlis, and of the Swiss

reformers, and of men of all sections of the

Christian Church, and of a heaven where

there should be no divisions, no sections,

and no sectarians!

Chateaubriand was full of Rome, of the

imperial city, of the infallible chief of an

infallible church, of the privileges and ad

vantages he was about to enjoy as ambas

sador to his Holiness from Charles the

Tenth, for he was on his way to the Papal

States when I met him ; and his conversa

tion was most eloquent when he talked of

the continuity of the Catholic faith, of the

invariable essence of the Catholic religion,

and of the repose of his own spirit when

he thought and believed that he also was

an engrafted member of that holy fellow

ship which was begun on earth to endure

for ever.

Chateaubriand had undertaken the mis

sion on which he was proceeding, more for

the purpose of absenting himself during
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an approaching period of severe political

conflict, in which his voice would have been

lost in the Babel of party hostility and cla

mor, than from any other motive, either

moral, political, or religious. With his fine

discriminating mind he beheld the coming

storm. He perceived that the party of the

“Counter-Revolution” had resolved on

urging the king to a reaction; and that the

opposition of such men as Roy, Perier, and

Royer Collard, had become less dispassion

ate and more intense. He was accused of

fear, of want of consistent energy, of ner

vousness, and tremulousness; and Martain

ville, with his satires and his venom, spoke

of such men as the author of The Genius

of Christianity as being infected with “the

poison of liberalism.” Whilst. Martignac

and Chateaubriand defended the monarchy

with the Charta, Martainville and the men

of the old monarchy called for “coups

d'état,” and asked, “What need have we of

any other Charta than the will of the best

of princes?” They sought to bring into

disgrace or contempt the man who, in 1814,

had written his celebrated brochure, De

Buonaparte et des Bourbons, et de la nécessité

de se rallier a nos princes Légitimes, pour le

bonheur de la France, et celui de l'Europe.

Fourteen years had passed away. The

services of Chateaubriand, though not for

gotten, were too remote to be kept steadily

in view, and “he is infected with Constitu

tionalism l’” was the cry with which it was

attempted to degrade him. And yet it

should have been remembered that with

truth could he exclaim,

“Since the epoch of the assassination of

the Duke d'Enghien, I have been accustom

ed to run all the risks of fortune! . Every

six months I have been threatened that I

should be shot, or put to the sword, or im

prisoned for the rest of my days. Still I

did not the less follow the course which my

duty indicated, as one I ought to pur

sue.”

But so it was. Peace and plenty had

brought with them not satisfaction and

gratitude, happiness and repose, but a spirit

of rebellion, and a determination, on the

one hand, to demand more than the Charta

granted, and, on the other, to withdraw

concessions which had been wisely made.

Thus the monarchy was placed in peril, and

public liberties were rendered less secure.

The poet, the orator, the Christian philoso

pher, perceived all this; and, faithful to his

past life, he did not hesitate to assure the

princes he had served with such devotion,

and to whose illustrious race he continued

so warmly attached, that a counter-revolu

tion and a restoration of the monarchy of

1788 was impossible.

One of the senseless calumnies at that

time heaped on Chateaubriand was, that

“his tastes were English, that he had been

one who had eulogized that mixed form of

government which had been consecrated

by the Charta; and that France owed all

her modern calamities, and approaching

woes, to the parliamentary system "

The truth was, that Chateaubriand had

not been an idle and an ignorant spectator

of the events of the then past forty years.

It could not be said of him “that he had

forgotten nothing and learned nothing.”

His expansive and noble heart had certain

ly forgotten many acts of injustice and

cruelty exercised towards him both by the

Revolution, the Republic, and the Empire;

but he had well observed what France had

been and what she was, and he therefore

sought to render her government popular

without being democratic, and monarchical

without being reactionary. When hisfriends

denied that he was “too English,” and ad

duced in proof of this the very pamphlet

I have already mentioned, in the first edi

tion of which he had even forgotten to ac

knowledge the immense debt of gratitude

which the Bourbons, as a race, owed to the

English nation, they were met by the cry,

“Ah! but read the appendix to the second

'edition, in which England is glorified at the

expense of all besides! This Chateaubriand

is one of those to whom we owe the inflic

tion of a parliamentary system.”

And as the noble and beautiful language

of Chateaubriand on this occasion has been

so unjustly and unkindly produced against

him, in order to excite the prejudices and

the hatred of the Anti-English party in

France, I am delighted to have the oppor

tunity of recalling public attention to his

glowing panegyric of the Prince Regent

and of the Duke of Wellington:—

“Several persons,” said Chateaubriand,

“have remarked, not without astonishment, that

in my last work when speaking of the generosity

of the great powers who have of late delivered

us, I should not have made mention of England :

I admit the justice of this reproach, and I am

grieved to the heart at my omission; but my

excuse must be the real one,—the grandeur of

the spectacle which I was contemplating, and

the rapidity with which I wrote the pamphlet

in question. * * But, sir, no French

man can ever forget, I trust, that which he owes

to the Prince Regent of England, and to the

noble people who have so powerfully contri

buted to our emancipation. The flags of Spain

also floated in the armies of Henry the Fourth;

and they reappear in the battalions which re

store to us our Louis the Eighteenth. We are
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too sensible of true glory not to admire this

Lord Wellington, in whose character we see so

strikingly reproduced the virtues and the talents

of our own Turenne. Do we not feel touched

even to tears when we contemplate this truly

great man, Wellington, promising, at the time

of our retreat from Portugal, two guineas for

each French prisoner who should be brought to

him living 7 H. virtue of the force of his moral

character, and its influence over his contempo

raries, this same Lord Wellington, more as the

effect of that character, than as the result of

military discipline, miraculously brought into a

state of subjugation, on entering into our prov

inces, the resentment of the Portuguese, and the

vengeance of the Spaniards; and, in one word,

it was around his standard that the first cry of

‘Vive le roi!" aroused our unſortunate country;

and, instead of a captive French prince, this new

Black Prince was brought back to Bordeaux as

the king of emancipated France"

The concluding passage is so delicate,

eloquent, and touching, that I dare not

translate it :—

“Lors']ue le Roi Jean fut conduit a Londres,

touché de la générosité d’Edouard, il s' attacha

A ses vainqueurs, et revint mourir dans la terre

de sa captivité, comme s'il eit prévu que cette

terre serait dans la suite le dernier asile du der

nier rejeton de sa, race, et qu'un º les de

scendants des Talbot et des Chandos recueil

leraient la postérité proscrite de la Hire et des

Duguesclin.”

That the Buonapartists, the remnants of

the roughshod republicans, and the once

devoted lovers of the barbarous politics of

Robespierre and of Marat, should have

hated Chateaubriand for language so cre

ditable to his heart and his understanding,

would have excited no surprise; but that

the polished courtiers of a once banished

dynasty should have so far forgotten the

obligations they owed to the English and

their government, as to have attacked him

for his expressions of gratitude and love to

Great Britain, is a fact which reflects no

credit on the men who were so oblivious.

But I have headed this Reminiscence,

“Chateaubriand and De Genoude ſ” Why

have I done so Why have I not kept dis

tinct the memorials and reminiscences of

the author of Atala et René, of the Corres

pondence of the Baron de Grimm and Diderot,

and of Le Génie du Christianisme ! And

why have I confounded them with the poli

tical writings of De Genoude, the apologist

of the Jesuits, the counsellor of demi-mea

sures of a reactionary character, and the

able and most accomplished editor of La

Gazette de France 2 I shall answer this in

quiry with as much brevity as possible ;

but my reasons being connected with the

history of the last fifteen years, cannot be

comprehended in a few sentences.

In 1826, 27, and 28, the character of the

opposition to the Bourbon government be

came materially changed. Many years of

very great physical prosperity, and of un

disturbed peace, had placed the middling

classes in France in a condition of con

siderable ease and enjoyment. An immense

annual expenditure by foreigners in Paris

of large incomes, all drawn from foreign

lands, and expended in precious metals,

tended to raise the fortunes of tradesmen,

shopkeepers, and merchants, every year;

and, as is always the case in France when

purses get full, the lesser educated classes

become insolent and dominating. The Op

position in the Chamber of Deputies, back

ed by the clamorous demands of out-of-door

legislators, were less prudent in their

speeches, and less careful and monarchical

in their acts, and the press was daring and .

insolent in its unconstitutional demands.

The Gazette de France, at the head of which

was M. de Genoude, a young man full of

fire, eloquence, and convictions of a very

decided monarchical tendency, engaged

with zeal and talent in the cause of insulted

royalty; and defended with genius, taste,

and ardor, a cause which he really believ

ed to be in danger. The gentleman just

named was a layman, full of enthusiasm

for his church, of devotedness to his king

and princes, and of zeal for monarchical

institutions. He believed not in the demo

cratical articles of the Charta of Louis

XVIII., and he was convinced that if the

Romish clergy exercised their just influence

in the provinces, that a revolution for po

pular principles would be impossible. “JVo

concession ſ” was his cry and his watch

word; and he would point out day by day,

in his most talented Gazette, how Louis

XVI., Marie Antoinette, and the old dynas

ty, had been lost, ruined, by a system of

concession to unjust demands and to revo

lutionary factions. The royal family was

thus placed in a difficult and most arduous

position. They relied on such men as De

Genoude. They were urged on by such

men as Martainville. The Benjamin Con

stants, the Periers, the Roys, and the Col

lards, of the Chambers exclaimed, “No re

action ſ” Their opponents replied by de

manding that “the rights of the monarchy

should be respected ſ” “France is older

than her princes !” cried the opposition.

“France is the Bourbons, and she is nothing

without them,” replied M. de Genoude.

This war of words ended in a war of blows,

and the court was induced to believe that
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M. de Martignac was too constitutional for

the French monarchy. When he cried,

“We march in the midst of anarchy '' the

journal of M. de Genoude entreated the

king to dissolve the chamber, to call toge

ther new deputies, to make an appeal to

monarchical France, and to issue a procla

mation which should shake most terribly

the Liberals. The advice was taken, the

experiment was made, and the Prince de

Polignac was called to office. It was at

this period, which preceded this entry of

M. de Polignac into power, that I first saw

M. de Genoude. Young, handsome, fasci

nating, eloquent, persuasive, full of deep

love for France, and of earnestness almost

unexampled, in manner and style, De Ge

noude was the most attractive of compa

mions, and the most winning of conversa

tionalists. The Courrier Français and the

Constitutionnel were then carrying on a

desperate war against the monarchy and

the princes; and songsters, caricaturists,

and feuilletonists, all joined in the yell,

which proceeded from multitudes of most

jarring and discordant voices. It was then

that Chateaubriand besought the eldest

branch of the house of Bourbon not to be

intimidated by the hectoring of the oppo

sition, by the fury of the De Corcelles,

Salvertes, Lafayettes, and Lafittes of the

press, or the deputies, on the one hand;

and not to be goaded, or excited, or driven

to acts of political reaction, on the other.

Less matured in his views, though not less

sincere in his attachment to the Bourbon

dynasty than Chateaubriand, M. de Genoude

thought a certain amount of reaction ne

cessary, but was by no means prepared to

advise a line of policy which should hazard

the possibility of a second revolution. He

was less prudent than Chateaubriand, un

doubtedly; but he, also, was by no means

satisfied that violence or threats would ad

vance the cause of the princes he loved.

“Be firm l’’ cried De Genoude. “Resort

to the protecting clauses of the chamber 1

Dissolve—dissolve, again and again, as the

charter authorizes you to do.” But this

system was one of legality, and did not in

clude, even in its spirit, the principle of

“coups d'état.”

When the great and the good Chateau

briand accepted the post ofÉ. ambas

sador to the court of Rome, M. de Genoude

regarded the nomination as one of too lib

eral a character; and afterwards, when,

on the nomination of the Polignac ministry,

he resigned that post, the Gazette posi

tively blamed him. But what says the

Abbé de Genoude now? He admits, that

if the counsels of Chateaubriand had been

followed, the events of 1830 would not

have occurred. From that period to the pre

sent hour, on all vast questions of dynasty

and of principle, these two distinguished

patriots and philosophers have agreed;

and they both now perceive the crrors

committed on all sides, and the results of

which can still only be partially and im

perfectly understood. For these reasons,

I have always associated in my mind the

names of Chateaubriand and De Genoude

together. He who said, in very trouble

some and tempestuous times, in moments

of great irritation and personal danger,

when addressing himself to the Duchess of

Berry, “..Madam, your son is my king,” has

in De Genoude a contemporary every way

worthy of being so, both for his courage

and his dignity. Neither Chateaubriand

nor De Genoude desired a counter-revolu

tion. This is certain. But the former per

ceived, before the latter, that it must take

place; whilst the latter, when it occurred,

made amazing efforts to save the royalty

from being involved in its disastrous con

sequences. Then, however, it was too

late; and both Chateaubriand and De Ge

noude have subsequently labored together

to rescue their country from the evils in

which it was involved from 1830 to 1835.

Since that period they have been, as be

fore, conservative rather than anti-revo

lutionary; and as their efforts have been

similar, and the result of those efforts satis

factory, I cannot but associate them in my

mind, and now produce them in the same

picture.

As Paganini was the Apollo of the violin,

and Huerta is still of the guitar, so Chateau

briand and De Genoude are in conver

sation the most seductive of men. I do

not mean of women's hearts or of women's

admiration, though of both they have had

their full share, but I mean that they spell

bind you by their tongues, rivet you down

to your position, from which you cannot

extricate yourself; and whilst Chateau

briand is the Paganini, De Genoude is the

Huerta of the concert. The one, rich in

classic lore, with an imagination fertile in

both the fables and realities of Greece and

Rome, and with a ripe and unctuous flow

ing of old things and new, passing to you

from his well-stored memory, now causes

you to breathe less freely, and your heart

to beat less frequently, as he converses of

by-gone days adorned as they are by clas

sical illustrations; and then makes your

pulse move quicker than before by strains

of love, and descriptions of scenery, which
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no one can give with equal grace and ani

mation. But De Genoude succeeds him |

He speaks to you only of France. He is

not ignorant, indeed, of other lands, peo

le, or dynasties. He also could converse

of fabled deities and of fabled climes; but

France is now the one great object of his

affections, as the Church of Rome is that

of his obedience and veneration. There

is so much of similarity in these great

men, that I have yoked them together, not

from ignorance of the points on which

they differ, but from acquaintance with

those on which they are agreed.

When first I saw De Genoude he was a

layman, a married man, one of the best

and most admirable of husbands, and who

rendered his wife one of the happiest of

her sex by his true-hearted and most de

voted love. His case was one of many,

many others, I am always happy to ad.

duce, of French matrimonial bliss. It is a

vulgar calumny, and nothing better, which

asserts that connubial bliss, in France, is

restricted to the poor. I have seen ex

amples, almost innumerable, in the higher

as well as in the middle ranks of French

life; and I proclaim it as an indisputable

fact, that if marriages are made in heaven,

they are often most harmoniously and hap

pily celebrated in France. However, when

first I saw De Genoude, he cost me the

loss of a very excellent dinner; for I had

the happiness to sit next to him, and to en

joy the music of his voice and the thrilling

eloquence of his conversation. He began

with the soup. I took but one spoonful.

The rest was cleared away. Fish, flesh,

and fowl, game, entremets, and all sorts of

“sweet things,” shared the same fate; and

by the time the repast was terminated I

was literally awfully hungry ! I have con

versed with many men and in many lands,

and have been amused, profited, and de

lighted;—but I really think, without ex

ception, that the most absorbing of all

conversationalists is De Genoude. Deep

thoughts, rapid conceptions, varied de

scriptions, exciting and appropriate anec

dotes, a grouping of men and things most

bewildering by their number and witchery,

are all happily combined in his conversa

tional powers; and the feeling and energy

with which all is uttered, bearing upon

some great and magnificent principle, form

together an amount of attractiveness which

defies the best powers of the mind at all to

resist, much less effectually to withstand.

I have seen violent Buonapartists and ultra

Liberals so “mesmerized” by his syren

song, so baffled by his enchanting elo

quence, or so led captive by his close and

logical reasoning, as to be wholly unable

to reply. The next day they were angry,

nay, indignant, with themselves at their

own defeat, and sighed to renew the con

versation of the eve. But when the oppor

tunity has again presented itself, they have

been once more silent in his presence, not

from fear, but from joy, from a sort of in

tellectual delight arising out of the de

velopment before them of commanding

powers and of astounding eloquence.

One of the favorite maxims of De Ge

noude, and which for years he has enforced

on the readers of the Gazette, is this, “La

revolte n'est jamais permise.” That is to

say, that God does not authorize rebellion;

that justice does not authorize rebellion;

that the welfare of man, as a race, does

not call for it; that the laws of society are

opposed to it; that the redress of wrongs

does not sanction it; that even the rights

of men are opposed to it; and that there

is no slavery so severe, excessive, and

tyrannical, as the slavery inflicted by suc

cessful rebellion. It is a magnificent treat

to listen to De Genoude when he takes in

hand such a maxim as this, and illustrates

and enforces it. Oppose him if you will,

that does not annoy him ; question him if

you will, that does not disturb him; abuse

him if you will, that does not vex or irri

tate him. Still, still he proclaims, “La

revolte n'est jamais permise I’’ He begins

with the garden of Eden. He brings the

trees and the flowers, the umbrageous

walks and the perennial foliage, the bright

heavens and the spangled fields, the warb

ling birds, and the voice of a sinless and

undying creation before you; and he asks

you whether the principle of revolt was

there 1 No 1 all was submission, obedi

ence, love. But the principle of rebellion

was introduced, the sense of shame and of

degradation followed, the dignity of man

fell with the loss of his obedience; and re

proaches, addressed both to God and to

his helpmate, showed how happiness de

pended on dependence. But did God per

mit this rebellion ? Did he allow it to suc

ceed 1 Was it a triumph more than mo

mentary 1 The angel with the flaming

sword answered all such inquiries. The

curse on the woman, her subjection, and

her sorrow, were the best replies to all

suspicions that God would admit the princi

ple of revolt into His code, or into His do

minions. And the serpent biting the dust,

closed the exhibition of the practical proofs

that “La revolte n'est jamais permise,” by

Heaven.—But yet man increased ' That



470 And Things, [AUGUST,Reminiscences of MEN

increase was painſul, but it was prolific.

Though man was a sinner, he multiplied;

and though his dominion was accompanied

with toil, misery, and woe, yet he had do

minion. His sins became as enormous as

his race, and his rebellion was desperate

and decided. But was that revolt per

mitted 1 The deluge replied to the inquiry;

and “Rocks, save us!” “Mountains, fall

upon us and hide us!” were the exclama

tions which proclaimed by their vehemence

and their misery, “...Non—la revolte n'est ja

mais permise ſ” And what was the atonement

itself that great, that wondrous mystery

—a Saviour dying for a rebellious world !

a God becoming man to suffer for rebels 1

to obtain pardon, reconciliation, and mer

cy 7 but a new consecration of the self

same principle, La revolte n'est jamais per

mise ! And what is the fire that is never

quenched, and what the worm that never

dieth, but the eternal and practical evi

dence of the truth, that rebellion is never

allowed 1–And what are the crimes against

society, but rebellion against the laws

And what are the penalties of such rebel

lion inflicted by those laws, but so many

re-assertions that rebellion is not allowed 1

All the crimes of society are so many acts

of rebellion against the majesty of the law,

—that majesty being derived from the

laws of Heaven, of the principle of which

they are so many representations. So the

sufferings of humanity for the excesses of

humanity, are signal triumphs of the same

principle carried into action. The laws of

nature indicate temperance to man : and

excess, therefore, tends to disease, para

lysis, and sudden death. The laws of na

ture indicate providence to man; and im

providence, therefore, is followed by want,

misery, and ruin. The laws of God point

out virtue and religion, abstinence and con

tinence to man; and when man opposes

these laws, and rebels against these re

quirements of almighty wisdom and eter

nal truth, the consequences, immediate, as

well as future, point out the heinousness

of rebellion.—Man is a rebel. The history

of the race is one of rebellion' But man

has not been permitted to profit by his op

position, his revolt, and his disobedience.

The earliest known history of man affords

abundant examples of the truth of this

statement. The destruction of cities, the

swallowing up of tribes, the overthrow of

empires, the utter annihilation of dynas

ties, the engulfing by earthquakes, or by

other phenomena, of whole districts and

countries, are so many more facts all at

testing the truth of this one overruling

maxim, “La revolte n'est jamais permise.”

Then comes the long train of other facts

of unsuccessful revolts, of crushed revolts,

of revolts followed by great national dis

asters, and of revolts which have changed

the whole course of events in this world,

not for the increased happiness, but for the

additional misery, of man. Thus revolt is

never authorized by the laws of God, of

nature, or of society.

It is in this way that De Genoude pre

pares you for the examination of the

modern history of France. He shows to

what new crimes, misery and degradation,

each new revolt has conducted his fellow

countrymen. He commences with the

period which preceded the horrors of 1793,

and points out the distinction between im

provement and revolt, between the union

of the king and the country in a great

work of national amelioration and the in

fringement of the royal prerogatives ter.

minating in royal assassination. The woes

and wrongs of upwards of twenty years are

to be dated back to the rebellion of the

Place de la Revolution ; and the restoration

of the Bourbons in 1814 was a striking and

most signal declaration of the truthfulness

and rightfulness of the principle that

“La revolte n'est jamais permise.”

When De Genoude shows in detail how

every infraction of this principle has led

to corresponding disasters, and how in

proportion as man has been obedient, not

erecting himself against the laws, but seek

ing by legal means to establish and to im

prove them, he has been happy and pro

gressive, it is then that he is incompara

ble, and his fine face lightens up as he sees

conviction strike the consciences of those

to whom he is addressing himself. As it

is with his conversation, so it is with his

writings. He is so closely logical, that

you must make up your mind to retain

your previous convictions, though you

know they are wrong, or else to be carried

away by a power of reasoning you are

unable to resist. And when he addresses

himself to the objection that this maxim is

slavish, and degrading, and is opposed to

the cause of progress and civilization, he is

indeed magnificent. Then it is that he

examines the slavery on the one hand, and

the despotism on the other, of the ancient

republics. Then it is that he lays before

you in all its nudity and helplessness the

system of popular government. Then it is

that he points to democratical America,

with her slave population: to the Polish

nobles who revolted against their sovereign,

yet the veriest taskmasters of their serfs;
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to the Swiss cantons, where to this hour

peasants cannot dance without the permis

sion of the Landermann ; and to all the

castes and distinctions created by muni

cipal and other civic institutions. Lastly,

when he attacks that principle of self.

adulation, self-confidence, and self-exulta

tion, which leads men to set themselves up

against the power, authority, and wisdom

of ages, and to enthrone individual opinion

and private judgment, he indicates with

the finger of a master and the profoundness

of a sage how all these efforts of man to

deify himself have ended in moral, physi

cal, and social ruin. “JNºon, non,” he

cries, at the termination of his address

or his conversation, “la revolte n'est jamais

permise.”

But it is time to return to Chateaubriand,

and to take up the thread of his later history.

Before, however, I do this, it may perhaps

be permitted me to say a few words of his

earlier life. I am not ignorant of the fact

that this good and great man has many

enemies. How is this 1 Some dislike him

for his plea for the Jesuits. Some declare

that his celebrated work had “as little of

genius in it as it had of Christianity.”

This is unfair and untrue. It has much of

both. I will not concede even to the editor

of the Record, that he is a more decided,

though he is, doubtless, a more enlightened

Protestant than myself; but Chateaubriand

writes as a Romanist because he felt as one,

and though we hold that Loyola was dis

loyal in his metaphysics, neither himself

nor his leading followers have merited our

contempt or our abuse. Chateaubriand

was always what he is—a zealous Ro

manist. As such he was received at Rome,

and brilliant was that reception. That

which he has written of his own church he

believes, and he will die in the faith he has

so long professed and defended. Let those

who attack him for his zeal imitate him in

his perseverance, and then we shall have

fewer schismatics and much less of schism.

There are some who call Chateaubriand

a political girouette. He does not deserve

the appellation. The ultra-Romanist party

attacked him under the restoration, because

he would not join thern in all their fury

against the Protestants of Nismes and

other parts of the south of France. The

infidel party assailed him because he

would not consent to be sneered out of his

faith by the followers of Voltaire. . The

ultra-monarchical party could not tolerate,

him because he was of opinion that the

Charta given, voluntarily given, at a mo

ment of victory, popularity, and fame, when

not the remotest shadow of compulsion

could be said to be exerted over Louis

XVIII., was a wise and a prudent measure.

Whilst the lovers of democratical institu

tions, on the other hand, held him up as

“the priest-ridden votary of a blind and

besotted church 1” But that which he was

during years of despotism, he remained dur

ing periods of national liberty; and he

who was so often threatened by Buonaparte

and his satellites with prison or death, re

mained, and still remains, faithful to the

principle of his whole life, since that which

De Genoude contends for with so much of

eloquence, he likewise defends, that “La

revolte n'est jamais permise.”

The next time I saw Chateaubriand he

was being borne in triumph on the shoul

ders of the mob in Paris to the Chamber of

Deputies. There is, after all, a discern

ment amongst the common people which

at once pleases and surprises; and this is

particularly observable among the Parisian

working classes. They knew that Chateau

briand was a religious man, and that they

were irreligious; that he was a decided

Romanist, and that they were indifferent,

if not opposed to Romanism; that he was

attached to the eldest branch of the House

of Bourbon, and that they had just over

thrown that branch, and driven even its

most innocent members to a foreign strand;

that he did not recognise a revolution

which had visited upon the third generation

the transgressions of the first, whilst they

had punished the Duke de Bordeaux for

the political sins of Charles X., and yet

they knew that he was a friend to constitu

tional liberty, an enemy to “coups d'état,”

an encourager of science, literature, and

the fine arts, and, above all, that he had

separated himself from the re-actionary

and the counter-revolutionary party under

the Restoration, and had counselled the

princes he loved and the dynasty he had

served with fidelity and honor to remain

faithful to the spirit of the Charta of Louis

XVIII., and not to be tempted, for the sake

of obtaining a momentary triumph, to en

danger the security of that throne which

had been re-established by Europe at a

most unparalleled sacrifice of blood and of

treasure | So they caught hold of the

poet, the diplomatist, the Romanist, the

man of letters, of taste, and of refinement,

and they bore him away in triumph to the

Chamber of Deputies' How curious was

that scene ! If Martainville, the bitter and

sarcastic writer of the ultra-Romanist party

could have been there, he would have

said,
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“Did I not tell you so 7 Did I not say that

he and the revolution understood each

other 1 Did I not caution you against his

advice, and bid you beware of the men he

courted or admired 1 And what do you

see now 1 The false eulogist of the Jesuits

hoisted on the shoulders of the canaille 1

and the affected defender of royalty, the

idol of the greasy and noisy rabble on the

Place Louis Seize l’”

I cannot say that Chateaubriand looked

either pleased or “at home” in his novel

position, but he took care to tell them in a

few and expressive words that he was,

above and before all things, “the friend of

justice,” and that the exclusion of the Duke

de Bordeaux from the throne was unjust

and uncalled for. The populace under

stood him, and evinced no signs of disap

pointment or mortification. “ Vive Cha

teaubriand ſ” cried the mob; and then they

added, “Wive la Charte '" “ Wive la li

berté !”

The conduct of Chateaubriand during

the whole of the trying and difficult period

of the revolution of 1830 was admirable

and sublime ! He who had cautioned the

old dynasty against resorting to measures

of reaction; he who had gone abroad to

avoid any amalgamation with the men or

the system against which he had so loudly

protested; he who had resigned his post of

ambassador at Rome when the Polignac ad

ministration was named, so convinced was

he that it was opposed to the reasonable

desires of that portion of the French peo

ple whose wishes ought to have been re

garded and respected: he who had returned

to France to take his share in the obloquy

which was for the time being heaped on

those who did not support what was ab

surdly designated “a movement in favor

of the monarchy;” this same man, calum

niated, disgraced, out of favor, when he

saw the PRINCE DE Polignac brought to the

bar of the Chamber of Peers to be tried for

having countersigned royal ordinances, for

the issuing of which Charles X. had been

banished for ever from France, and a

whole race of princes excluded from the

throne of St. Louis, rushed to the relief of

his former political opponent, and boldly

asked permission to plead for one with whose

principles he could have no sympathy, but

who had evinced a devotedness to a dy.

nasty which to them was mutually dear,

and had to that passion sacrificed his ease,

his peace, his fortune, his rank, his all.

True, the prince was a mistaken, misguided

man' True, he was weak in his counsels

and irresolute in carrying them into execu

tion' True, he had not taken the neces

sary steps to put into effect ordinances

against which he must have known a revo

lution would be attempted ' True, he ex

posed the royalty by its aggressive acts

to personal reproach and indignation with

out placing that royalty in a position of

defence 1 True, he lost all command over

himself when the conflict really began, and

when personal courage could alone be suffi.

cient to save any vestige of power' True,

he had taken to flight and concealed his

person in the habits of a servant, that he

might escape from popular vengeance or

from arrest ! But yet Chateaubriand de

manded, “By what laws will you try him

Against what laws has he offended 1 You

have yourselves taken all law into your

own hands and inflicted punishment on his

royal master! Although the Charta de

clared the person of the king to be inviola

ble, you have made it otherwise. You

have not been satisfied even with banishing

the royal head of the nation, but have in

cluded in your act of popular vengeance

the wholly guiltless! Yet you would now

return upon your. retrace your own

proceedings, and whilst but lately you set

at naught the Charta, and declared the

king responsible and his ministers inviolate,

you would now make them responsible

too, and involve both king and ministers

in an indiscriminate punishment!”

So the next time I saw Chateaubriand

was at the Chamber of Peers. There stood

the Christian philosopher, not to defend the

ordinances of Charles X., not to maintain

that the fourteenth article of the Charta

had an omnipotence which belonged not to

the rest, not to insist that the ill-starred

monarch had done well or wisely to try the

question of force with the men of the bar

ricades, not to attack constitutional govern

ments, or to plead that France could only

be governed by a rod of iron; not to vin

dicate all the acts of the past life of the

peer and the gentleman who stood before

his judges; but he stood there to maintain

that he had really no judges at all, that

really no offence against the laws had been

committed, that this was a revolution and

not a revolt, that it was a question of con

queror and vanquished, that the conqueror

had already taken the law into his own

hand, and had made both the law and the

punishment by excluding the eldest branch

of the house of Bourbon for ever from the

throne, that the judges who now sat were

not legally authorized to try, that there was

no legal prosecutor, that old things had

passed away and all things had become
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new, and that it was monstrous to make a

king responsible for the acts of his ministers,

and then seek to render ministers respon

sible for the self-same acts.

That was a splendid moral position for

Chateaubriand when he appeared at the

bar of the House of Lords to defend the

Prince de Polignac. All Paris was in a

state of commotion. The drums beat to

arms. In every “.Mairie” in the arondisse

ments of the capital there was felt a sort

of indescribable emotion. It was known

that France was in a state of volcanic agi

tation. It was felt that if the “ex-ministers”

should be acquitted, the populace would

again rise and demand “vengeance!” It

was felt that if they were condemned to

death, La Vendée, Brittany, the South, the

West, would rise to arms. Some said,

“Death is impossible!” Others exclaimed,

“They must die.” A few, indeed, pleaded

the possibility of saving M. Guernon de

Rainville, and some voices were heard for

M. de Peyronnet. The part, or the sup

posed part, which each of the ex-ministers

took in preparing the fatal ordinances of

July, 1830, was discussed with precision;

but it was Chateaubriand alone who ventur

ed to say of the Prince de Polignac, “No,

he shall not die l’’

It was not that Chateaubriand had too

great confidence in his own wondrous and

captivating eloquence, for he is far from

possessing a vain or egotistical spirit; it

was not that he relied on his powers of

persuasiveness, or on the interest which

his own personal position could not fail to

excite; it was not that he thought he could

rely upon his influence over the judges.

Just the contrary. The royalist peers with

whom he had spent years of private friend

ship, and many of whom, at least, had been

accustomed to think bf and feel for him

with respect and affection, had been un

justly and iniquitously excluded from the

chamber by one of the most unfounded and

unprincipled decisions ever before adopt

ed, even by tribunals of faction and by

revolutionary cabals. The peers remain

ing were principally Buonapartists, and they

could not forget that Chateaubriand had

thus expressed himself of him who was

not only their object of attachment, but

even of their devotedness and idolatry.

After having described the odious tyranny

of Buonaparte, Chateaubriand had said:

“Au reste, les derniers momens de Buona

arté justifient assez mon, opinion sur cet

Hºnd J’avais prévu depuis long-temps qu'il

ne ſerait point une fin honorable; mais je con

ſesse qu'il a surpassee ce que j'attendais de

lui. Il n'a conservé dans son humiliation que

son caractère de comédien et d’imitateur ; il

joue maintenant le sang-froid et l'indifference;

il se juge lui-même; il parle de lui comme d'un

autre ; de sa chute comme d'un accident arrivé

a son voisin; il raisonne sur ce que les Bour

bons ont a craindre ou espérer; c'est un Sylla,

un Dioclétien, comme auparavant c’était un

Alexandre etun Charlemagne. Il veut paraitre

insensible à tout, et peut-être l'est-il en effet,

une certaine joie cependant éclate a travers son

apathie; on voit qu'il est heureuz de vivre. Ne

lui envions point son bonheur, quand on fait

pitié, on n'est plus à craindre.”

There are few passages more sarcastic

or pungent in any satires than those which

constitute these two last sentences, and

Chateaubriand could not, therefore, hope

for personal aid or consideration in the

course of the mighty task he had under

taken from the peers of Buonaparte, the

remains of the senate of Napoleon.

Upon what, then, was based the real and

undoubted conviction of Chateaubriand,

that in spite of popular fury, of the cries of

the populace for blood, of the march of the

rabble to Vincennes specially to scream

within hearing of the dungeon in which

were confined the ex-ministers of Charles

X., “Death to Polignac l’’ “Death to

Peyronnet !” “We will have their blood l’’

and finally, notwithstanding these cries

were again heard before the palace and pri

son of the Luxembourg, where the ex-minis

ters of Charles X. had been conducted—still

that his client would not be put to death 1

I think his conviction was based on the

following principles and facts, mixed to

gether as they were in this extraordina

and wholly unique proceeding. He .#

then, first, that we had made so much pro

gress in Europe generally during fifteen

years of peace in the humanizing and soft

ening down of capital punishments, that

death could not be inflicted for legally un

defined offences. Second, that no great

act of national vengeance could be commit

ted, unjustified by the laws of the land,

since Europe waii, on her part, have de

manded tremendous reparation for the set

ting so awful and injurious an example.

Third, that Louis Philippe had already

communicated to Laffitte one portion of his

policy, which was, that he was determined

to maintain peace with Europe. Fourth,

that the appointment of M. Laffitte as min

ister to carry France through the Polignac

trial and the ferment it occasioned, was a

great master-stroke of policy. Fifth, that

he could, if permitted, demonstrate to the

whole world that to try Prince de Polignac,

the ex-minister, and condemn him to death
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for acts which had been imputed by the

same public voice to Charles X., and have

him punished as such, would be little short

of murder And sixth, that the king of

the French had so great an aversion to cap

ital punishments for political offences, that

even he, at the last, would be induced to

exercise the royal clemency, especially as

he had alone profited by the change which

had taken place in the French dynasty.

“How,” he asked his friends, many of

whom predicted certain death to Prince de

Polignac, “how can Louis Philippe, who

has ascended the throne by virtue of the

dethronement of Charles X., now consent

to the death of men whose acts led to that

very dethronement and to the founding the

Orleans dynasty 1"

I shall never forget the deathlike silence

which prevailed when he who had been so

often the representative of the fallen dy

nasty, and who at Verona had associated

with the Emperor of Austria, with Metter

nich, Gentz, and De Floret; with Esterhazy

and Zichy; with Lehzoltern ; with the

Emperor of Russia and his five adjutant

generals; with Nesselrode, Lieven, and

Pozzo di Borgo; with Wellington and Clan.

william ; with Londonderry, Strangford,

and Burghersh; with the King of Prussia,

Bernstaff, and Humboldt, was now about to

plead at the bar of the Chamber of Peers

for the Prince de Polignac.

Of that speech it scarcely becomes me

to speak, for surely I am not competent to

criticise it. It overcame me by its magna

nimity, by its intrepidity, by its “convena

ble” daring, by its justice, its integrity, its

incomparable pathos, and its unanswerable

logic. “If Polignac had slain my wife and

my children; if he had carried their man

gled bodies before my eyes and had thrown

them into the Rapids; if he had robbed me

of happiness, fortune, competency, fame,

and had reduced me to slavery as well as

to beggary,” said an American writer of

distinction, “and if I had been called on to

judge, condemn, and punish him for his al

leged crime as minister of Charles X., I

could not, after the speech I have just

heard, pronounce him guilty. My personal

abhorrence, curses, and hate, must be other

wise expressed and avenged; but I could

not pronounce him GUILty upon this indict

ment.”

“He is saved, sire ſ” said Laffitte, as he

entered the presence of Louis Philippe

after that memorable oration. “God be

thanked ” replied the admirable monarch,

who has evinced in a manner more remark

prince in any epoch how great is his aver.

sion to capital punishments for political

opinions !

In vain did the “sanguinary” portion of

the Paris press seek to incense the inhabi.

tants of the faubourgs, and fruitless were

the efforts of the descendants of the pro

vincial republicans to get up a cry of

“Death to the ex-ministers ''” The voice

of justice had been heard. Truth had come

to the aid of humanity. The sincere and

enlightened lover of a limited monarchy

and of moderately representative institu

tions had pleaded in the face of the world.

To all parts of the globe his oration was

next day forwarded. The ambassador at

Verona was now the Parisian pleader; and

his voice was once more heard, who had

never listened to other inspirations than

those which were dictated by humanity,

virtue, and civilization. The result is well

known. Prince de Polignac was condemn

ed to perpetual imprisonment ; but he is

now living in freedom and quietness, de

voting his days to active benevolence and

to the charms of retirement and peace. If

Chateaubriand had never during his long,

valuable, and useful life, done any other

than this one noble, spontaneous, and whok

ly disinterested act of throwing all the

weight of his eloquence, reputation, piety,

and patriotism, into the scale of misfortune

and misery, he would have entitled himself

to the epithet of being a great and a good

man

I left De Genoude enforcing his favorite

maxim that “La revolte n'est jamais per

mise.” I will take him up again at my own

table, with but a veryº party, convene

not to dine and talk, but to talk and dine.

That was one of the greatest treats, at least

of an intellectual character, I ever remem.

ber to have experienced, for it was at a

time of immense excitement, and when the

revolution of 1830 seemed threatened with

suicide. “Ah! ah!” cried De Genoude,

in one of his paroxysms of excitement,

when contemplating the present and th?

past, and deducing the moral and political

results which must spring from such a Po`

sition, “Ah! ah! you English gentlemen,

you Tories, you Conservatives, you what:

you-will, you who were the first to recºg'

nize the incarnation of revolt! you beg"

to perceive, do you, that men do not gaº,

grapes of thorns, or figs of thistles 4".

ah! you who were the foremost, yº"

court of St. James's, to give the mos: ".
dial assurances to the new dynasty that it

able than was ever displayed before by any was not the intention of Great Britain."
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come to the aid of monarchical against the

invasion of democratical principles, you

begin to perceive, do you, that principles

are more powerful than facts, and that they

will have their consequences, and that their

results can never be doubtful ?”

This exclamation was justified by the in

dignation expressed by the English press

on the reception of the news of M. Casimir

Perier's sudden and extraordinary direc

tions to land French troops at Ancona.

“So you thought M. Perier was your

quiet, easy man, did you?” continued De

Genoude; “you thought he could tame by

his voice and his demeanor the lion of the

revolution You thought that lion could

be bound by silken cords, or be led by a

weaned child ! All was over, you told us

in your journals, when the trial of Prince

de Polignac terminated without blood

shed . The model revolution was to desire

no conquests! Algiers was to be given up

to Lord Stuart de Rothsay ! Spain was to

be left to fight her own battles! Portugal

to settle her own disputes! Germany and

Poland, Belgium and Saxony, to follow their

own inspirations! And even the states of

Italy were to be left to the protection or

the discipline of Austria. This was the

language of your journals, then, sir; but

now all is changed . A descent at Ancona

hath troubled your waking dreams, and you

have begun to discover, what will, ere ten

years shall have revolved, have become

much more palpable, that the principle of

revolt is ever the same, and that the revo

lution of 1830 must be strangled, or that it

will strangle many a state and many a peo

le! You will see how the revolution will

ove you in 1842 ''

De Genoude has been accused of coward

ice during the first few days of the revolu

tion of 1830. He left the Gazette office,

quitted Paris, allowed the rabble to do what

seemed right in their own eyes, and buried

himself in secrecy, or, at least, in deep re

tirement. Well, and what then 1 Although

De Genoude had very far from counselled

the ordinances of Charles X., and had never

approved of them, yet the Gazette was roy

alist, and was an object of most especial

hate on the part of those who were masters

of Paris and head of the mob during the

period of organized rebellion. The bureaur

of the Gazette were attacked, the life of De

Genoude was threatened, and neither the

destruction of his property, nor the assas

sination of his person, could possibly have

aided the cause of the ex-dynasty, or of

royalist and monarchical principles. He

did right and wisely then, whilst it was

wholly uncertain whether the former gene

rals of Napoleon, and his then living son,

the Duke de Reichstadt; or whether the

ultra-republican party, with its sanguinary

chiefs; or the old-woman “coterie” of La

fayette—Laffitte and Co.—would triumph;

or, finally, whether a new combination

would succeed, thus to remain master of

his own person, and, therefore, of his influ

ence and usefulness. But no sooner did he

perceive that intrigue, and not club-law,

would be the order of the day, than he

hastened back to the metropolis, and un

furled his white drapeau, on which he at

once inscribed, “La revolte n'est jamais

permise.” During the first eighteen months

which elapsed after the revolution of 1830,

the Gazette was exposed to numberless

seizures and prosecutions; but it continued

its manly and straightforward course. To

England and the English government it

was, indeed, continually opposed. But

why? Because M. de Genoude thought,

and still believes, that the recognition of

the revolution of 1830 by the British gov

ernment was the one great act which se

cured the recognition of the other powers

of Europe, and prevented the accession of

Henry W., the B. of Bordeaux, to the

throne. I undoubtedly deplore that M. de

Genoude should devote so great a portion

of his vast powers and of his valuable time

to the keeping up a feeling of inveteracy

against Great Britain, but I cannot be so

unjust as to forget that, with such views

as he takes of the leading cause of the

success of the revolution of 1830 with the

rest of Europe, viz., its recognition by the

cabinet of St. James's, his opposition and

indignation, as a devoted French Royalist,

are not to be condemned.

M. de Genoude defended the cause of

the ex-ministers of Charles X, with great

boldness and consummate talent in the

columns of his Gazette. He made an ad

mirable erposé of all the absurdities and con

tradictions, both constitutional and other

wise, involved in the proceedings before

the Chamber of Peers, and assisted, at

least, in preparing the public mind for that

fortunate decision which did not permit a

throne to be overturned as an act of popu

lar vengeance, and yet suffer the penalty of

the measure which led to the overthrow, to

be visited on the heads of its advisers by

capital punishment.

. de Genoude was one of the first to

proclaim, that after the events which had

occurred, and after the acts of abdication

of Charles X. and the Duke d'Angoulême,

their reascending the throne would be im
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p. but that the rightful monarch of

rance was HENRI CINQ. Now to the

mere cursory observer of events this would

seem very natural and easy, but it was

wholly otherwise. Not only did the con

stant companions of the banished princes

seek to persuade them that those acts of ab

dication were null, but the Duke and Duch

ess d’Angoulême assisted, by their patron

age, correspondence, and even pecuniary

aid, certain writers and journals which as

serted that Charles X. was King of France;

that after the death of his majesty, Louis

XIX., i. e. the Duke d'Angoulême, would be

entitled to reign; and that not till both of

these should have expired, would the Duke

of Bordeaux have the right to the title of

king.

Whilst De Genoude was contending in

the Gazette against these rival pretensions,

and was upholding the cause of the young

duke, M. Chateaubriand published his me

morable pamphlet, ..Madame, votre fils est

mon roi. This was a letter addressed to

the Duchess of Berry, and was replete

with noble thoughts, expressed in finished

and most captivating language. Never did

a brochure create more sensation. The day

it was published, couriers were despatched

with copies to all the principal governments

of Europe, and the whole body of French

Legitimists forgot, for the moment, that

Chateaubriand had, by some of them, been

regarded as a “demi-liberal.” De Genoude,

too, availed himself of this surprising pro

duction to bring more distinctly under the

consideration of the royalist party the

claims of the Duke de Bordeaux to their

loyalty and allegiance; and although “La

France” continued to plead for the rights

of Charles X. and of Louis XIX., the dra

peau of the infant prince became the only

one really popular with the mass of the

Legitimist body. I remember seeing the

Duke de Fitz-James with the pamphlet in

his hand enter the Paris Exchange; he

was greatly excited. Those who knew his

temperament feared that he might indulge

in some extravagancies, and when the Mar

quis (now the Duke) de Valmy joined him,

they gave vent to their long pent-up feel

ings in severe and bitter predictions, which

I will not, however, record.

And here I think it advisable to state

that it is not because I estimate the zeal,

honor, and devotedness of the Legitimist

party in France, or becausc I admire, for

their wonderful talents and exalted genius,

such men as Berryer, Chateaubriand, and

De Genoude, therefore, that I regard them

as capable of governing “New France,” or

that I am desirous of seeing the restoration

of the elder Bourbon branch to the throne

of that country. I admit that the Duke oſ

Bordeaux possesses a chivalrous temper, a

noble bearing, an affectionate disposition,

a well-informed mind, and a patriotic heart.

I admit that he has the purest principles,

both moral and religious, and that he is

gracious, graceful, and good. But has he

really a large national party in his favor 3

Is his reign desired by the middling and

upper classes of society : I speak not of

a few hundred noble and great families,

who inherit not only the names and titles,

but even the virtues and the capacities of

their ancestors, but I speak of the mass of

the upper classes, such as exist now in

France after half a century of revolution.

And what use is it concealing the fact,

could it even be hidden, that by far the

greatest portion, nay, three-fourths of the

upper classes in France of our days, do not

belong to the old families of 1780, and of

periods antecedent thereto The greatest

part of those families have become extinct,

or enjoy only the name, without rank, pre

cedence, or fortune. The upper classes in

France to-day, with only the exceptions to

which I have just referred, are members of

the two houses of parliament, merchants,

bankers, manufacturers, retired tradesmen,

wine-growers, stock-brokers, speculators,

placemen, public functionaries, lawyers,

medical men, naval and military officers,

notaries, and barristers. Many, very many

of these have obtained the cross of the Le

gion of Honor. Many more are also officers

in the National Guards. They are invited

to court-balls and court-banquets ; they

dance with the princesses; they are the

companions of the new royalty; and they

look on the monarchy, which they call

“citizen,” as the realization of the idea of

Lafayette, viz., “The Best of Republics!”

The real good old families of France, the

names dear to the lovers of the bright

court-days of the seventeenth and eigh

teenth centuries, do not exist in France.

The first revolution decimated both them

and their fortunes. The Empire created

senators out of soldiers, and courtiers out

of generals. Some of these indeed remain,

—“the illustrations of the empire,” as they

are styled; but the real good old French

families, which are so deeply impressed on

our memories by old associations, boyish

readings, and more matured reflections,

exist no longer.

Thus the Duke of Bordeaux has not a

powerful, i.e., a national party in France;

for the present upper classes are either

º
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Buonapartists or Orleanists, with the sole

exceptions I have mentioned; and desire

ease, quietness, much of animal comfort

and luxury, and plenty of the good things

of this life. To them the court is fairy

scenery, the present royal family angels in

human clothing, and “esto perpetua.” is

their constant cry and desire at the termin

ation of each day's and each month's en

joyments. The Buonapartists are divided

into two categories; the one still dream of

halberts and drapeaus, of drums and batta

lions, of storming towns and sacking cities,

of expeditions, and armies, and mines, and

rockets, and all the machinery for the de

struction of life and property,+but they

would never fight for Henri W. The other

category are satisfied to repose on their

laurels, to enjoy “with ease and dignity”

the reputation they obtained by undoubted

valor on the field of battle, and now wish

to hear no other cannon than those of the

“Invalides,” announcing either that his

majesty Louis Philippe is about to review

the National Guards, or has left the Tuile

ries to open a new session of parliament.

There are none of these men who would

cross from one side of the palace gardens

to another to cheer on his passage that

“Henri Dieudonné,” who was once declar

ed to be the “God-send to France.”

And if this be a true picture of the poli

tical feelings and sentiments of the upper

classes, what shall we say of the chances

of success of the young prince among the

middling and lower order of society 1 The

answer to this inquiry, as far as the mid

dling classes are concerned, may be com

prised in three words,-Who are the offi

cers of the National Guards ! Who are

the members of the municipal bodies 1

Who constitute the majority of the Cham

ber of Deputies 1 Legitimists 1 No! not

more than one out of ten. This is no

vague assertion, but a positive and ascer

tained fact As to the lower orders in

France, they are too irreligious and too

immoral to attach themselves to any cause

which has a savoring of the church about

it. The mere fact that the priests are fa.

vorable to the cause of the Duke of Bor

deaux would be with them a strong argu

ment against its excellence. Undoubtedly

in certain well-known departments of the

west and south-west, there is still a “pres

tige” connected with the names of the

Duchess of Berry and the Duke of Bor

deaux; and some few thousand half-ragged,

half-disciplined partisans might be found

to fire a few rounds of cartridges in their

defence. But these cannot be said to re

present the nation; and, in spite of all the

efforts of M. de Genoude, there is not a

national party in favor of the Duke of Bor

deaux.

That the Legitimist party in the Cham

ber of Deputies possesses many eminent and

admirable men, no one can with truth deny,

and they exercise an important influence

when parties are nearly balanced by throw

ing their thirty or forty votes into one

scale or other of their political opponents.

But this power will never conduct them to

office. They may be able to make or to un

make ministries by joining with or oppos

ing them for the moment. This is, how

ever, the extent of their authority, and

here their limits are placed. In like man

ner they can never carry any measure

unless supported by one or the other cate

gory of the men of the revolution. For

these reasons I insist that the return of the

Duke of Bordeaux to France, and, above

all, his accession to the throne, would be

wholly impossible, unless a European war

should break out, and his royal highness

should, by the force of foreign bayonets,

be restored to that of St. Louis.

M. de Genoude and Berryer labored with

much talent and assiduity for years to de

fine the duties, and limit and circumscribe

the attributions of royalist, electors, and

deputies. The great and skilful M. de Wil

lele maintained that to take the oath of

allegiance to the throne of Louis Philippe

would be an act of perjury on the part of

every royalist. And this opinion of a man

so acute and influential as the former min

ister of finance during the Restoration,

had a powerful effect on the minds of others,

especially in the departments. For many

years, therefore, the Royalist electors in

the departments refused to proceed to the

electoral colleges, or to become candidates

to be returned. They quoted the example

of Chateaubriand. They said, there is a

man who is entitled to take his seat in the

Chamber of Peers, a man who was not

excluded even by the revolutionary law

which banished from the upper house the

peers created by Charles X., a man who

would be well received by all parties ex

cept by a few Buonapartist generals; and

yet what is the course he has taken He

has refused to take the oath of allegiance,

and adheres to his own declaration, JMa

dame, votre fils est mon roi! But Chateau

briand, although he does not feel personally

absolved by the events of 1830 from his

oath of allegiance to the eldest branch of

the house of Bourbon, has encouraged the

French Royalists to proceed to the electo
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of Rome. Oh! how heartily does he loathe,

despise, condemn, denounce all descrip

tions of separation from that “one holy

ral colleges and to vote for their own can

didates. In this respect he has co-operated

with De Genoude, and this most import

ant point is now a settled one, viz., that

Royalist electors are to take the oath and

vote, and that when there is no one of their

own party to vote for as a candidate, that

they shall vote for the one who is most dis

posed to defend the cause of order and

peace.

It has, indeed, been alleged that the Roy

alists, as a party, will support the candi

dates most opposed to the reigning dynas

ty; and that if a war candidate opposed to

the dynasty were to solicit the votes of

Legitimists on the one hand, and a peace

candidate in favor of the dynasty on the

other hand, that the Royalists would vote

for the former. In some cases this has oc

curred, especially at times of excitement,

but as a general rule Legitimists must pre

fer a peaceable and an orderly to a warlike

and democratical government, since they

are generally men of property, and have a

positive and indubitable stake in the coun

try. This, then, is the state of the Royalist

question, as well as the condition of the

Royalist party, in France; and De Genoude

and Chateaubriand have been mainly instru

mental, by their writings and speeches, in

bringing that question and that party to

their present position.

I lost sight of De Genoude for a long

period. The next time I saw him he was

a broken-hearted widower. His charming

and captivating wife had left him, indeed,

a sorrowing and bereaved being. She was

young, beautiful, wise, and good. In her

were concentrated all his worldly happi

ness, and her smiles and approbation were

dearer to him than life. When most suc

cessful in his writings, he would turn to

her for her opinion; and the world's ap

plause would have been hollow emptiness

to him if her opinion had been unfavorable.

Together they lived in happiness and con

fidence, respect and love; and when Provi

dence snatched from him her who was his

heart's best treasure and delight, he resolv

ed on devoting himself to that church

whose infallibility he is the first to assert

and the very foremost to defend. For

above and before all things De Genoude is

a Romanist. He has visited Rome. He

has received the benediction of the pope.

He has been honored with many a private

interview at the Vatican. He is looked

upon as one of the great pillars of the Pa

pacy in Europe. The one deep sorrow of

his life is the loss of his wife, but his one

pily he believes her to be And how he

pours forth the vials of his wrath when he

attacks the doctrine of the right of private

judgment . Addicted to the use of the

argumentum ad absurdum, he is fond of de

monstrating to what this doctrine may lead,

and he is never more satisfied than when

he thinks he has convinced his audience

that this principle of private judgment in

matters of religion is, after all, nothing less

than the principle of revolt!

The last time I saw De Genoude he was

an abbé, and was preaching in the Church

of “St. Philippe du Roule,” in one of the

faubourgs of Paris. His fine-toned voice

was filling the sacred temple with the

praises of “Marie ' His auditory was

immense. Every eye was fixed on this

eloquent and extraordinary man. Old heads

and young faces were alike peeping from

behind the large pillars to catch a glimpse

of this wonderful orator, and without the

building long files of carriages announced

that the Faubourg St. Germain had come

to visit the Faubourg du Roule. The ar

guments of the abbé could not, however,

convince me, though his pathos melted

many a Catholic heart, and suffused many

an eye with tears. His descriptions of the

mother of our Saviour were, however, at

best but legendary, but then they were the

legends of a church whose children place

unbounded faith even in her veriest inven

tions. There sat one with eyes streaming

with tears when the preacher expatiated on

the grief of “Marie” at the loss of her son.

She, also, was a disconsolate mother. There

stood another swallowing with avidity every

word that proceeded from his lips when he

spoke of the love which “Marie” bore to

all disconsolate widows. “He who does

not love Marie,” said De Genoude, “is no

friend to woman. She is her best con

soler l’’

I longed to say to him, “Most eloquent

abbé, you have forgotten your logic 1 In

your enthusiasm for “Marie,' you have ceas

ed to be the close reasoner of the Gazette

de France 1 If your Marie is so all-power

ful, she must be divine ! If she can succor

all who are unhappy in all time and in all

lands, and can listen to the matins and the

vespers of all ‘the faithful' at the same pe

riod, and everywhere, then she must be om

nipresent and omnipotent; and if so, she

must be God!” ButF. his reply before

great joy is his devotedness to the Church hand. He would have reproved my rash

Catholic and apostolic church,” as unhap
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ness in attempting to unravel the “myste

ries” of grace; he would have added to the

real mysteries of the gospel, a mere fiction

of the Romish Church; he would have ex

claimed, “Blessed art thou among women ſ”

and have sought to attach me to the cause

of “Marie” by the hallowed remembrances

of her maternal love, anxiety, fidelity, and

devotedness'

This is De Genoude. At once one of the

most eloquent and impassioned of men, and

yet amongst the most subtle and acute of

writers. The Gazette de France and the

confessional, the pulpit and the press, are

at his service; and on he goes steadily pur

suing the moral and political dogma which

is the charm of his life, that “La revolte

n’est jamais permise "" He dreams of the

triumphs of Henri V., of a national mon

archy, and of the universal dominion of the

Church of Rome.

His delusions do not render him either an

unhappy or a disagreeable man. Quite the

reverse. But alas! his Romanism is op

posed to his spiritual progress and to the

happiness of the human race | Yet he loves

humanity and desires its amelioration. I

never think of him without pain, and yet

I cannot but feel for him admiration and re

spect. He is an anomaly, and so I must

leave him.

I must bring my paper to a close, but I

cannot do so till I have said something

more of Chateaubriand. One of the latest

efforts of his extraordinary mind and fluent

pen was his admirable translation of Milton's

great poem, a task nearly equal to the won

derful original. The matchless translator

has so entire a knowledge of the delicacies,

sweetnesses, and beauties of our noble lan

guage, that he can think in English the

most pure, and translate his pure English

thoughts into the most classical French

It is a general feeling in all countries, and

one which can be traced in all ages, that the

poetry of one country loses by its transla.

tion into the language of another. My own

opinion is this, that the poetry of a country

does lose when the mere language of anoth

er country is resorted to ; but when the

translator is himself a poet, and when the

poetry of one land is made to express the

poetry of another, that nothing is really

lost by the change. Chateaubriand has made

the French extol, admire, and love the Par

adise Lost. He could not do more than this,

but in thus succeeding he has effected every

thing. Every thing for the poet, every

thing for the subject, and every thing for

the poem. He could not make Frenchmen

think in English, but he has made French

men think with Milton.

There are some who will have it that Cha

teaubriand's style is inflated. I cannot agree

with these critics; and I have universally

found that the Frenchmen who have best

understood the genius of their own lan

guage, and have been best able to speak and

to write it, have most admired the composi

tions and translations of this extraordinary

man. His works will live after him. He

will be referred to in coming years as one of

the great men of the age in which he lived.

Uniting in his character the purest patriot

ism and philanthropy with great diplomatic

talent and statesmanlike views; blessed

with a tender and benevolent nature, and

yet with a high and commanding mind; at

tached to literature in its highest branches,

and free from the jealousy and egotism of

French literary men, and devoted to the im

provement of his species and to the spread

of moral and religious truth, he is a study

for those who are disposed to deny the alli

ance of genius and poetry with religion and

virtue.

Whilst Chateaubriand is essentially a Ro

manist, he is, however, more alive than De

Genoude to the greatness and grandeur of

the martyrs and heroes of the Protestant

faith. He does not dwell, as does his con

temporary, on the weak points of the char

acter of Luther. He does not misrepresent,

as does De Genoude, the character of Wic

liffe. He does not indulge in the quolibets

and oft-refuted sarcasms of the Gazette de

France of “Where was Protestantism be

fore the Reformation ?” and, “Who was the

author of Protestantism but Henry VIII.1.”

Well versed in the history of that Reform

ation, both in Germany, in Switzerland, in

England, and in Scotland, he knows how to

render justice to the vast acquirements and

energy of the mighty spirits who, at divers

epochs, appeared in those respective lands;

and he depicts with eloquence and truth the

good they effected in spite, as he thinks, of

the fatal errors in which they were in

volved:—

“From seeming evil, still educing good.”

The latter days of the life of Chateaubri

and have been devoted to reflection, to pri

vate society, to family repose, and to those

thoughts of coming ages which bring the

waiting spirit to a feeling of harmony with

the vast realities which to it will soon be

disclosed. There is nothing so awful to my

mind as an unprepared and unthought-of

rush from time to eternity . He is a favor

ed man to whom is permitted, as the last
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hours of life are drawing to a close, to take

a calm and deliberate view of his few and

faulty days. With penitence and grief he

deplores his many failings and his short

comings; but with humble hope and faith

he directs the eye of his mind to an

approaching hereafter. He surveys socie

ty; notes down the changes which have

taken place during his lengthened career;

perceives how those things which he took

to be evils were vast and real benefits; and

admires that providential course which has

led not only him but others through diffi

culties and dangers which appeared to be

overwhelming. He has time allowed to him

to review the history of his nation, the

march of the world, the progress of truth,

the defeat of error, the changes brought

about by apparently insignificant causes,

and the littleness of events which himself

and his contemporaries had magnified into

matters of vast behest. He completes the

records of his life; arranges the data for

his future biographer; seeks not to magnify

his own doings, but to point out the wise

and beneficent ordinations of Providence;

and after commending his country and his

family, man at large, and his friends and ene

mies to the mercy of Heaven, sinks quietl

to rest beneath the horizon of this world,

only to rise with glory and splendor in

another and better hemisphere.

The last time I saw De Chateaubriand he

was praying. In a very quiet church, at a

very quiet altar, in a very quiet corner, as

far removed from the world and its cares,

its noise and its dissipation, as if situate in

some secluded dell or on some snow-clad

mountain, Chateaubriand was pouring forth

his soul to God in a house of prayer. I had

seen him at the grave of Miss Frisell, I had

read in manuscript his “Jeune fille et jeune

fleur,” but now I beheld him on the fête-day

of “Henri Cinq,” imploring for his absent

rince the best blessings of Heaven. There

É. was in a posture of humble adoration

and meek submission, before the altar of his

God, and his fine face seemed lighted up

by his devotion and his love. This is not

poetry or fiction, but unvarnished truth. His

mind and heart have been long sweetly at

tuned by adversity and disappointment, and

whilst he is by no means asplenetic or discon

tented man, he has learned to set a right

value on all that is beneath the sun; and is

preparing his mind and heart for that para

dise where there shall be no more sin!

A DEFENCE OF LONDON:

ox hearing surprise Expressed that Ports short--> --->

there.

BY CAMili.A toulMin.

Not live in London . Wherefore not? come tell.

Think ye that Poesy alone can dwell

Within a rustic cot, where zephyr brings,

Upon its treasure-laden, perfumed wings,

Tribute from every flower; or where the sky

Seems, in its ether's clear intensity,

A loftier arch than spans our populous town,

Whose age is poetry —A well so vast

That ever self-supplying, it has grown

Exhaustless in its wealth. Present and Past

5. a bright Future, that to poets' eyes

oth as a poet's glorious vision rise,)

Alike impregnate London's “cloud-capp'd tow

ers”

With Poesy's own soul. Swiftly the hours

Bring death to us, but this immortal is

Even on earth:—let mighty man o'erthrow

Each monumental fane, it is not his

To find oblivion's ſount, nor does he know

The secret to destroy; even as now,

Each broken stone a ready tongue would find,

Wherewith to wisely i. all those who will

With open ears to listen. Oh not blind

To nature's loveliness are they who still

May love the regal city;-and perchance,

Contrast may so a rural scene enhance,

That they most feel it, and best mark the links

Which bind in one bright, universal chain,

All Poesy:—from the parched blade that drinks

The welcome dew, through the vast myriad train

Of things and thoughts, till at the best he feels

Most rich the lore the city's haunt reveals.

“Man made it!” True: but caught by tripping

speech,

Ye do forget the Greater Architect

Who formed his workman, man. I do beseech.

Ye, marvel not that Poets should select

Old London for a home ;-true bards will own

The inspiration of the busy town.

Have not the greatest dwelt within her walls—

Mix'd with their fellow men—obey'd the calls

Of such good fellowship 2 Ay, even they,

The IMPE'.IAL Two, who jointly sway

The realms of Mind: (as in the Roman world,

Two eagle banners were at once unfurl’d.)

The PEERLEss BARD, whose wise and deathless

strain

Was wealth the richest of the Maiden's reign—

Who in the town not only learn'd to read

The book of human nature through and through,

But painted sunny clime, or flowery mead,

And sprite, or fay, with Poesy's own hue.
And HE of PARADise, who 'mid the strife

Of civil discord led the student's life;

When none there seem'd with wings that e'en
could dare

To track the soarings of his pinions rare;

The mighty mind its own defence and shield,

"Mid all the ills that “evil days” could yield !

These were the denizens of our great town—

They trod familiar paths that we have known:

So let them.# the place, and teach

A wise rejoinder to your thoughtless speech

Ainsworth's Magazine.
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SIR FRANCIS CHANTREY AND ALLAN

CUNNINGHAM.

From Fraser's Magazine.

BEFoRe the days of Sir Francis Chantrey,

Mr. Cubitt, Mr. Nash, and King George

IV., Pimlico was a quiet, unpretending

place, made up of the Five Fields, a Wil

low Walk, the Crown and Anchor, and the

Bag of Nails (i.e. as some say, The Baccha

nals 1) with Townshend, the Bow-Street

officer, and Jerry Abershaw, for its chief

inhabitants. Prior to this time, for we al

lude to the days of good Queen Elizabeth,

lived one Pimlico (we know not his Chris.

tian name) famous for brewing and selling

a particular kind of ale, in the marshy land

lying between St. James's Fields, the Mill

bank, and the retired village of Chelsea.

We read in Ben Jonson of Pimlico Path as

a promenade for a summer evening, and we

make little doubt but the road referred to

led to the house of mine host, from whom

the path received its name, where the citi

zens and their wives, and the “men of sort

and quality” west of Temple Bar, resorted

to enjoy that pleasant mixture which our

ancestors so much indulged in—custards

and ale. The custards are out of fashion

(more's the pity), but “Pimlico ale” is still

an attractive signboard and drink in the

suburbs of London. See how notoriety is

sometimes achieved. Mine host gives his

name to a cask of ale, the district he brews

and sells in is known by the name of the

brewer. Mr. Pimlico, like a great distiller

of our times, has a Boothia Felic of his own;

and now the royal sign manual warrants of

1843 are no longer dated from the Bucking

ham house of old Queen Charlotte, but from

our palace at Pimlico. The name of a humble

tapster in the days of Queen Bess has been

given to the palace of Queen Victoria.

“Why may not imagination,” says Ham

let, “trace the noble dust of Alexander till

he find it stopping a bunghole 1" Why not,

since we find the reverse, for here truth

traces the name of a tapster employed to

distinguish the palace of great people more

mighty than Macedon, with if her Indian

acquisitions and honors.

Poor Townshend, with all his delightful

reminiscences of Jonathan Wild, of Rane

lagh, Vauxhall, and Hounslow, with his

Lord Burleigh-like shake of the head and

significant toss of cane, he has gone to the

vaults of St. Peter's, Pimlico. Poor Jerry

Abershaw had another fate, for Jerry hung

in chains, and dripped on hot Sundays,

much to the amusement of Cockney sight
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seers, though to the infinite annoyance of

many who were pushed by their more bur.

ly companions beneath the drip of the dead

man. We recollect a sawyer in Pimlico

(one of Chantrey's sawyers) who had a

new hat spoiled, he told us, by Jerry's

grease. He had gone to see this sight for

Sunday visitors, and was pushed under

neath poor Jerry in chains. “The hat,”

he said, “was not only spoiled, but I never

wore it again. There was no getting the

drip out, and I was afraid to wear it. It

cost me fourteen and sixpence on the Sat

urday night; and so I was served for see

ing Jerry. Jerry's house still stands in the

Willow Walk, amid the fine palaces which

Mr. Cubitt has built there. It has still a

thievish aspect, and seems as if it could

speak of many midnight doings.

But we must fly from the Five Fields,

“where the robbers lie in wait,” as the

Tattler tells us, and as there is an old

Scotch song, which says:—

“To gae to Lon'on's but a walk:”
g y

so we conceive it is only a step to turn

from Townshend and Jerry Abershaw to

Sir Francis Chantrey and Allan Cunning

ham, two men better known in Pimlico

than the Queen, when unattended. Those

who did not know their works, knew, at

least, their persons; and the small short

make, round little face, long drab coat, and

bald head of the one, with the tall manly

make, the dark bright eyes, and the long

gray coat of the other, marked them out

to many as persons to turn round and look

at ; the more so, as it was the custom of

both to walk bareheaded from the studio,

in Ecclestone Street, to the foundry in the

Mews, a considerable distance, and lying

across a public thoroughfare. Both these

great men have died within a year of one

another, and, royalists as we are, in the best

sense of the word, we are sure we utter

nothing offensive or disloyal, when we say

that the two leading lights of Pimlico are

gone, and that Art has left the region she

loved so much to delight in.

It was in the year 1810 that Chantrey

came first to ...}. He began in a very

small way, with very little to do and very

little to do it on. Now it so happens that

a man may shine truly a poet (nature al

ways consenting) with one pen, a sheet or

two of paper, and a pennyworth of ink.

That a painter may buy at a very cheap

rate both colors and canvass, but a young

sculptor cannot often afford to work in

marble, and works, therefore, to a very

great disadvantage. A true poet, without
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the printer's aid, is a poet to ſew or none;

and a sculptor who cannot afford to cut his

conceptions in marble is, like a painter,

confined to chalk and outlines. It was so

with Chantrey before his name was known.

His bust of Horn Tooke (one of his very

early works) he was too poor to have cut

in marble. It was sent to the Royal Acad

emy Exhibition in plaster, and though

Nollekens gave it one of his emphatic

words of approbation, it was comparatively

lost to the world, for the multitude of visi

tors adopt as their rule in going the round

of the sculpture-room to look only at such

works as are in marble. When in plaster,

they seem to the ignorant many to lack the

seal of approbation, which the transfer from

plaster to marble would seem to imply. It

is not enough to suffer from the opaque

material they are in, but they must lie un

der the double disadvantage of a vulgar

prejudice.

We shall not stay to inquire whether

marriage made Flaxman an artist, or un

made him, as Reynolds thought and told

him ; it is enough for us that marriage

made Chantrey, for he got money with

his wife, could afford to wait for patrons,

and had the means of purchasing marble.

The first use he made of his wife's money

was to transfer the head of Horne Tooke

to marble. What was inimitable in clay

was matchless in its new semi-transparent

material. All the cunning and sagacity of

the man are there. The eyes, colorless

though they are, look as if scanning you

from head to foot. There is no escape

from the penetrating survey he is making

of you. It was quite a new head in mar

ble, and, if the reason is ever asked of the

Royal Academy why they permit the ex

hibition of the same work twice, in plaster

and in marble, this bust of Horne Tooke,

if the plaster still exists, is more than suf

ficient to warrant them in adhering to so

excellent a rule.

It is told of Chantrey that he had, when

a boy, a greater difficulty to conquer in be

coming an artist than the want of marble.

It is said he was without clay, and that his

first work was made in the butter he was

to sell at Sheffield for his father, a farmer

near Norton, in Derbyshire. Now, for our

own part, we do not believe one word of

this; nay, we have the very best authorit

for saying that it is not in part only, but .

together a lie. When a man dies there are

fifty, and more, ready to recollect instan

ces without number of precocious genius

in the mighty dead; the greater the man,

the more fertile his mind in inventing and

supplying wants. Wilkie’s converting

a chest of drawers into an easel, by pulling

out one of the drawers and resting the head

of his canvass against the cornice, is, when

compared with the youthful inventions of

others, a silly expedient. The person or

parties who told the story of Chantrey's

butter-modelling would prefer the juvenile

labor, if it ever existed, to a better posi

tion in the rooms than they would give to

the clay of John Rennie or the marble of

Sir Walter Scott. We know that Allan

Cunningham said the story was a mere pas

try-cook's invention, not only untrue, but

unlikely.

It has been affirmed, both in conversa

tion and in print, that our young sculptor

had other obstacles to overcome than the

want of clay or marble; he had, as an ap

prentice to a carver in wood, to conquer the

dislike of his master to his working, even in

his leisure hours, in any other line than the

mystery he was bound to learn and his mas.

ter to teach him. This master’s name was

Ramsay, and he lived in Sheffield. He has

been long dead, but has a son still alive,

who denies, we understand, that his father

discountenanced in any way the juvenile

efforts of young Chantrey. Some disagree.

ment, however, we have been well assured,

took place, and that Chantrey purchased

up the remainder of his time from Ramsay

before he had been well three years in his

service. The poet Rogers has a table

actually carved by Sir Francis. Our great

sculptor recognized the table when his

fame was established, and pleased the poet

with the recognition.

Chantrey was designed by his father for

the law; accident made him a carver in

wood, poverty a painter, and his own ge:

nius a sculptor. The sight of some figure;

in the shop window of Ramsay attracte

his attention on the very day he was to

commence his study of the law. He stop

ped to examine them, and became irrecov:

erably a sculptor. Cowley was made, a

poet, and Reynolds a painter, much in the

same way. Allan Cunningham had a pº

trait in oil of Chantrey from Chantrey's

own hand. It was clever and characteristic,

a good deal in the manner of Opie—the re.

sult of a morning's work, whenſº
in a sitter. He had been a second Sir Joshu”

if he had not been Sir Francis Chantre):

His tact and talent had made him a goº

country attorney—a Morant, a Gillow, or *

Snell, or any other respectable upholsterº

but his own genius made him the first"

the greater the obstacles he overcame— best sculptor of his age.
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He lost his father when but a mere boy,

and his mother married again, much to the

dissatisfaction of Francis, their only child.

He still, however, continued to entertain a

filial affection for her, and, though she lived

to a great age, she died without the sincere

forgiveness ofher son, who in all his letters,

and on all his letters, addressed her as Mrs.

Chantrey, never recognizing her, even in

conversation, by her own name. No one has

said a word of the cruelties of his step-fa

ther, or of any thing injurious to his charac

ter. It was the act of his mother that he nev

er overlooked—a step which occasioned, we

may little ‘doubt, the clause in his will in

which he ties down Lady Chantrey to a wid

owhood for life. Chantrey always thought

it as something sinful in the widow of Napo

leon to marry, and was heard to commend

with a shrug of approbation the reply made

}. the great Duchess of Marlborough, That

she, the widow of John Churchill, would

never consent to become the wife of

another. “May a Scotch ensign get her,”

said Vanbrugh, in an angry mood. When,

at a dinner party in Chantrey's own house,

one of the company was heard to allude to

the widow of Sir Philip Sydney becoming

the wife of the noble Devereux, Earl of

Essex, Chantrey, a most attentive listener,

did not seem to disapprove; but, when her

third marriage was mentioned as a piece

of history (for he was no great reader),

his face blackened with horror at such for

getfulness of the dead. If our great sculp

tor had read more, he had thought less of

so common an occurrence in the pages of

biographical history. But Chantrey was no

reat reader, and if he had been #. of

ahore, or king in Oude, he had burnt his

widow on his own funeral pile. It is the

fault, indeed, of all our English artists, that

they paint too much,and read and reflect too

little. Of all classes of men of genius they

are the worst informed. The late Sir

George Beaumont was always urging Wil

kie to read more. “You can never have

read too much,” wrote Sir George; “War

burton, with all his reading, had read but a

tithe of what was worth reading in his own

days. Our stock of literature has since

amazingly increased, and a mere spare

hour, or half-an-hour reader can, even after

a Methuselah-like length of existence, have

read but little.” Of Chantrey's great rival,

or predecessor, in busts, Old Nollekens, it is

told, that the annual extent of his reading

was the annual Academy catalogue; of

President West, that he never read more

than the passage he had to illustrate. Allan

Cunningham used to vex Chantrey and

other Academicians not a little by saying,

that Fuseli was the only decent scholar the

Academy ever had, and that he, indeed,

was only a scholar among painters: “Parr

said so,” he would add, “and so did Dr.

Burney.” Sir Martin Shee, in one of his

lectures, or addresses, to the students of

the Royal Academy, on the distribution of

the prizes, raised a question very easily

answered, whether Raphael or Reynolds

had painted one whit better with a Winkle

man, a Walpole, or a Cunningham, to ad

vise him " At the mention of the name of

Cunningham (and Allan was present), a

murmur of approbation ran through the

room; but Academical brows began to low

er, and Shee was taxed next day, in a coun

cil summoned for the purpose, with break

ing one great rule of the Royal Academy,

the rule which prohibits any allusion what

ever to a living individual. Sir Martin

Shee, a poet,§ with a good grace out of

this seeming difficulty. “I made no refer

ence,” said Sir Martin, “to Allan Cunning

ham; I referred, indeed, to a Cunningham,

but my reference was to the Cunningham

who wrote upon Shakspeare.” Chantrey

and the whole council were at once satis

fied with the imaginary commentator, and

Shee, no doubt, chuckled at home over their

ignorant credulity, as Chantrey did over

his friend Cunningham, much to Allan's

amusement, not his amazement. Allan

knew too well the measure and value of

the President's approval, and the extent of

Academical ignorance. “He supports his

want of acquired knowledge by keeping

good company,” says Evelyn of the great

Duke of Marlborough. How true of Sir

Francis Chantrey! .

Chantrey's excellencies, obvious as they

were to the most common observer, were

not at first recognized beyond the discern

ing few or the then limited circle of his

own private friends. The Royal Academy

opened its eyes unwillingly to his merits,

for between 1804, when he exhibited in

Somerset House, and 1817, when his

“Sleeping Children” moved the hearts and

fired the tastes of all, there were thirteen

years of struggle, in which his talents found

a very slender meed of approbation. He

was for many years an inveterate anti-Aca

demy man, and it is but too true that his

genius forced its own way into the Acade

my, and that before he had attained the en

vied esquireship, and its further appendage

of R. A., he had ranked as one of the very

first sculptors of his country, and one of

the most original of our island artists. His

rise into reputation and Academical honors
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was slow beyond example. The modest

Wilkie found a friend in Sir George Beau

mont before he had been a year in London,

but Chantrey was an Academician before

that true judge and universal patron of

genius had done more than acknowledge

his bow as he met him in the street. Chan

trey was a proud man, he has been heard to

say, when Sir George Beaumont first set

foot within his studio.

The two “Sleeping Children” made a

stir in the dominions of arts: the group

was something new in English Sculpture,

so unlike the epigrammatic conceits of the

great Roubiliac, or the classic conceptions

of the still greater Flaxman—a work at

once domestic and poetic, having its origin

in our very homes, and making its way to

every heart. Thousands of eyes have

moistened at the sight of this lovely and

affecting group; thousands of tongues have

dwelt upon its excellencies, and the pen of

Mr. Bowles has poetized its tranquil pathos.

Yet we have been told, and are told now,

that the merit of the work belongs to Sto

thard, and that Chantrey only turned to clay

and marble a sketch which that graceful

artist had drawn, with some care and much

feeling, upon paper.

It is a common cry nowadays, that what

ever is excellent is not original. That art

can seize upon no new postures, or con

trive no new sentiment, that the germ

and substance of every thing new has its

source and existence in something old. But

this cry was found of no avail with the

“Sleeping Children” of Sir Francis Chan

trey; and the merit of a work which all

conspired to praise, envy made over to

another. We have something to reveal on

this point, at once new and interesting.

Two young and lovely girls, the one

about eleven, and the other thirteen years

of age, came both about the same time to

unnatural ends. The younger, we believe,

was accidentally burned to death, and the

elder, soon after, when in the midst of

health, ruptured a blood-vessel, and the two,

who had lain together in the same bed when

alive, were laid together, as it were, in one

another's arms in the same grave. When

time had lessened the severity of her grief,

the widowed, and now childless mother,

anxious to erect a monument over the grave

of her children, visits the studio of Chan

trey, and, pleased with what she saw around

her, commissions the monument from the

{. sculptor. We are thus particular,

ecause we wish to urge that the circum

stances under which the monument was

commissioned naturally forced themselves

upon the mind of the artist employed, and,

in fact, that the conception and sentiment

of the group were supplied to the artist in

the melancholy fates of the two sisters.

The lady's name was Mrs. Robinson.

The commission given, Chantrey set off

to his friend Stothard, and engaged that

poetic artist to make two or three sketches

of two young girls lying asleep in each

other's arms. Stothard made the necessary

sketches, and received some fifteen guineas

for an evening's labor. From these

sketches Chantrey then began his own

sketch in clay. He borrowed a bit from

one, a bit from another, and the air and

position from a third ; imbued them all with

his own good taste, and composed, after a

fashion of his own, the lovely group that

lends so great an attraction to Lichfield

Cathedral. We have seen the several

sketches made by Stothard for this monu

ment; we have seen, moreover, Chantrey's

first result, made from an attentive con

sideration of Stothard's indications, and we

have, as it were, the monument at Lichfield

before our eyes at this very moment. In

Stothard's sketches (they still exist), the

children lie very much as they lie in the

finished marble, the attitudes of both are

very similar; and any one who has seen

the monument, and who was totally in the

dark about the circumstances we are here

relating, would say, we make little doubt,

that these sketches were either Chantrey's

first conceptions, or some young artist's

hasty recollections of the finished marble.

Perhaps we shall not go far wrong when

we say that the commission gave the first

idea of this monument, that Stothard sup

plied the leading sentiment and story, and

that Chantrey, by elongating the figures,

adding repose to the action, and all the

graces of execution in which he was so

great a master, completed the much-talked

of and much-admired monument at Lich

field to the two children. The snowdrops

which the youngest had plucked, and which

remain undropped from her hand, was a

touch of poetic beauty, for which Chantrey

was indebted to his friend and assistant

Allan Cunningham. Chantrey, indeed, had

many hints of a like nature from the same

oetic quarter. Chantrey could adopt, if

e could not conceive.

It is not our intention in this paper to

particularize the more general and well

known events of Chantrey's life, but to give

such sketches and recollections of our great

sculptor as a long acquaintance can readily

supply. No one knew him intimately but

A. Cunningham, and he is gone, but not,

:
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we are informed, without having left behind

him some most interesting sketches, much

in Colley Cibber's style, of Chantrey, and

the many distinguished characters with

whom his own genius and his situation in

Chantrey's studio had brought him ac

quainted. These will doubtless, some day,

ere long, see the light, and the public will

hail their appearance as a most welcome

accession to the stores of British biographi

cal history. But Cunningham knew Chan

trey, perhaps, too well. Nine-and-twenty

years of daily intercourse had let him see

into the secret springs and movements of

his friend's character, and a true history ºf

Chantrey's life from Allan Cunningham had

been the hidden and public history of a man

remarkable as much for his love of the

world, and his intimacy with it, as he was

for his miraculous power over marble in

ortraying the mind and character of man.

Ir. Cunningham, when asked about the

life of Sir Francis, and urged on to write

so desirable a work, hesitated, we are told,

at the same time that he promised—with

drawing his promise, and again confirming

it. He had no wish to write the life of Sir

Francis Chantrey; if he had told all, he

had never been believed. The whole truth

written down had drawn upon him the cry

of ingratitude, and that another Smith had

written the life of another Nollekens. To

write a panegyric, or a half-and-half kind

of life, was something he said he would

never do ; he must tell all or tell nothing.

What Mr. Cunningham was unwilling to do,

and did not live to do, Mr. Jones, the Royal

Academician, may still supply in part; he

has half promised a Life, and, warmed with

his legacy, may compose a panegyric upon

his friend's character, or, disappointed at,

perhaps, its smallness, hit him off to the

life, as Leigh Hunt did Lord Byron.

If we come to consider Sir Francis Chan

trey as a man, there is not very much to

admire about him, little to fly from, and lit

tle to follow. His bluntness, now almost

proverbial, was, at times, extremely un

pleasant, and in another man had been

positive rudeness. He affected singularity,

said odd things, had them repeated, got

talked about, and gave offence. But he

had still withal the art of unsaying an un

kind thing; and, where he saw he had

iven offence (which he was far from slow

in perceiving), had a rare and happy man

ner of reinstating himself as of old, and of

sending you away impressed with the be

lief that he was your sincere well-wisher,

and very much your friend and obedient

humble servant. Enraged at his rudeness,

one got soothed with his condescension,

which was rather pointed and appropriate

than prostrate and of no meaning. His

friends were few, his acquaintances many.

No one ever acquired his thorough confi

dence. If Allan Cunningham understood

the business of his place and his actual re

ceipts, he knew very little of what he did

with his money. Buying in and selling

out, shares in mines, and heavy percent

ages, were the usual subjects of his after

dinner conversations. For a while Ameri

can securities were his chief delights; but

when these took a turn downwards, and

he saw more than a chance of losing some

£30,000, he became penurious, talked of

applying for a government pension, of put

ting down his carriages, and of purchas

ing a cheap Brougham at second-hand.

Horne Tooke, in early life, had impressed

him with the belief that we live in a very

corrupt world, and that, however well-in

tentioned men were, they were by habit

deceitful and dishonest. But Horne Tooke

did worse than this. He made Chantrey,

we are afraid, if not a deist, a freethinker,

or one who did not think at all.

His friends among the Royal Academi

cians were confined to a certain set. They

were either blunt after his own pecu.

liar manner, or gentlemanly after his own

better and rarer fashion. From his brother

workers in bronze and marble he kept

pretty well aloof. The mild and upright

minded Flaxman was never seen within his

studio. His friendship for Westmacott

was nipped and dwarfed in its very infan

cy; while Baily incurred his hostility by

an act not easily forgiven. In the sister

art of painting, it is enough to say that he

offended Wilkie, and that he knew Sir

Thomas Lawrence to speak to. But his

friendships, while few, perhaps fickle and

passionate, took, at times, romantic turns,

and his purse-strings would open, on such

occasions, at auction-rooms to run up the

pictures of his friend to a high price, and

thus give a fictitious value to works which,

left to the common fate of indifferent pic

tures, had sold for little more than the cost

of canvass and frame. Chantrey, however,

having taken these friends publicly by the

hand, was often called upon to justify his

judgment by pecuniary sacrifices.

In one of his fits of munificence he be

stowed a statue upon Northcote. The

story merits relation as illustrative of both

painter and sculptor. It appears that

Northcote, making his will, left the residue

of his money to his friend Chantrey, to

erect a statue to his memory in the cathe
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dral church of Exeter. So little informed

was the painter of the sum he had brought

together in a long life of most attentive

parsimony, that a friend remonstrated a

little against the greatness of the bequest,

and asked Northcote what he thought was

the residue he had to leave. “About two

thousand pounds,” said Northcote. “You

are leaving five-and-twenty,” said his friend;

at which Northcote opened his weasel eyes

to an unusual width, and so diminished the

residue he was to leave for his own monu

ment that it amounted to no more than a

bare thousand. Now this was insufficient

for a statue on the scale on which Chan

trey was paid ; but, as it had been the evi

dent wish of Northcote to behave liberally

in this matter, Chantrey accepted the small

residue and gave for £1000 a £2000 statue.

“I thus administer,” said Chantrey, “to

the intentions of the dead.”

Chantrey never took pupils, but he had

young men working under him who en

joyed all the advantages of the place.

Frederick Smith, Scoular, Ternouth, and

Weekes, worked at different times under

his superintending eye, but Frederick Smith

alone gave any promise ; and it was no

unconcealed saying of Chantrey's that Fred.

Smith (as he called him) was the only art

ist in his place with an eye in his head.

Mr. Weekes had many advantages in Chan

trey's studio (for Fred. Smith died young),

but without the proper talent to avail him

self of such advantages he has'as yet done

little. The last work that Chantrey really

did model was the bust of the queen: Mr.

Weekes had made a bust of the queen a

little before. Only compare the two, and

see the superior tact and taste displayed by

Chantrey in contending with the difficulties

of exact similitude.

When we say that the bust of the queen

was Chantrey's last work, we are not for

getful that the bust of Lord Melbourne is

in fact the so-called last. But what are

the circumstances of the case 1 Chantrey,

it appears, had received the royal command

to make a bust of the premier for the gal

lery at Windsor. To receive was to obey:

Lord Melbourne promised to sit, and named

different days for the purpose; but such

were the charms of office or the delights

of Windsor, that while he continued min

ister he never found time to sit. He at

last found time; Mr. Weekes modelled,

Chantrey directed, and Allan Cunningham

looked on. The clay animated under the

touch, and grew at last into a perfect ogre.

Chantrey fretted, tried the modelling tools

himself, threw them aside, reassayed, and

then, as if certain that his power of touch

had departed, sat down and burst into tears.

He was like the border minstrel of Scott :

“His hand had lost that sprightly ease

Which marks security to please.”

We have heard Mr.Cunningham describe

this scene as affecting in the highest de

gree. The bust is Mr. Weekes's, not Chan

trey's, nor has it been exhibited.

No English sculptor ever had so many

commissions as Sir Francis Chantrey.

Flaxman made more designs, Westmacott

has had a larger proportion of government

work, and Nollekens amassed more money.

Chantrey, indeed, seemed to have a monop

oly of commissions. In busts he reigned

supreme, without rival and without any

particular envy. He was long in supplant

ing Westmacott in the manufacture of tab

lets and statues, bas-reliefs, and monu

ments, but at length he took the lead; and

if a bust was voted, a statue subscribed for,

or the sorrows of a disconsolate widow or

widower to be allayed in marble, all ran to

Belgrave Place and commissioned Chan

trey. He took for a time all that was of:

fered to him, and people were content to

pay for tablets with Chantrey's name at

five times their real value; no one, how

ever, quarrelled with his charges; they had

the dearest, and, as they thought, the best.

His income in this way averaged for many

years from six to seven thousand pounds,

in some years rose to ten and fifteen, but

never, we believe, higher. This was about

on a par with what Reynolds and Lawrence

made, and is a large sum to draw annually

in from art. Sir Peter Lely may have made

more when in the height of fashion, and

rumor talks loudly of the thousands upon

thousands made annually in the manufac

ture of miniatures by Sir William Ross.

The success of Chantrey brought a shoal

of sculptors to Belgrave Place and its

neighborhood—the spawn of the Royal

Academy, students half-fed and half-in

formed, anxious to catch any commission

too small for the Retiarius of the Row.

There were Weekes, Theakstone, Ter

nouth, Mace, Hatchard, and Thomas, in

Belgrave Place, with Heffernan and young

Mr. Westmacott not far off. The shoal

amused Chantrey, and he would latterly

let a commission go by him to aid the more

deserving of those about him. A better

carver than Theakstone never liſted tools:

he excelled in draperies, Mr. Heffernan

excelled in carving busts.

As it was very well known that Sir Fran

cis and Lady Chantrey were without even
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a Scotch cousin to lay any thing like a

claim from kindred to their money, one

would not unfrequently hear rumors afloat

of the way in which Sir Francis was to

leave his property. He made no particu

lar secret of the matter himself that a very

fair proportion of what he had would be

left by will for the encouragement of Eng.

lish sculpture and English painting. Be

yond this he never went publicly, but in

private it was different, for he led one (his

friend and assistant, as he called him) to

believe that he who had helped so much to

make his fortune should for certain share in

it. So, at least, the friends of Allan Cun

mingham assert, and they add, that Allan

himself, buoyed up in this belief, remained

in the service of Sir Francis Chantrey on a

very inadequate stipend. He was to receive

after benefits in the shape of a handsome

legacy Like old Wolpone,—

“I have no parent, child, ally,

To give my substance to, but whom I make

Must be my heir.”

Chantrey died, the legacy was made pub

lic, it was £2000, small enough, indeed,

from a man who had made so many prom

ises, if, indeed, he did make them, and had

so much to leave, and to a man who had

been the means of procuring him commis

sions to ten times that amount, and who

had been so long his faithful foreman and

assistant. But the inadequacy of the re

ward was not all; the stipulations under

which it was left were cruel in the extreme,

for Chantrey, when he made his will (only

the year before he died), was well aware

of the painful fact that Allan Cunningham's

life was just as precarious as his own. The

property was sworn under £90,000.

The tomb of Sir Francis Chantrey (in the

churchyard of Norton, in Derbyshire, his

native place,) is of a most simple and sin

gular construction. It is of wrought gran

ite, a complete tank in form, with the side

slabs sunk into the bottom block and ce

mented so as to answer all the purposes of

one large block. An enormous square of

granite covers and crowns the whole; and

in this huge granite box, of his own con

struction, and three times encased in wood

and lead, lie the remains of Francis Chan

trey. He had a horror of the knife, or he

would certainly have been embalmed. What

a thirst for worldly existence does this ex

hibit, what a dread of corruption or re

moval:—

“The grave, dread thing !

Men shiver when thou'rt named; Nature appall'd,

Shakes off her wonted firmness.’

But this is not all. His tomb once made,

he provided by will for its preservation.

The vicar and schoolmaster of Norton have

yearly sums left to them payable only “so

long as his tomb shall last.” He has not

allowed a daisy to grow unseen about his

grave, and the Norton Dominie has to in

struct ten poor boys how to remove the

moss and nettles from around his tomb. It

is to be hoped that they may not go out in

the night and realize the poetic description

of Blair :—

“Oſt in the lone churchyard at night I've seen,

By glimpse of moonshine chequering through the

trees,

The schoolboy, with his satchel in his hand,

Whistling aloud to bear his courage up,

And lightly tripping o'er the long flat stones

(With nettles skirted and with moss o'ergrown),

That tell in homely phrase who lie below:

Sudden he starts, and hears, or thinks he hears,

The sound of something purring at his heels;

Full fast he flies and dares not look behind him,

Till out of breath he overtakes his fellows,

Who gather round, and wonder at the tale

Of horrid apparition, tall and ghastly,

That walks at dead of night, or takes his stand

O'er some new-opened grave, and, strange to tell,

Evanishes at crowing of the cock!”

Who would not prefer to lie as Allan

Cunningham lies at Kensal Green, not in a

brick vault, but in his mother earth, or as

Wilkie lies amid the blue-green waves of

the Atlantic 1

Connected with the tomb of Chantrey,

there is a story current characteristic of

Sir F. Chantrey and his friend Allan Cun

ningham. Chantrey, after submitting the

drawings of his tomb to Cunningham, said,

by way of parenthesis, and with a very se

rious face, “But there will be no room for

you !” “Room for me!” said Allan Cun

ningham; “I have no ambition to lie like

a toad in a stone for some future geologist

to discover, or in a place strong enough to

excite the ambition of another. No, no |

let me lie where the green grass and the

daisies grow waving under the winds of

the blue heaven.” Chantrey put his draw

ing in his portfolio, snuffed, and said no

thing. The tomb of Alexander the Great

is now the curiosity of a museum. “Miz

raim cures wounds,” says Sir Thomas

Browne, “and Pharaoh is sold for bal

sams.”

There is one very extraordinary part of

Chantrey's will which calls for comment—

viz., that wherein he allows his three exec

utors, or the survivors or survivor of them,

or the executors and administrators of such

survivor, to destroy such of his drawings,

models, and casts, as they or he may in

their or his uncontrolled judgment consider



488 SIR FRANCIS CHANTREY AND ALLAN CUNNINGHAM. [August,

not worthy of being preserved. Now it is

true that one of his executors is an artist,

but who are the other two Why one is

a stock-broker in the city, and the other a

plain, unpretending, country gentleman.

Mr. Jones may select with skill or destroy

with taste, but what can one whose whole

time has been spent in agricultural pursuits

know of works of art 1 or is that man a suf.

ficient judge of sculpture (to presume to

destroy) whose nights and days have been

past in the study of interest, simple and

compound, the rise and fall of stocks, fresh

securities, the three per cents and the

three and a-halfs 1 The executors have

destroyed, we understand, very largely;

with what taste and prudence we shall see

before long, when Lady Chantrey's pres

ent of her husband's casts reaches the Ran

dolph Museum at Oxford.

Allan Cunningham did not present a

stronger contrast to his friend Sir Francis

in personal appearance than he did in every

thing else. One was a great sculptor with

out the least atom of poetry in his compo

sition; one a great reader, the other one

who never read. Chantrey cheerful, and a

bon-vivant; Allan Cunningham cheerful and

abstemious, yet a most excellent table

companion. Both self-taught, both arrived,

though in different ways, to great distinc

tion in their respective lines of life. But

Chantrey never felt the want of education,

Allan Cunningham always did; Chantrey

had no respect for antiquity, Allan Cun

ningham the highest; Chantrey would im

port no excellencies, Allan Cunningham

could never borrow enough ; one realized

a large fortune in his art, the other an hon

est and honorable sufficiency. Their last

illnesses were much of the same nature ;

but Cunningham's was brought on from an

over-worked, an over-anxious mind; Chan

trey's from an inactive, and we are con

strained to add, a somewhat pampered

body.

We are far from strangers to the many

ways in which Allan Cunningham substan

tially assisted Sir Francis Chantrey. He

wrote his letters, digested and buckramed

up his evidence upon points wherein his

judgment was required, fought his battles

in print and before committees, sought out

new commissions, assisting and controlling

his taste, suggesting new positions for fig

ures, new proportions for his pedestals,

and new turns for the folds of his draperies.

He kept his accounts and his workmen in

order, hushed up quarrels in their infancy,

and maintained a harmony throughout the

place. Chantrey was indeed fortunate in

his foreman; no man of genius ever had

such a servant to assist him. The pres

ence of Allan Cunningham gave an addi

tional character and importance to the

place. Among the thousands who saw

through the studio of Sir Francis, few ever

went away without having seen, as they

said, Allan Cunningham; many were enli

vened by his entertaining way of illus

trating by anecdote and remark the dry

catalogue of busts and statues before them,

more courted his acquaintance, and many,

very many acquired his friendship.

The following written evidence, sent in

by Chantrey to the House of Commons

committee on the Nelson column, pre

serves in many places the very words and

language of Allan Cunningham:—

“I cannot believe that a column, or other or

namental object, placed where this is intended

to be, can injure the present appearance of the

National Gallery, except so far as it may inter

rupt the view, and perhaps tend to lower its ap

!. altitude. As an ornamental object, the

eauty and just proportions of a Corinthian col

umn, as forming part of a building, are matters

settled about two thousand yearsago; what its

effect may be, standing alone, must depend much

on the base and the object which crowns the

summit. An injudicious association of modern

things with ancient may put the column out of

the pale of classic beauty. Of the statue which

is to be made I can give no opinion; but, if it be

only to measure seventeen feet, its bird-like size

trill not be much in the way; and, if formed of

Portland stone, will not be long in the way.

expect that when the column and the National

Gallery are seen together in their whole extent,

and at the same moment, which will be the case

when viewed between Whitehall and Charing

Cross, that the Gallery, as I have said before,

may suffer somewhat in its apparent height;

but I do not regard this as of much importance

when I consider that Mr. Barry’s plan of sink

ing the base line ten or twelve feet must im

prove the elevation of the National Gallery

considerably. I consider this position to be the

most favorable that can be found or imagined

for any national work of art; its aspect is nearly

south, and sufficiently open on all sides to give

the object placed on that identical spot all the

advantage from light and shade that can be de

sired; to this may be added the advantage of a

happy combination of unobtrusive buildings

around ; but to conceive a national monument

worthy of this magnificent site is no easy task.”

The part printed in italics conveys, as

we know of our own knowledge, the very

ideas and language of Allan Cunningham;

yet it went the round of the papers, and

was referred to among artists, as one of

the happy sayings to the point of Sir Fran

cis Chantrey. This was written and not

oral evidence.

!,
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There is much good sense in what ſol

lows, the pith of a private letter concoct

ed by Chantrey and Cunningham to Sir

Howard Douglas:—

“I have fully considered the questions which

you put to me on the erection of a bronze statue

of Sir Frederick Adam at Corfu, on the propri.

ety of attempting to make a pedestal in imita

tion of natural rock, a fountain, &c., and you

are heartily welcome to the following remarks,

which shortly embrace the result of my own ex

perience.

“I inclose you the outline of a pedestal, suited

to the excellent situation chosen and propor

tioned to the architectural background; but I

must tell you that it is also proportioned to a

statue twelve feet high, fearing that a figure

only nine feet high will disappoint your expec

tations. I make this suggestion without reſ.

erence to your means, of which you say no

thing; therefore, if you are obliged to limit the

figure to nine feet, the pedestal must be reduced

in the same proportion, or nearly so.

“I am not surprised that the idea of a rock

work pedestal should have been suggested to

you; but I have already seen enough of this

sort of work in Rome, and elsewhere, to satisfy

me. Perhaps you have seen the pedestal of

George III. in Windsor Great Park, which

pleases nobody; yet it was the joint production

of two great men, Sir Jeffrey Wyatville and

Mr. Westmacott. It is formed of huge blocks of

rough granite, and cost near eight thousand

ounds !! It has also the advantage of stand

ing on a natural mound, with wood for its back

ground, two miles from the castle, with no

building whatever in connexion; yet with these

advantages it is a decided failure, nor is it

likely to be repeated in this country by men of

sense.

“I entirely approve of the idea of a truncated

column for the pedestal of a statue in Corfu. It

is classical, and I advise its adoption, bearing,

of course, such proportions to the figures as are

shown in my drawing, which are conformable

with the best rules of proportion I have been

able to discover; for taste in. such matters is

very arbitrary.

“The very best material in the world for

such a pedestal (next to granite) is the hardest

Greek marble (some blocks are very soft). It is

proved that it will last two thousand years and

more in the climate of Greece, if it escape vio

lence.

“You say “the ſountain is to play occasion

ally; from this I conclude that you have not a

superabundance of water. I have therefore re

duced the basin to a circle of forty feet, being in

better proportion to the pedestal; and a circle

will be better worked, and cost less than an

oval. The outer rim of this basin should show

about fiſteen inches above the ground line. Iron

rails are paltry, and totally inadmissible. I also

suggest that two feet deep of water will be am

ply sufficient for your gold and silver fish, yet

not deep enough to drown a child.

“I am not aware of any subject on which art

has been employed that has given rise to so

much costly nonsense and bad taste as fountains.

Your idea of water spouting from holes and

crevices in the rock-work is pleasing enough ;

but then rock-work is not fit #. a pedestal, and

I warn you against adopting the vulgar and

disgusting notion of making animals spew wa

ter or the more natural one of the little ſountain

at Brussels and Carrara. Avoid all these beast

ly things, whether natural or unnatural, and

adopt the more classic and pleasing notion of

the ancient river-god with his overflowing urn,

the best emblem of abundance. In my drawing

I have indicated four boys, each pouring water

out of a vessel; if you want more splash, you

may lay some rock-work in the basin, and thus

afford hiding-places for the gold and silver fish.

“Very truly yours,

. CHANTREY.”

“Sept. 2, 1835.

In the following letter to Sir Robert

Peel, Chantrey pretends to tell the true

history of his inimitable bust of Sir Walter

Scott:

“Belgrave Place, Jan. 26, 1838.

“Dear Sir Robert, I have much pleasure in

complying with your request to note down such

facts as remain on my memory concerning the

bust of Sir Walter Scott, which you have done

me the honor to place in your collection at

Drayton Manor.

“My admiration of Scott, as a poet and a

man, induced me in the year 1820 to ask him to

sit to me for his bust,-the only time I ever re

collect having asked a similar favor from any

one. . . He agreed; and I stipulated that he

should breakfast with me always before his sit

tings, and never come alone, nor bring more

than three friends at once, and that they should

all be good talkers. That he fulfilled the latter

condition you may guess, when I tell you that,

on one occasion, he came with Mr. Croker, Mr.

Heber, and the late Lord Lyttleton. The mar

ble bust produced from these sittings was mould

ed, and about forty-five casts were disposed of

among the poet's most ardent admirers. This

was all I had to do with the plaster casts. The

bust was pirated by Italians; and England and

Scotland, and even her colonies, were supplied

with unpermitted and bad casts to the extent of

thousands, in spite of the terror of an act of par

liament.

“I made a copy in marble from this bust for

the Duke of Wellington; it was sent to Apsley

House in 1827, and it is the only duplicate of

my bust of Sir Walter that I ever executed in

marble.

“I now come to your bust of Scott. In the

year 1828 I proposed to the poet to present the

original marble as an heir-loom to Abbotsford,

on condition that he would allow me sittings

sufficient to finish another marble from the life

for my own studio. To this proposal he ac

ceded; and the bust was sent to Abbotsford ac

cordingly, with the following words inscribed on

the back: “This bust of Sir Walter Scott was

made in 1820 by Francis Chantrey, and pre

sented by the sculptor to the poet, as a token of

esteem, in 1828.”

“In the months of May and June in the same
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ear, 1828, Sir Walter fulfilled his promise; and

finished from his face the marble bust now at

Drayton Manor—a better sanctuary than m

studio, else I had not parted with it. The ex

ression is more serious than in the two former

usts, and the marks of age more than eight

years deeper.

“I have now, I think, stated all that is wor

thy of remembering about the bust, except that

there need be no fear of piracy, for it has never

been moulded.

- “I have, &c.

“F. CHANTREY.”

Now this is in the outset substantially

incorrect; yet it was so written, and by

Allan Cunningham, we are assured, to please

Sir Francis Chantrey. In 1820, Chantrey

knew nothing of Scott as a poet or a man

beyond hearsay, and had never indeed seen

him. He never wrote to Scott to ask him

to sit ; for the very suggestion and bring

ing about of the whole, Chantrey was in

debted to his friend Cunningham. Sir

Walter had come to town in 1820, and

Hogg, the Ettrick Shepherd, in writing to

his brother bard in London, assured him

that Scott would consider a call from Allan

Cunningham as a very friendly act. When

Sir Walter had been settled a week or so

at “kind Miss Dumergue's,” Allan set off

one morning with a palpitating heart to

make his half-expected visit. But before

he was on his way for Piccadilly, where

Miss Dumergue resided, Allan had commu

nicated to his patron (so they word it) his

purpose of calling upon Scott, to thank

him for some kind message he had received

through a common friend. “Now,” said

Allan to Chantrey, “if I can get Scott to

sit, you must make his bust. Reynolds

painted all the great authors of his time,

and Phillips has painted all the great au

thors of our own. You must make the

busts of them all, and begin with Mr.

Scott.” Chantrey at once consented. Al

lan saw Scott, made known the willingness

of Chantrey, and obtained the poet's prom

ise to sit. In this way the matter rested

for some time; Scott expected a call from

Chantrey, and Chantrey a call from Scott.

Neither had their expectations realized.

Chantrey was for a while angry; he had nev

er asked a soul to sit to him before, and the

result of his first request was far from sat

isfactory. Cunningham now interfered

again, and saw Sir Walter on the subject.

The moment that Scott became acquainted

with the circumstances, he set out with his

friend Allan for the studio of Chantrey.

The sculptor was more than pacified, he

was highly pleased. Friendship ripened

into intimacy, and the bust grew from a

|serene expression into that conversational

look which it now wears, to the delight and

admiration of thousands. The bust of

Southey was a second request made in

pursuance of the very sound and judicious

advice of Allan Cunningham.

It would be no easy matter to enumerate

the many ways in which Allan Cunning

ham was of the utmost use to Sir Francis

Chantrey. He wrote a sketch of his life,

and a glowing account of his works, in

April 1820 for Blackwood's Magazine, and,

in 1826, a kind of critical panegyric upon

his genius for the Quarterly, in a review

of Meme's Life of Canova. These arti

cles were publicly known as his. They

contain no drawing of the arrow of adula

tion to the head, but a just appreciation of

Chantrey's works and genius. That such

public notices as these were not of real

benefit to Chantrey, it would be idle asser

tion to deny. Chantrey, at least, forgave

their author—he never rewarded him right

ly for such substantial services.

One of the many commissions obtained

for Sir Francis Chantrey, by his friend and

foreman, was the Wellington equestrian

statue for the City of London. A subscrip

tion was set on foot, some ten thousand

pounds collected, a kind of packed com

mittee called together, and a day of meet

ing named. For what 1 To give the statue

to Mr. Wyatt. The Duke of Rutland

and Sir Frederick Trench were the prime

movers in this affair; they pulled the pup

pet-strings of this bronze subscription, and

had an artist of their own. In short, the

matter looked like a job, and so it struck

Allan Cunningham, who sounded his friend

Sir Peter Laurie, a member of the Commit

tee, on the matter, and inquired if there

was no way of wresting the statue from

Wyatt's feeble fingers into the artistic

hands of Sir Francis Chantrey. Sir Peter

Laurie at once confirmed the impression

of Allan Cunningham that it was a job, but

doubted if there was any chance of upset

ting Wyatt, so strongly was he backed.

Laurie, however, undertook to inquire and

do all he could. Members were sounded,

the story told, and Chantrey's willingness,

nay, anxiety, to execute the statue spoken

publicly about. The day came, 12th May,

1837; Sir Peter Laurie was in the Commit

tee room, and Allan Cunningham behind

the scenes, to back Sir Peter in his battle

for true art.

The contest was sore; and, though Chan

trey gained the day, it was only by a ma.

jority of one, the casting vote of the then

lord-mayor. Twenty-nine members were
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present, and their votes were thus record

ed. For Chantrey—1, The lord-mayor; 2,

Lord Sandon; 3, Sir Henry Hardinge; 4, Sir

Claudius Hunter; 5, Alderman Birch; 6,

Sir Peter Laurie ; 7, Alderman Winchester;

8, Alderman Lainson; 9, Sheriff Johnson;

10, A. K. Barclay, Esq.; 11, C. Barclay,

Esq.; 12, T. Burbidge, Esq.; 13, Rev. W.

K. Child; 14, W. Chadwick, Esq.; 15, C.

Francis, Esq. For Wyatt—1, #. Duke

of Rutland; 2, Earl of Wilton; 3, Wiscount

Beresford; 4, Sir Frederick Trench; 5, Dr.

Croly; 6, B. Edington, Esq.; 7, T. Farn

come, Esq.; 8, William Jerdan, Esq.; 9,

J. Masterman, Esq.; 10, J. M. Rainbow,

Esq.; 11, W. Richardson, Esq.; 12, D. Sal

omons, Esq.; 13, E. Silon, Esq.; 14, W.

Simpson, Esq.

The business was opened by Trench pro

osing that the statue should be given to

W. Dr. Croly and Mr. Jerdan support

ed Trench, when Mr. Charles Barclay, as

was agreed upon with Sir Peter Laurie,

proposed Sir Francis Chantrey. Mr. Bar

clay was seconded by Sir Peter. One of

the committee then got up, and said that

Mr. Wyatt was a great man, and deserved

the statue, as he had lost much through af.

ſection for his art. To this Sir Peter re

plied, “I propose a greater artist, one, too,

that has no losses for the City of London

to repair, and that he will undertake it this

letter from my friend Mr. Allan Cunning

ham will convince all.” Sir Peter then

read a letter on the subject from Allan

Cunningham. “ Now all this is vastly

well,” said Sir Frederick Trench, “but

who will sanction what Mr. Cunningham

says t”—“I will !” said Lord Sandon.

“Whatever Mr. Cunningham has written

on this subject, Sir Francis Chantrey, I

know, will sanction.” This unexpected

turn settled the matter, for Lord Sandon

came with the Duke of Rutland and Sir

Frederick Trench, as it was said, to sup

port Wyatt, and was with them, it was be.

lieved, till this stage of the business.

Sir Peter Laurie has been heard to attri

bute the whole success of Chantrey in this

business to his friend Allan Cunningham.

Mr. Cunningham, on the contrary, attribu

ted all to Chantrey's high name, and the

activity and intelligence of Sir Peter Lau

rie. W. Allan Cunningham was asked

in what way Chantrey had expressed his

pleasure at the news of his triumph, “Oh,”

said Allan with a smile, “I fear he will not

forgive me.” The truth is, Chantrey could

not bear to lie under an obligation, as it

were, to his foreman, and for a while, urged

on by some of his friends, he talked of de

clining the honor thus ingeniously and hon

orably acquired for him.

Whether Allan Cunningham was or was

not forgiven by Sir Francis Chantrey for

this very effective support and accession of

good fortune, both in an artistic and a pe

cuniary sense, we shall not stay to inquire.

Mr. Cunningham really was a sufferer by

his very proper interference in this matter,

for Chantrey left the legacy of £2000 to

his friend and assistant, conditionally, that

he should superintend the execution of this

very statue, and be alive at its completion.

Allan Cunningham superintended the work

for eleven months after Chantrey's death,

to the very day indeed of his own death,

when the legacy became, in the eyes of the

executors of Sir Francis Chantrey, a lapsed

legacy. They have now declined paying

what they have the power to give; and are

they in refusing, it is natural to ask, ad

ministering to the intentions of the dead 1

What did Chantrey do in the case of North

cote 1

The works of Sir Francis Chantrey di

vide themselves into equestrian statues,

standing statues, sitting statues, recumbent

figures, groups, chiefly in strong relief and

busts.

There are three equestrian statues—Sir

Thomas Munro, George IV., and the Duke

of Wellington. Of these three, the Munro

figure is the finest, but the horse the worst;

the Wellington horse the best, the figure

the worst. Of his standing statues, some

eighteen in number, we prefer, far above

all others, Grattan, Washington, Malcolm,

and Canning. Of his sitting statues, some

eighteen in number, we prefer James Watt,

(the small-size figure), Dr. Cyril Jackson,

and Dr. Anderson of Madras. Of his re

cumbent figures, some fourteen in number,

the Two Children at Lichfield, the Wild.

man group, Mrs. Digby and Mrs. Jordan.

His reliefs are very poor. What can be

worse than the Hector, the Penelope, and

the Conscript Fathers of the Reform Bill

signing the Magna Charta of King John 1

His busts are beyond all praise, they are

the heads of Sir Joshua or Vandyke in mar

ble. Oh for a head of Shakspeare like

Chantrey's Sir Walter Scott “Look,”

said Coleridge, “at that head of Cline by

Chantrey. Is that forehead, that nose,

those temples, and that chin, akin to the

monkey tribe 1 No, no! To a man of sen

sibility no argument could disprove the

bestial theory so convincingly as a quiet

contemplation of that fine bust.”

Chantrey's fancy figures cost him too

much thinking, and he was putting his rep
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The LATE “Duchess of sussex.”

utation at a hazard in making them by ven

turing out of his depth. He was content

with the fame of his “Lady Louisa Russell

Fondling a Dove,” a sweet little figure all

tiptoe and delight.

ln 1813, his charge for a bust was one

hundred guineas; in 1814 and 1819, one

hundred and twenty. He had one hundred

guineas for Cline, and one hundred and

twenty guineas a-piece for James Watt and

John Rennie. In 1820, his charge was one

hundred and fifty guineas, the sum he re

ceived from Lord Liverpool for the bust of

the Duke of Wellington. In 1821, he had

two hundred guineas for the bust of George

IV., the highest sum he was ever known to

charge for a bust.

For the Wellington statue he was paid

the largest sum he ever received for a work

of art, equal as it was in all, with bronze

and money, to £10,000. For the eques

trian statue of George IV., still unerected,

he had nine thousand guineas; for the

equestrian statue of Sir Thomas Munro,

268000. The Munro horse was the same

horse as the George IV., and Chantrey

would have thrust a third edition of the

same animal upon the City of London but

for the sturdy interference of Allan Cun

ningham and Sir Peter Laurie. He would

certainly have had the Glasgow Wellington

Statue to execute, but from his anxiety to

supply a cast of the same horse to the fair

City of the West. This was imprudent,

for the Glasgow people wisely wanted a

horse of their own. Modelling horses

gravelled Chantrey; he was at home with

men, but had to learn a new line of art

when he came to manufacture horses.

His standing statues and sitting statues

were well paid for. He had two thousand

guineas for the George III. in Guildhall;

£1800 for Spencer Perceval; £4000 for

President Blair (with niche and pedestal);

£3500 for Lord Melville; £1000 for Dr.

Anderson at Madras; £1575 for General

Gillespie in St. Paul's; £1800 for Francis

Horner in Westminster Abbey; £2250 for

Washington; £1200 for Chief Baron Dun

das; £2000 for Grattan; £7000 for Pitt in

Hanover Square; £7000 for Watt in West

minster Abbey. For “The Two Children”

he had £650; for “Lady Louisa Russell,”

£350.

Chantrey's admiration of English sculp

ture did not get much beyond the bust of

Dr. Johnson by Nollekens, and the statue

of Sir Isaac Newton by Roubiliac. They

were both, as he was wont to say, perfect.

Such, indeed, was his respect for Roubiliac,

that he has allowed foreigners resident in

England to contend for his prizes, solely

out of respect for the epigrammatic and

inimitable Frenchman.

Chantrey was at times a kind-hearted

man—liberal with his purse, ready to hear

and relieve distress. Prosperity blunted

those better portions of his nature which

adversity or a smaller share of prosperity

had called into action oftener and with

more effect. In his death, art lost one of

its greatest ornaments; in the death of Al

lan Cunningham, literature a very able man.

THE LATE “DucHEss of SU'ss Ex.”—As the fact

is becoming a matter of general discussion, that in

the event ofthe death ofthe King of Hanover, and of

the Crown Prince, his son, the question of the title

of Sir Augustus D'Este to the throne of that king

dom will create some controversy, the following

letter from her Royal Highness (the Countess of

Ameland) to Sir S. J. Dillon, will not be uninter

esting. It is dated so long since as December 16th,

1811 :-

“My dear sir:—I wished to have answered your

last letter, but having mislaid your first, I did not

know how to direct to you. I am sure you must be

lieve that I am delighted with your pamphlet; but

I must confess I do not think you have stated the

fact quite exactly, when you say (page 25), ‘that

the question is at rest between me and the Duke of

Sussex, because the connection has not only been

declared illegal by sentence of the Ecclesiastical

Court, but has been dissolved by consent—that I

have agreed to abandon all claims to his name,’ &c.

Now, my dear sir, had I believed the sentence of

the Ecclesiastical Court to be anything but a stretch

of power,. girl would not have been born. Lord

Thurlow told me my marriage was good abroad—

religion taught me it was good at home, and not one

decree of any powerful .."; could make me be

lieve otherwise, nor ever will. By refusing me a

subsistence they have forced me to take a name—

not the Duke of Sussex's—but they have not made

me believe that I had no right to his. My children

and myself were to starve, or I was to obey, and I

obeyed; but I am not convinced. Therefore, pray

don't call this “an act of mutual consent,' or say

‘the question is at rest.'. The moment my son

wishes it, I am ready to declare that it was debt,

imprisonment, arrestation, necessity (force like

this, in short), which obliged me to seem to give

up my claims, and not my conviction of their fal

lacy. When the bans were published in the most

frequented church in London, and where all the

town goes, is not that a permission asked: And

why were they not forbid I believe my marriage

atR. ood; and I shall never feel ‘the question

at rest,’ till this is acknowledged. Prince Augus

tus is now sent to Jersey, as Lieutenant D'Este, in

the 7th Fusiliers. Before he went he told his fa

ther he had no objection to go under any name

they chose to make him take ; but that he knew

what he was, and the time, he trusted, would come

when himself would see justice done to his mother
and sister, and his own birth.”

Colonial Magazine.
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MEMOIRS OF THE LIFE OF THE REW.

JOHN WILLIAMS.

From Tait's Magazine.

“.Memoirs of the Life of the Rev. John Wil.

liams, Missionary to Polynesia.” By

Ebenezer Prout of Halstead. 8vo, with Por

trait, &c. London; Snow.

The terrible fate of “the Martyr of Erro

manga,” equally with his eminent mission

ary ilo: in the islands of the Pacific,

have drawn the public attention to his ca

reer. His own remarkable narrative, his

“..Missionary Enterprizes,”—the accounts of

him found in the (ºr, Society's Re

ports, in the writings of the Rev. Mr. Ellis,

and in the recent publications of Dr. Camp

bell, have contributed to gratify the general

curiosity about an individual, who, if the ac

complishment of actual good to his race is

to be taken as the measure of a man's worth,

ought to be ranked as among the first class.

But the character and career of an individ

ual so eminent for the good he has done,

deserved the most ample and complete

record; and this is now found in these Me

moirs of the life of Williams, which are

evidently compiled by one who could truly

and warmly appreciate the many happy ap

titudes and excellencies of his character,

and also his peculiar—may we not say pro

vidential—adaptation to the work which

was given him to do.

It is not until Williams is fairly landed

on the Hervey Islands,-one of which, Ra

rotonga, re-discovered by himself, became

the scene of his almost miraculous efforts

in civilizing and evangelizing, that the

memoir becomes of intense interest.

Mr. Williams was the son of respectable

parents of the middle class, and he was

blessed with an excellent and pious mo

ther. After receiving a very plain educa

tion, he was, at a suitable age, bound ap

prentice to an ironmonger in London, to

attend the retail-shop only; but being of

“a mechanical turn,” he, most fortunately

for the great cause in which he was after

wards engaged, lost no opportunity of

stealing into the adjoining work-shop,

where he obtained that practical know

ledge and skill in the craft of the black

smith, which enabled him, in after times,

with more ease, to act as a self-taught ma

son, plasterer, shipbuilder, farmer, weaver,

and, in short, Jack-of-all-trades. It was

this “mechanical turn,” together with his

remarkable facility in acquiring the lan

ages of the South Seas, and his peculiar

; kind and engaging manners, together

with his devoted energy, which enabled

Williams so far to outstrip all his contem

poraries, and to become the primitive Bish

op of Polynesia. During his apprenticeship,

his mind was forcibly directed to serious

subjects, by accidentally hearing a sermon

preached by Mr. East of Birmingham; and,

after slender educational preparation, he

was sent out as a missionary, at a very

early age, and when just married. The

manner in which Williams, on landing at

Eimeo, made the first great step, the acqui

sition of the native languages, goes far to

establish the theory of Professor Blackie.”

We are told,

By great diligence, he had acquired a suffi

cient acquaintance with the language while at

Tahiti and Huahine, to be enabled to preach

intelligibly as soon as he reached Raiatea. The

method by which he made this rapid proficiency

was his own. Instead of remaining at home,

poring over translations and glossaries, or de

pending upon the assistance of his senior breth

ren, he constantly mingled with the natives,

“hearing and asking them questions,” and thus

acquired, as he considered with great ease, not

merely the signification of words and phrases,

but, what was quite as requisite, the correct ac

centuation of the language. Whether this plan

would be the most successful in all cases may

admit of doubt; but there can be none respect

ing its suitableness to Mr. Williams, one re

markable characteristic of whose mind was the

power of exact and minute observation.

In ten months after he reached Eimeo,

he preached his first sermon in the native

language; some of his elder brethren af.

firming, that he had done as much in that

period, as might have taken another three

years. As soon as, with the approbation

of the chiefs, and with the prospect of quiet

and permanency, the missionaries had set

tled at Raiatea, Mr. Williams laid a stable

foundation for his future usefulness.

Having selected a convenient plot of ground,

he resolved to erect upon it a dwelling-house in

the English style, and in all respects superior

to any building ever seen, or even imagined by

the people around him. To this he was incited,

not merely by a desire to obtain for himself and

his family a commodious and respectable resi

dence, but by the hope of elevating the stand

ard and awakening the emulation of those whom

he was anxious to benefit. Before this time,

the best native houses consisted of but one

apartment, which was used by the whole family,

and for all domestic purposes. This was cover

ed with a thatched roof, but open at the sides,

and carpeted with dry, and too frequently, dirty

grass. Mr. Williams perceived the unfitness of

such abodes for the purposes he had in view.

He knew that domestic comfort, social morality

and spiritual religion could never flourish, un

less the degraded habits, inseparable from such

* See Tait's Magazine for November, 1842.
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a mode of living, were first d.º.º. He

therefore resolved to show the people a more

excellent way. “It was my determination,” he

writes, “when I left England, to have as res.

pectable a dwelling-house as I could erect; for

the missionary does not go to barbarize him

selſ, but to elevate the heathen; not to sink

himself to their standard, but to raise them to

his.”

Prompted by this enlightened and truly be

nevolent motive, Mr. Williams prepared the

plan, and commenced the erection of his new

and noble dwelling-house. And this was an un

dertaking in which most of the labor necessa

rily devolved upon himself. The natives, indeed,

readily assisted in procuring the materials and

|...} them according to his direction; but all

eyond what the most ordinary assistance could

render, was done by his own hands. Yet al

though obliged to execute the work of many

different artizans, whose divided labor and

united skill are commonly considered essential

to such an undertaking, he, relying solely upon

his own resources, soon beheld, with pride and

#. his future home rising up before him.

he natives saw it too, and were lavish in their

expressions of astonishment and admiration.

The house was sixty feet by thirty, and consist

ed of three front and four back rooms. French

sashes, shaded with a green verandah and vene

tian blinds, gave an air of elegance to the sit

ting-rooms, which commanded a splendid view

of the harbor. The frame-work of the building

was wood, but the walls, both within and with

out, were wattled, and plastered with coral lime.

From this lime, Mr. Williams made not only a

whitewash, but a grey and orange coloring

with which he adorned the interior. On either

side and in front, he had enclosed a spacious

garden, which was tastily laid out in grass-plots,

gravel-paths, and flower-beds, where there flour

ished a variety of ornamental shrubs and plants,

some of them indigenous, and others exotics in

troduced by himself and his brethren. Imme

diately behind the house, there was an enclosed

poultry-yard, well stocked with turkeys, fowls,

and English and Muscovy ducks; while beyond

this, lay a large kitchen-garden, which supplied

their table with several British roots and vege

tables, including cabbages, beans, peas, cucum

bers, pumpkins, onions, and pot-herbs. At a

later date, the bleating of goats, and the lowing

of oxen on the hills, indicated that still more im

portant additions had been made to their domes

tic comfort.

The furniture was in keeping with the house,

and discovered in the Missionary an equal

amount of taste and skill. Tables, chairs, sofas,

and bedsteads, with turned and polished legs and

pillars, quite in the English style, and carpeted ||.

floors, gave to the interior of this dwelling an

appearance, equally inviting to the European

visitor, and surprising to the natives. Mr. Wil

liams augured much good from the excitement

which these novelties would produce in the too

sluggish intellects around him, and was soon re

joiced to see that their imitative propensities

ad been so powerfully called into useful exer

cise by his example, as effectually to overcome

their indolence.

Much of the civilization, the fruits of

which may now be witnessed in these then

barbarous islands, resulted from this, and

similar measures, to make civilization pro

ceed hand in hand with evangelization. In

about eighteen months after landing, we

hear of a society established by Williams,

for encouraging (among the natives) the

growth of the arts and sciences ! the rewards

being nails, a most desirable article to the

islanders. Within the same brief space of

time, we find this indefatigable missionary

writing home :—

“It is a great advantage to me that I am able

to turn my hand to anything, and indeed it is

very desirable that every missionary, sent to an

uncivilized part of the world, should possess

mechanical qualifications, as well as a mission

ary spirit. - - - - - - -

“We have not only instructed the natives as

to the improvement of their houses, but also in

sawing timber, carpentering, smith's work, and,

among other things, in boat-building. Brother

Threlkeld has now in hand a very large boat,

on which only the natives are employed. Re

uiring a larger boat than that which I built at

imeo, that I may visit Tahaa, I have com

pleted one sixteen feet long. - - -

“When we came to this place, there were

only two native habitations, and it was difficult

to walk along the beach for the bushes. But

the former wilderness is now an open, clear, and

pleasantº with a range of houses extend

ing nearly, two miles along the sea-beach, in
which reside about a thousand of the natives.

We earnestly desire to see the moral wilderness

resent the same improved appearance. The

ing, who, we are happy to say, is one of the

most consistent characters, resides very near to

us. He is a very constant attendant both at the

chapel and the schools. He will probably be

one of the first whom we shall baptize in the

islands. . We are happy in being able to state

that his behavior is circumspect, and that he is

very active in suppressing crime.

“We are glad to be able to inform you, that

many have built themselves very neat little

houses, and are now living in them with their

wives and families. The king, through seeing

ours, and by our advice, has had a house erect

ed near to us. It contains four rooms, wattled,

and plastered inside and out, and floored. He

is the first native on these islands that ever had

such a house; but many others are now follow

ing his example. - - - - -

“We have been constantly exhorting the peo

le to abandon their pernicious custom of liv

ing several families together in one dwelling,

and have advised their separation. Several

have complied with our request, and before six

months more have elapsed, it is probable that

there will not be less than twenty houses, wat

tled, plastered, with boarded floors, and divided

into separate rooms for meals and sleeping.

Mr. Williams had not been long in these

islands, when he perceived that tobacco
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and sugar might be successfully cultivated

by the inhabitants, and prove lucrative ar

ticles of commerce; and he accordingly

endeavored to acquire the arts of boiling

sugar and curing tobacco, that he might be

able to instruct the natives. Some small be

ginnings of a useful commerce were made;

and, when at Sydney, on the secular busi

ness of his mission, about four years after he

commenced his labors, we find him writing

home :—

“I am taking with me to the islands, clothes

for the women, shoes, stockings, tea-kettles, tea

cups and saucers, and tea, ofwhich the natives

are very fond, and which, I hope, may prove an

additional stimulus to the cultivation of sugar.

And, moreover, when they have tea, they will

want teacups, and a table to place them on, and

seats to sit upon. Thus we hope, in a short

time, that European customs will be wholly

established in the leeward islands.”

In the same year he writes:—

“With respect to civilization, we feel a plea

sure in saying that the natives are doing all we

can reasonably expect, and every person is now

daily and busilyº from morning till

night. At present, there is a range of three

miles along the sea-beach studded with little

plastered and whitewashed cottages, with their

own schooner lying at anchor near them. All this

forms such a contrast to the view we had here

but three years ago, when, excepting three

hovels, all was wilderness, that we cannot

but be thankful; and when we consider all

things, exceedingly thankful for what God has

wrought.

“In a temporal point of view, we have every

thing we can possibly desire to make us happy.

We have a good house, plenty of ground, an

abundant supply of the productions of the

island, cows, ducks, geese, turkeys, pigeons,

fowls, &c., and a regular communication with

the colony. But above all these things, we

have the hearts and affections of the people, and

the prospect of great usefulness in our Saviour's

cause.”

Under the date of November 13th, 1822, Mr.

Williams informs the Directors that “the En

deavor” was thenº ready for sea with a

cargo, the proceeds of which and of another car

go which the people were preparing, would, he

believed, complete the purchase-money of the

ship. “Every thing,” he adds, “is succeeding

beyond our most sanguine expectations. The

natives have prepared from 120 to 150 large

plantations, and I am perfecting myself in the

art of curing tobacco, and boiling sugar. The

eople have also learned to boil salt, three or

}. tons of which they haveº prepared.

You would be delighted to survey the scene of

industry which our island presents. Even the

women are employed in cultivating little patches

of tobacco, in order to purchase European

clothing, and we are most anxious to introduce

these articles without expense to the Society.”

The indomitable spirit of the man is

characteristically displayed in the follow

ing passages from a letter to his father, and

another to his constituents, the Directors

of the Missionary Society :-

“I bless God that my heart is as much alive

to missionary work as it was the first day I set

my foot on icº. shores; and in this work of my

Lord and Saviour I desire to live and to die.

My highest ambition, dear father, is to be faith

ful to my work, faithful to souls, and faithful to

Christ; in a word, to be abundantly and exten

sively useſúl. Our own station flourishes, and

the people improve. I am fully occupied. I

have lately made several lathes and a loom ;

and am intending to try to weave cloth. I am

hoping we shall succeed, as the people have

many grasses and barks of which they make

cord, &c. My dear Mary is a good spinstress,

and knows how to dress flax. But of course

our principal attention is devoted to their spirit

ual improvement; although I have no great

opinion of the missionary’s labors who would

neglect those minor matters.”

To the Directors he says:—

“It is our duty to visit the surrounding

islands. You have fourteen or fifteen mission

aries in these islands, missionaries enough to

convert all the islands of the South Seas, and

every one of these within a thousand miles of

us ought Now to be under instruction. Six

good active missionaries, united in heart, mind,

and plan, could effect more, if you would afford

them the means, than you either think or expect.

A missionary was never designed by Jesus

Christ to gather a congregation of a hundred or

two natives, and sit down at his ease, as con

tented as if every sinner was converted, while

thousands around him, and but a few miles off,

are eating each other's flesh, and drinking each

other's blood, living and dying without the gos

pel. Upon this subject it is my full determina

tion to have some decided conversation with the

deputation. For my own part, I cannot content

myself within the narrow limits ofa single reef;

and, if means are not afforded, a continent would

to me be infinitely preferable; for there, if you

cannot ride, you can walk; but to these isolated

islands a ship must carry you.”

This sanguine and enthusiastic spirit

precipitated the lamented fate of this admi

rable and devoted man. On the death of

his mother, Mr. Williams received a con

siderable sum of money, which enabled

him to prosecute, with greater effect, com

mercial objects for the advantage of the

natives, though always in subservience to

his principal duty as a missionary. But

his hopes were destined to be harshly,

and, as we cannot help thinking, unwisely,
checked.

Through the intervention of some interested

merchants at Sydney, the governor had been

persuaded to impose a prohibitory duty upon
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South Sea tobacco, and to make other fiscal re

gulations which materially reduced the value of

all Polynesian produce. This severe and un

expected check to the newly-created industry

and enterprise of the leeward islands, burst like

a tornado upon their inhabitants, and proved a

source of extreme embarrassment and distress

to Mr. Williams. Not only did it contravene

his benevolent plans for the social improvement

of the natives, and deprive him of the means of

more extended usefulness, but it involved him in

serious pecuniary responsibility, from which he

could not now expect to extricate himself with

out loss. To complete the calamity, and con

summate his own disappointment, Mr. Williams

at the same time received a letter from the

Directors, in which the speculation was con

demned, and his conduct censured. But his

spirit, though bowed down, was not broken.

Thus beset with difficulties, he summoned a

meeting of the chieſs to whom the Enterprise

belonged; and, after ingenuously explaining to

them the exact position of affairs, it was resolved

to send her immediately to Sydney, laden with

the most marketable produce they could collect,

with an order to sell both ship and cargo. Great

as was the trial of parting with a vessel in which

he had already done much. work,

and by which heº to accomplish still

more, and keenly as he felt the censure of the

Directors, he was comforted and cheered by the

conduct of the chiefs and people, who clearly

understood the whole case, and neither attribut

ed the ſailure to their missionary, nor evinced

towards him the least diminution of confidence

and esteem.

To the Directors he wrote:—

“I am sorry that my conduct meets your dis;

approbation, and acknowledge the justice of all

ou say respecting, a missionary entangling
#. with the affairs of this life. But the

benefit of others, not my own, was the sole ob

ject I had in view. Yet, should I get free from

this perplexity, I shall in future avoid any similar

entanglement. But although I have thus ex

pressed myself, do not conclude that there is no

need of a vessel in the islands. Even as a means

of preventing other vessels from trading with

the people, it is invaluable; for with few excep

tions, they are the very arks of Satan.”

Some time subsequently, he formed the

bold idea of building a vessel himself, and

he accomplished his object by plans, and

processes, and pains, which, in the detail,

are as vividly interesting as the building

of Robinson Crusoe’s famous boat. Of this

vessel, named the “Messenger of Peace,”

Mr. Williams's biographer fitly says, it was

one of the most remarkable incidents in his

life.

When he formed this purpose, he did it with

the full foreknowledge that, in order to its ac

complishment, he would be compelled not only

to invent some things, but almost to create

others, (for may not his new combinations truly

aid of the people whom it would be necessary

to teach, before he could employ. What, then,

must have been the skill and self-reliance of the

man who, in these unfavorable circumstances,

could form and execute the design which he has

thus described ?—“After some deliberation, I

determined to attempt to build a vessel; and al

though I knew little ofship-building, had scarce

ly any tools to work with, and the natives were

wholly unacquainted with mechanical arts, I

succeeded, in about three months, in completing

a vessel between seventy and eighty tons bur

den.”

Of the various expedients by which Mr. Wil

liams supplied the deficiencies and surmounted

the difficulties of his position, that which, per

haps, has been regarded with the most lively

interest was his novel substitute for a pair of

bellows. This contrivance was perfectly ori

ginal. It was not, however, a happy guess, but

the result of reasoning. “It struck me,” he

observes, “that as a pump threw water, a

machine constructed upon the same principle

must, of necessity, throw wind.” Acting, there

fore, upon this suggestion, he constructed his

new “air-pump.” But although to him this

contrivance was new, he subsequently ascer

tained that he was not its sole inventor; for,

during a missionary tour in our manufacturing

districts, he discovered with surprise and delight

a similar machine in use there, and learned that

it was deemed superior to the bellows.

But the exemplification of Mr. Williams's

genius will be found, not so much in any single

invention, as in the circumstance, that it proved

equal to every exigency, and enabled him to

answer every demand. “None but a Williams,”

writes Mr. Pitman, “would have attempted such

a thing as to commence building a vessel, not

having wherewith to build her. I have often

been amazed to astonishment to see with what

coolness he met the difficulties as they succes

sively arose in his undertaking.” The cordage,

the sails, the substitutes for nails, oakum, pitch,

and paint, the anchors and the pintles of the

rudder, made from a pick-axe, an adze and a

hoe, are all striking illustrations of this remark.

Nor should the fact be overlooked that, within

the same limited period, Mr. Williams construct.
ed the lathe which turned the sheaves of the

blocks, the machinery which spun the ropes and

cordage, the forge and its furniture, as well as

all the numerous smaller tools required by him.
self and his native assistants in this remarkable

undertaking.

In a letter to the Rev. Mr. Ellis, he says

of this nautical masterpiece,—

“I have built a little vessel of between sixty

and seventy tons for missionary purposes. She

was not four months in hand, from the time we

cut the keel until she was in the water. I had

every thing to make, my bellows, forge, lathe,

and all the iron work, out of old axes, iron hoops,

&c.; but I cannot enlarge on my numerous

mangeuvres to overcome difficulties, though they

would be interesting to you no doubt. Suffice

it to say she is finished "

bear this name 7) and all this, moreover, by the This was the very man to be sent forth,
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as missionary, among the uncivilized

heathen. Few, if any, have been found at

all points so qualified. To complete the

picture of difficulties surmounted, it should

be mentioned, that the ship of whichWilliams

was so justly proud, was built at Raroton

ga, then a quite new missionary station—

and under very severe privations. He

was at this remote place with a wife in

very delicate health, and though not apt to

complain, he is compelled to say,+

“My dear Mary is near her confinement. She

is very delicate, but I trust all will be well. The

Rarotonga people much wished her to be con

fined there, that their land might be honored

with the birth of one of our children. We have,

notwithstanding the kindness of the natives,

often been in want while at Rarotonga; having

had neither tea, sugar, flour, rice, or fowls, for

some months, and being obliged to make our

own salt and soap.” . - - - - -

The passing allusion to their privations at

Rarotonga, contained in the preceding letter,

will convey but a very inadequate idea of their

extent. They were much more severe, and in

their injurious effect upon his delicate and self.

denying partner, far more serious, than such

slight references would lead the reader to sup

pose. Accustomed as they had been at Raiatea

to European food, it was not without difficulty,

nor even without danger, that they conformed

to the diet of the natives. But of this Mr. Wil

liams would never have complained, had he

suffered alone. Of personal privations he

thought little, and said less. Although from his

childhood he had been accustomed to domestic

comforts, and knew how to provide and enjo

them, as was evident from the manner in *ś,

he had stocked his garden and poultry-yard at

Raiatea, he could be content with the simplest

rovisions; and for a man so healthy and

aborious, his temperance at the table was re

markable. Even when most actively engaged,

he frequently manifested his indifference to

food, and often would have rather prosecuted

work in which he was interested, than submit to

the interruption of the customary meals. Thus,

when building his vessel, he could with difficulty

be drawn from the scene of his delightful occu

ations; and, although he frequently continued

rom dawn until dark toiling at the bench or the

forge, even through the sultry hours of noon,

when the natives had slunk under the shadow

of the trees, he was well satisfied with the hum

ble fare of a single bread-fruit and a draught of

Water.

The possession of the vessel, built under

such extraordinary circumstances, was of

vast consequence to the missionary cause in

the islands of the Pacific. By means of it,

Mr. Williams and some of his brethren, ac

companied by those most useful auxiliaries,

—thenative teachers,whom they had trained

—were enabled, like Apostolic Bishops, to

visit the different island groups; and thus

was the gospel first carried to, and planted

Wol. II. No. IV. 32

in the Navigators' Islands, where the pro

gress of civilization has since been little

less than miraculous. His labors in the

Navigators' Islands, and the results, may,

indeed, be considered as the greatest of all

Williams's missionary enterprises. These

fine and populous islands, which are only

inferior to the Sandwich Islands of any

archipelago in the whole South Seas, were

!ound, but a few years back, in as rude and

barbarous a condition as any that had ever

been visited by Europeans. The natives

were described by so recent a visitor as

Kotzebue, in 1823, as among the most fierce

and treacherous cannibals in any of the

Polynesian lslands. When Williams ven

tured to approach them, he had along with

him an intelligent man, a converted chief,

a native of one of the islands, and his wife,

who proved most invaluable auxiliaries. Yet

it was not without considerable danger that

he approached some of these tribes. The

native chief, Fauea, and his wife were left

at Samoa, an important island of this

group; and when {..., came back, in

about two years, on his second expedition,

the people were found Christianized, or, at

least, nominal Christians. He had had a

delightful run of 800 miles, from his station

at Rarotonga, to the Navigators' Islands;

and when he touched at the first of the

group, was delighted with the salutation of

his visitors, who exclaimed—“We are sons

of the Word.” This great change had been

effected by Fauea, aided by the native

teachers subsequently sent to different

stations. The narrative of the conversion

of these islanders is replete with interest.

Williams carried forward what he had been

the instrument of so happily commencing.

He everywhere, acting on the maxim,

“Kindness is the key to the human heart,”

gained the confidence and love of the peo

ple, who, wherever he went, formed the

warmest attachment to him. At the Navi

gators' Islands, songs were sung and solemn

dances performed by the women in his

honor; the former of a description which

forbids us to call the natives savages, hor

rible as some of their late practices had

been. The following are specimens of the

native poetry of Samoa. Viriamu, it should

be premised, is the pronunciation of the

name of Williams, in the soft language of

these islanders.

“Let us talk of Viriamu.

Let cocoa-nuts grow for him in peace for months.

When strong the east wind blows, our thought

forget him not.

Let us greatly love the Christian land of the great

white chief.
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All malo" are we now, for we have all one God.

No food is sacred now. All kinds of fish we catch

and eat: Even the sting-ray."

“The birds are crying for Viriamu.

His ship has sailed another way.

The birds are crying for Viriamu.

Long time is he in coming.

Will he ever come again

Will he ever come again

Tired are we of the taunts of the insolent Samoans.

‘Who knows,’ say they, “that white chief's land 2'

Now our land is sacred made, and evil practices

have ceased.

How we feel for the lotu ! Come! let us sleep and

dream of Viriamu.

Pistaulaut has risen. Tauluat has also risen.

But the war-star has ceased to rise.

For Sulueleele; and the king have embraced the

sacred word.

And war has become an evil thing.”

Mr. Williams's first impressions, on see

ing these islanders, convey a favorable idea

of their natural capacity, and a lively pic

ture of the best condition of the inhabitants

of the South Sea, when its tribes were first

seen by Europeans. The natives and the

principal chiefs were delighted at the pros

pect of receiving teachers from the mission

aries, of whom Fauea and his wife had

told them such wonders, and they were

prepared to give Mr. Williams the most

enthusiastic reception. How much in such

cases is to be attributed to novelty, and how

much to the vague hope of secular advan

tage, it is not important to us to determine.

An opening was won; and the people, in

professing Christianity, often appeared in

fluenced by the most reasonable motives.

Fauea eloquently pointed out to them the

great superiority of the white people;

whose religion, he said, had made them

what they were. Mr. Williams, in part,

attributed the remarkably rapid progress of

the missionaries among the Samoans “to

the absence of an interested, sanguinary,

and powerful priesthood,” and of temples

and idols; a peculiar feature in their social

condition, which, as compared with the

inhabitants of the other islands, in all of

which there were priestsand idols, wasfound

eminently favorable to missionary objects.

We have given a specimen of the poetry of

these islanders; and now select a few pas

sages from a long and picturesque descrip

tion of the first intercourse which Mr. Wil

liams had with them :-

In language, and in their leading physical

features, he at once perceived that they were

Polynesian Asiatics; but in form, the men were

* Malo was a name given to those who were

victorious in war, and is the opposite of paivai, the

conquered

f"N. of stars. # The king's daughter.

neither so tall nor so muscular, and the females

were not so beautiful, as the Tahitians and

Friendly Islanders. . But the inferiority of the

men in height and bulk was fully compensated

by their grace and agility. Of all the Polyne

sians whom he had seen, Mr. Williams pro

nounced the Samoa the most symmetric in form,

and the most polished in manners. And of this

they were themselves aware; and no means

were neglected which could, in their estimation,

set off or enhance their personal attractions.

The toilet was a shrine before which the gentle

men, no less than the ladies, daily offered in

cense to their own vanity. A pair of portraits

from the pencil of Mr. Williams, sketched from

life upon his journal, will enable the reader to
form his own idea of the people amongst whom

he had now arrived. “Picture to yourself a fine

well-grown Indian, with a dark, sparkling eye, a

smooth skin, glistening from the head to the

hips with sweet-scented oil, and tasteſully tattooed

from the hips to the knees; with a bandage of

red leaves, oiled and shining also, a head-dress

of the nautilus shell, and a string of small white

shells around each arm, and you have a Samoan

gentleman in full dress; and, thus dressed, he

thinks as much of himself, and the ladies think

as much of him, as would be the case with an

English beau fitted out in the highest style of

fashion. A Samoan lady, in ſull dress for a ball,

wears a beautifully white, silky-looking mat

around her loins, with one corner tucked up, a

wreath of sweet-smelling flowers around her

head, a row or two of large blue beads about

her neck; her skin shining with scented oil, and

the upper part of her personº tinged with

turmeric rouge. The ladies spend a considera

ble time in preparing themselves for company, as

much so, perhaps, as their more enlightened

sisters in Christian and civilized lands, and two

or three ‘lady's maids,” will be required to assist

in these decorations. They are not tattooed like

the men, but many of them are spotted all

over.”

Of his subsequent visit, that on which

the parting-song above cited was sung, he

relates,

“The people manifested a great deal of feel

ing at parting ; and, as I º: through their

ranks, they kissed my hands, and importunately

entreated me to bring Mrs. Williams and my

children, and to come and live with them, and

teach them the word of salvation.”

At another point of the island, touched

at next day, he relates,

“As soon as we had dropped anchor, we were

surrounded by canoes, from which the natives

came up the sides of our little ship, until she

was almost deluged with them. Silence was

then commanded ; and, when it was obtained,

Riromaiava gave orders to his duulaafale, or

orator, to tell the people who l was, whence I

came, and what I wanted. He then commanded

his spokesman to proclaim to the staring and

wondering crowd, that Malietoa (the principal

chief, his father, had given me his name; and,

consequently, that all the respect due to him
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must be shown to me. This was followed by a

strict charge to steal nothing whatever ſrom the

ship, but that all should immediatelybring off to

us pigs, and bread-fruit, and yams.

“Having obtained wood and water, with a

tolerable supply of provisions, I made presents

to the various chiefs, and bade them farewell.

On landing at the district of Riromaiava, I found

that I had to walk two miles to his settlement.

On reaching it, I was invited into the govern

ment house. Here I was requested to take my

seat upon a beautiful new mat, and was imme

diately surrounded by all the chiefs. Soon after

we had seated ourselves, a fine stately young

woman entered the house, and was introduced

to me by the name of Maria, as Malietoa's eld

est, handsomest, and favorite daughter. She

expressed her sorrow at not having seen me be

fore ; and assigned as a reason, that, at the

time of my visit to Samoa, her husband was

fighting against her father, and that she was

with him in the fort. “But,” she added, “we

were conquered; and, since then, I have been

over to Sãpapalii, and spent much time with the

teachers, who have taught me the lotu, and I

am learning it still.’”

The lotu appears to be the native name

for the Christians, the Gospel, and every

thing connected with the new religion.

Shortly after this period, Mr. Williams

and his wife visited England, from which

they had been absent nearly twenty years.

The great popularity of the returned mis

sionary, on his progresses through the

principal towns of England and Scotland,

when, in his own manly and plain style, he

expatiated on the wonders he had seen, and

modestly alluded to what had been achiev

ed in Polynesia, must still be fresh in the

recollection of many of our readers. By

the liberality of those who listened to his

appeals, Mr. Williams was enabled to

purchase a vessel of a size that transcended

his most sanguine expectations. A large

sum of money was raised for this object;

and many worthy people were as munificent

to him with gifts of ship stores, and other

useful things, as ever he had found the

South Sea Islanders with their pigs and

sweet potatoes, when to celebrate the

opening of a chapel, or any other great

event, from 300 to 700 pigs were sometimes

slaughtered at once. The Polynesian

Christians are certainly not ascetics.

Among the other articles which Williams

carried back with him was a magic-lantern

with slides representing Scripture scenes,

objects in matural history, and in the En

glish annals; and, as the whole was with

the view of counteracting the operations of

the Romish priests, who were even then

supposed to be on their way to the islands

with miracle-working electrifying machines,

&c., &c., the plates of Foxes' Martyrology,

exhibiting the cruel sufferings of Protestant

martyrs from the Papists, were added to

the list of pictures; a somewhat questiona

ble addition. The natives were delighted

with the magic-lantern, and particularly

with the Scripture pieces. Mr. Williams

carried out better gifts, in numerous copies

of the New Testament, which had been

previously translated into the native tongue

by himself, and printed in England. He

had scarcely visited and inspected his dif.

ferent stations, when the long-formed de

sign of extending his labors to islands yet

unvisited by the Messengers of Peace, came

strongly upon him. His last fatal expedi.

tion to the New Hebrides was accordingly

undertaken, and was, at the outset, success

ful. At the Island of Fatuna, and at Tanna,

the strange, white visitors were well re

ceived ; and that strong natural anxiety, or,

as it is here represented, the deep or super

natural presentiment of impending evil with

which the devoted man approached that

group of islands which he regarded as the

key to the ultimate evangelization of New

Caledonia, New Britain, New Guinea and

the whole of Western Polynesia, seemed to

be wearing off and confidence returning

when he landed on the fatal shore of Erro

manga. The reception at Fatuna and

Tanna had dissipated his previous fears,

and fulfilled his warmest desires. He now

appeared to feel a strong confidence of

success. The grand object for which this

Columbus of Missions had planned, and

prayed, and pleaded, seemed almost within

his grasp, when the fated hour suddenly

drew near. On the horrible particulars, so

well-known and recent, we need not dwell.

The account of the murder of Williams and

his companion, Mr. Harris, was transmitted

to this country by the captain of the mis

sionary ship, from the deck of which his

murder was witnessed; and probably no

event, involving merely the fate of a sin

gle individual, ever excited deeper sym

pathy in the public mind. But the grief

and sorrow felt at home could not have

been deeper or more sincere than that ex

perienced by his native friends and disci

ples in the various places where he had af

fectionately labored with head, and hand,

and heart; and, indeed, over all the Chris

tianized parts of the islands. “Lamenta

tion was universal.” Monuments to his

memory have been erected in different

islands. That in Samoa, where his family

were living at the time of his death, and to

which he had first sent the glad tidings of

salvation, bears this simple and touching
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inscription :-"Sacred to the memory of

the Rev. John Williams, Father of the

Samoan and other Missions, age 43 years

and 5 months, who was killed by the cruel

natives of Erromanga in Nov. 20, 1839,

while endeavoring to plant the Gospel of

Peace on their shores.” The memoirs

close with a friendly estimate of the cha

racter of Williams by the author, and ano

ther, which is quoted from the Rev. Mr.

Ellis. It would not be easy to overrate

his many solid and useful qualities and ac

quirements; nor, indeed, to give due praise

to that happy combination of gifts and

graces which rank this excellent and hon

ored man as among the most eminent of

the Christian missionaries of any age.

In perusing the memoirs of Williams,

and some of our other celebrated missiona

ries, we are forcibly struck by the superior

advantages which the presence of their

wives and children, the influence, instruc

tion, and example, of Christian matrons

must give to Protestant over Roman

Catholic missions. One family resembling

the Williamses was worth a whole battalion

of celibate spiritual propagandists.

ELSBETH OF CALW.

From the German of Gustav Schwab.

By John oxenrorld.

“GIRL, thou hast loved a menial base,

Girl, thou hast shamed thy noble race,

Yet none shall e'er the wound discover,

For in the dungeon pines thy lover.”

Said Elsbeth, “Lowly is his race,

Yet is his soul above disgrace,

In battle nobly has he borne him;

So, dearest father, do not scorn him.”

“Soon shall he die”—the Count replied,

“And thou shalt be the noble's bride;

Quick to betroth thee must I hasten,

Ere scandal on our name shall fasten.

“This, Elsbeth, is the dungeon-key,

Take it, weak girl, IF. it thee;

To thee alone can I confide it,

From all my servants would I hide it.

“Yet, Elsbeth, thou must swear to this,

That by thy hope of ...}} bliss,

Nor ſight nor food thou wilt afford him,

Nor flight by horse or foot accord him.”

She takes the key, entranced she stands,

As though all heaven were in her hands;

Her glance to yonder door is stealing,

She speaks the words,-her mind is reeling,

Content, the Count his horse bestrides,

And with his vassals off he rides:

In dust the train is disappearing,

The tramp of steeds is out of hearing.

And now the maiden stood alone,

The golden sun upon her shone;

Heav'n, as if truth and love defending,

Its deep blue arch was o'er her bending.

Haste, haste, to yonder tow'r on high .

How in the breeze her garments fly!

The wind, it seems, is whispering near her,

Asks, when to freedom it may bear her.

Now from the door she looks below,

She sees the world in sunshine glow,

Sees walls and forts their summits raising,

And feels a thrill of hope while gazing.

Now wishfully her arms are spread,

And now she lets them ſall with dread ;

On the faint ear a sound is breaking,

For at the door the maid is speaking.

“Oh Godfrey, Godfrey, ever dear,

I come—I come—the key I bear.

Belov'd, I can d.º.º. see thee;

But yet, alas! I may not free thee.”

“Oh, dearest, if the key be thine,

Bid light within my dungeon shine;

Haste, to my lips refreshment bringing,

For hunger to my throat is clinging.”

“Nay, nay, º vow forbids me, love—

My vow by hope of joy above;

Nor food nor drink may I afford thee,

Nor light nor liberty accord thee.”

“Then lady, lady, leave this place,

Nor gaze upon my dying face; -

Why should thy heart in vain be broken?"—

With failing voice these words are spoken.

Now joyously she speaks again—

“No, I have not the key in vain:

Though life and freedom are denied thee,

"Tis left for me to die beside thee.”

Loud rings the key, the portal creaks,

And daylight on the dungeon breaks,

Upon his pallid feature shining—

At once her arms are round him twining.

Oh, yes—those loving arms enfold,

A body, which as death is cold :

He feeds on kisses warmly glowing,

He drinks her tears, in torrents flowing.

His spirit now has fled content,
The É. that held her soul is rent;

The heart from all its pains retreating,

Upon his breast is Wil, beating.

The dust is rising in a cloud,

The horse's hoofs again are loud;

The Count, with all his men appearing,

The bridal ring is proudly bearing.

****

.Ainsworth's Magazine.

}
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A SLEIGH DRIVE IN CANADA WEST.

By siR J. E. ALEXANDER, KNIGHT, 14th REGIMENT.

O Winter, ruler of the inverted year,

Thy scatter'd hair with sleet like ashes fill'd,

Thy breath congeal’d upon thy lips, thy cheeks

Fring'd with a beard made white with other snows

Than those of age, thy forehead wrapt in clouds,

A leafless branch thy sceptre, and thy throne

A sliding car, indebted to no wheels,

But urged by storms along its slipp'ry way,

I love thee, all unlovely as thou seem'st,

And dreaded as thou art 1

To make a break in a long Canadian winter,

a small party was formed in the garrison of

London, Canada West, in the beginning of

1843, to visit the Falls of Niagara when encir

cled with a snowy mantle, and margined with

clustering icicles; and after viewing the sublime

cataract under this peculiar aspect, the parties

proposed to participate for a short season in the

gayeties of Toronto, before returning to the

“stumps and squirrels” of the back woods.

Our company consisted of two ladies and ſour

officers, three servants, the same number of two

horse sleighs, well provided with buffalo, fox,

and racoon robes. Clothes-bags were strapped

to the runners, fur caps and fur-breasted coats

were donned, and, with bells ringing on the

collars and breaststraps of the willing steeds,

the cavalcade briskly trotted over the natural

railroad of snow, to the sound of the leader's

horn.

The Canadian London which we had just left,

and which now contains about2600 souls, is in

the midst of a considerable clearing in the pine

woods, which on sandy ridges overhang the

waters of the shallow and swift-running Thames.

Among innumerable stumps and trunks, blasted

by fire and girdling, are seen wide streets at

right angles to each other; these are for the

most part bordered by scattered wooden houses

of one and two stories, and many houses have

vegetable gardens about them. In the princi

pal thoroughfare, Dundas-street, where the best

stores are, the houses are adjacent, and some

few are of brick. In the Market-square there

is a castellated court-house and agaol; a hand

some English church, Scotch, Roman Catholic,

Wesleyan, and other places of worship are in

various parts of the town. Frame barracks,

which cost £30,000 currency,” and log ones,

both surrounded with palisades, are outside of

it, on high ground. Three wooden bridges span

the river, dignified with the names of Black

friars, Westminster, and Wellington; and on

every side the view is bounded by the level tops

of the dark forest.

As to climate, it is dry and healthy; hardly

ever an officer on the sick list, and about four or

five per cent. of the men in hospital at one time.

Yet in the months of June, July, August, and

September, the thermometer is often above 80°,

and sometimes at 100° in the shade, whilst in

winter, usually beginning about the 1st of De

cember and ending about the beginning of

April, the thermometer is sometimes seen at

3°, 7°, and 10° below Zero, on successive days

* £1 currency is equal to 16s. sterling.

at sunrise ; though usually the cold is not in

tense.

For amusements, the military have their usual

field-days on the drill-ground, their brigade

exercise in the country, a garrison theatre, a

gymnasium, a racket court, and a select pack

of hounds, to fight against the monotony of

“the bush.”. The society of the town consists

of, as yet, only three or four families; but when

the plank-roads now in process of construction,

from London to Brantford, to Port Stanley, Sar

nia, Godrich, &c., are completed, and most of

them will be this year, a great population will

be “located” along these roads, and London

will also rapidly increase.

As few people in the Old Country are ac

quainted with the nature of plank-roads, appar

ently so suitable for wooded countries in course

of settlement, and which are now being laid for

hundreds of miles in Canada West, I beg to annex

a short description of one. The whole breadth

of the clearing through the bush is 64 feet, the

road-bed is 30 feet wide, the ditches on each

side are 8 feet wide at top, 2 feet at bottom and

3 feet deep from the crown of the road. The

plank-way, on which is the travelling for rough

shod horses only, is 16 feet wide. There are five

rows of sleepers, 4-H6 inches, laid in the ground,

the earth well rammed down on each side of

them, 3-inch plank, 12 inches wide, is laid on

the sleepers, and secured to them by spikes of

iron, 6% inches long, by 3-8ths of an inch square.

The road is graded to an elevation not to ex

ceed 24 degrees; all the material to be of the

best pine, and the expense averages £1000 cur

rency per mile. The road will probably last

ten years; when it may be renewed, or its place

supplied by a macadamized road or a railroad.

The road will pay for itself, indirectly, by at

tracting settlers.

Our way led past small log or frame farm

houses, separated from the road by the every

where-seen zig-zag or snake fence. The smoke

curled lazily from the chimneys; few moving

objects were descried about the doors; an occa

sional wood-sleigh, or one laden with forage,

would pass us on the road. Then we entered

the woods of tall pine, the stumps of which in

the foreground would be curiously topped with

a ſoot or two of snow, like huge plum-cakes

“iced” with sugar. A solitary black squirrel

would run across the road, and mount a tree,

but no sounds, save those of our bells, would in

terrupt the solitude of “the bush.”

In Canada horses are treated as in some parts

of Ireland,-4 two feeds of water and one of

oats;” we accordingly pulled up after fourteen

miles to water, and then halted for a couple of

hours at Ingersoll, twenty-five miles, to water

again and feed. The principal movement here

was produced by “small boys” dragging hand

jº. up a slope, and then hurling on them to

the bottom. e accomplished our sixty miles,

without much fatigue to the horses, in seven

hours, exclusive of the #. halt, and

crossing the Ouse, or Grand River, by a covered

wooden bridge, we took up our quarters in the

large village of Brantford; named after Brant,

the Indian warrior.

Brantford is the scene of frequent riots and
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disturbances. In passing through it in summer

we heard that the American residents had just

celebrated the anniversary of the independence

of the United States, by firing musketry in the

streets, and also a cannon, which had probably

been originally intended to aid in the late rebel

lion. The loyal party attacked the Ameri

cans, and a sharp conflict ensued, ending in the

withdrawal and concealment of the great gun

and small arms, along with those who used

them. Now there had been a municipal elec.

tion, and one party had engaged a number of

fighting Irishmen from the Welland Canal, to

carry the day with knock-down arguments.

A skirmish took place in the Town-hall, which

was continued in the street, and followed up to

various houses; and the result was forty people

seriously injured.

Our party found their peace also disturbed in

this unruly place, the genius loci seemingly be

ing constant riot. The ladies of our party usu

ally on the journey occupied the best bed-room

in the house, whilst the gentlemen stretched

themselves on “shake downs” in the sitting

room, preferring this method for sociability’s

sake, and to take advantage of the fire; most

of the bed-rooms in country inns in Canada are

mere closets, with curtainless stretchers, con

taining feather-bed nuisances and very small

pillows. At three o’clock in the morning a fe

male entered our dormitory in the dark, craving

water, and finding a jug on the table, took a

hearty pull at it, and then carried it off, but

missing her ſooting at the head of the stairs, she

rolled to the bottom, breaking the crockery, and

alarming the house. Shortly after she appeared:

again, but now with a light, and seizing a bot

tle of Cogniac on the table, she said, “The

tell me there's some London officers here, I'll

fix them a bad set, to turn me, a soldier's wife,

out of barracks, because some told lies about

me. I don’t get a chance like this every day to

pay them off They receive a serjeant's word,

too, before a poor soldier's but if I don't pull

their chicken now (take advantage of them) its

a pity.”

“Oh this is destruction,” groaned one of the

sleepers, “clear out, and let us sleep.”

“No, no, here I sit, I'll have a talk with ye

first, and try your grog,” whereupon she swal

lowed halſ-a-tumbler of raw spirits. Fair words

and abuse were equally thrown away upon her.

“She was as good as us, only she had not as

much money in her pocket.” She locked the

door, sat down before it, and put the key in her

ocket; at last, on the landford calling to her

Tom below, she seized up the bottle saying,

“I’ll treat the boys with this,” and disappeared:

a pursuit ensued by our servants, and the bottle

was recovered from her lower garments.

The usual charge at inns in Canada West is

one shilling (English) for each meal, and six

pence for a bed. A stranger travelling through

the country will do well not to ask for a bill, for

then it is very possible he may be overcharged,

but if he goes up to the bar-keeper and says,

“I’ve had so many meals,” and deposits the

corresponding number of shillings, all will be

tight. Three shillings a night is the usual

'arge for a pair of horses, and a shilling ſor a

day feed.

At the thriving village of Simco, near the

north shores of Lake Erie, one may board at a

respectable inn, have a good bed and three

meals (with meat at each,) a-day for 23 dollars,

or 10s. a week,-f26 per annum.

This winter in Canada 100 lbs. weight of pork

could be bought for 2 dollars, (8 shillings,) and

the same quantity of flour for the same price,

and even less. Potatoes for 7%d. the bushel, so

that allowing a man Ilb. of flour and 1 of pork

a-day, the expense of this common feeding would

amount to 15 dollars, or £3 a year; and wages

are 2s. for a laborer, and 3s. or 4s. for a mechanic

a dav.

§. of the chief annoyances to which house

holders in Canada are subject, is that of ser

vants; the feeling of independence, and even of

insolence, which they soon imbibe, causes end

less vexation to their masters. Long and faith

ſul service in Canada is almost unknown; but

if the stream of emigration continues to flow

towards “the land of the West,” help of some

sort, though not long, by the same hands, may

be counted on. Lately, a gentleman from the

old country-lived on a large farm, which he had

bought in the neighborhood of London, Canada

West; he had brought with him from England

a laboring man, whom he promoted in Canada

to the office of bailiff and gardener; the wages

of this functionary were good, and he was pru

dent. One morning he came to the gentleman,

and said, “Measter! I have been a long time

with you now.” “Yes, you have, what of

that ?” “I think, Measter, you and me’s about

equal.” “How do you make out that?” “You

see, Measter, you makes me eat my vittels in

your kitchen, now you know that won’t do here.”

“Well, what do you want?” “Why I wants a

knife and fork in your parlor, or eſse I clears

out.”, “What! to eat with my family 7 No,

no; that will never do, so clear out as soon as

you like.”

Another Englishman cleverly kept his servant,

and in the proper place, thus: he engaged an

American ſemale “help,” who, the first day, laid

an extra cover at table. “Who is that for 7”

was asked. “I guess it's for myself” was the

answer. “Oh you mean to dine with us!”

“I expect I do.” “Very well!” She accord

ingly sat down with the family, and the master

paid her the most marked attention, helped her

to the choicest food, assisted her to bread, beer,

&c., from the sideboard, and in short, so over

powered her with civility, that she begged “for

goodness sake” to be allowed to eat alone, and

in her own place; and she did so, and did good
service besides.

But let us continue our drive. On the second

morning we cheerfully “put to” at Brantford;

and under the exhilarating influence of a sharp

frost and clear sky, we glided over the frozen

snow at a rapid pace on our way to Hamilton.

The Grand river was on our right, navigable in

the open season for fifty miles toward Lake Erie,

and we passed near a considerable colony of In

dians on its banks, who at this season are muſ

fled up in their blankets and red leggings.

By putting two of the servants in one sleigh

with the baggage, four ofthe party could always

be together, and thus the time was agreeably
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diversified with song and story. Two of us had

been “bronzed” in the East, a field always sup

lying a store of anecdote and adventure. Here

is one of the recollections of the land of the sun.

The dexterity of Indian thieves is unrivalled;

but an Irish officer, in a part of the country in

bad repute, laid a heavy wager that they could

not rob him ; his brother officers took him up,

and determined to rob him themselves, but they

were saved the trouble. At night he went to

bed in his tent, sleeping on a cot resting on and

fixed to his two bullock trunks, a chain was

assed through the handles of these and pad

ocked to the tent-pole; he placed his money

under his pillow, and a brace of loaded pistols;

his sword was on one side, and his double-barrel

on the other; he had also a terrier dog with

him. Taking “a night-cap,” in the shape of a

glass of brandy-and-water, he lay down in full

security: but, alas ! for all his precautions,—in

the morning he lay on his sheet on the ground

in a tent completely “gutted.” The thieves

had enticed away the dog, liſted him off the

stretcher on the sheet, removed his money and

arms, liſted the tent-pole and passed under it

the chain which secured the bullock trunks, and

got clear off with their booty!

Hamilton on Burlington Bay, and near the

celebrated heights of the same name, the natu

ral citadel of Canada West, is in the midst of a

most thriving district; beautiful farms are every

where seen around, with fields clear of stumps,

and enclosed with good fences. The town has

a cheerful aspect, with broad streets and lofty

houses, and there is constantly a commercial

movement and bustle in it. With the clear wa

ters of the bay in front, the back-ground of the

picture is a rich screen of trees clothing the side

of a ridge which runs to Niagara, distant fifty

miles.

Teetotalism is extending in Hamilton, as else

where in Canada; and it is needful it should do

so in a land overflowing with whiskey at 6d. a

quart. Soldiers are sorely tried with this temp

tation in Canada; and though among them

there is a good deal of “steady drinking,” yet

the extraordinary inebriation which used to

§. in India is unknown. There, the worthy

edico, one of our sleigh party, had once charge

of a detachment of 240 men; out of this number

there were 64 cases of delirium tremens, from

hard drinking, in three months There was a

ump in the barrack-yard, and every morning

F. saw drunkards helped to it by their com

rades, and copiously pumped on to fit them for

parade, which passing, in a way, they drank

again, and again were pumped on for evening

parade 1

He played them a trick one day. A party of

them came to the hospital to get some medicine,

to escape parade altogether. One came for

ward; “What is the matter with you !” “Oh!

I am very bad in my inside, Sur.” “Go into

the surgery, and you’ll get some medicine. Ser

jeant, give this man some of the black bottle on

the upper shelf.” A horrid mixture, kept for

malingerers, composed of salts, senna, tobacco

water, assafoetida, &c. Pat tasted it, and not

liking it, slyly emptied the glass into his cap.

The Doctor watched him, and calling him to

him, told him to put on his cap. “I’ll do that

outside, Sur.” “No, put it on, now; you know

a soldier should never take his cap off.” It was

done cautiously. “How long have you been

sick?” “It’s been coming on for some time,

Sur.” “What's that running over your eyes!”

The patient putting up his hand, “Oh 'tis

nothing but the sweat, Sur.” “How comes it

black? Serjeant, bring him another dose of the

same.” Pat swallowed this with a terrible gri

mace and shudder; whilst the others, watching

outside, cried to Pat, “By the powers but he's

done ye,” and forthwith disappeared.

Leaving Hamilton, we soon approached the

battle-ground of Stony Creek, memorable in the

late American war. §. the right was the wood

ed ridge, leading towards Niagara; below was

a level plateau, thinly sprinkled with trees;

beneath this again were cultivated fields and

the houses of the village of Stony Creek, through

which the straight road led ; on the left, fields

and thickets sloped away gently towards Lake
Ontario.

The American army, 3,500 strong, and fol

lowing the British on their route towards the

Burlington heights, one night took up their

bivouac on the plateau beneath the ridge. The

present Governor of Newfoundland, the gallant

Sir John Harvey, asked leave of his Chief to

return with 500 chosen men and surprise the

Americans, reposing in fancied security; leave

was granted. He made a desperate onslaught

at night; the Americans broke and fled, leav

ing their cannon, munitions of war, and two

Generals in the hands of the victors. An ex

perienced military friend commonly says of af

fairs of this sort, “The value of night attacks

is not at all understood—it is a mine which has

not been worked or appreciated.”

We passed on to Forty Mile Creek, and there

took up our quarters for the night in the clean

wayside inn, with “Jennings” on the sign; but

new people had just taken the house, and though

somewhat unprovided for our party, i. they

made up for deficiences in provant and beds, by

civility and attention; and we, being in good

health and spirits, were not in the mood to com

plain of anything. Whilst supper was prepar

ing, some itinerant Italian organists, exhibiting

wax figures in a box of the Siamese twins, play

ed lively tunes in the bar, and set the feet of our

soldier-servants in motion, who danced jigs, to

the surprise of the “loafers” lazily collected

about the stove.

“I cannot find beds for all you gentlemen,”

said the hostess, “but I’ll do the best I can for

ye.” “Make up a ſamily-bed for us in the sit

ting-room, with two mattresses side by side,”

we answered; and it was so contrived. An old

and dry Yankee attendant amused us; he was

as civil as the rest of the people of the house, but

on the ladies objecting to his proposal to light

the fire in their room in the morning, (as he

stood with his slouched glazed hat and loosely

fitting jacket and continuations at our door, lan

tern in hand, to ask if we wanted any more help

from him,) he replied, “Well, I guess the little

girl will make the fire for ye, if ye are afeard of

the old man; but ye are safe enough here, I tell

ye.”
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Next morning we were off by times, with our

snowy railroad as good as ever, the three sleighs

making the woods on each side tuneful with

their light bells; the driver, who led, occasion

ally blew a blast with a horn, to warn the coun

try sleighs to share with us the road, but which

brought the dwellers in the scattered houses to

their doors; a piece of paper held up would

bring them out for a fancied letter—they would

run back for change for a shilling York (6d.) to

pay for it, when the train would drive off, with

much laughter. Mounting some steep ascents,

and passing along an undulating road, we

reached Drummondville, or Lundy's Lane, the

scene of another sharp conflict; the favorable

state of the snow now induced a repetition of

the combat—one sleigh against another, with

snowballs. Gliding down the street of the vil

lage we heard beneath us the heavy roar of the

world's wonder, the mighty Niagara, and then

found ourselves at the door of the Clifton hotel.

The great cataract is seen by few travellers

in its winter garb. I had seen it several years

before in all the glories of autumn, its encircling

woods happily spared by the remorseless hatch

et, and tinted with all the brilliant hues peculiar

to the American “Fall.” Now the glory had

departed—the woods were still there, but were

generally black, with occasional green pines;

beneath the gray trunks was spread a thick

mantle of snow, and from the brown rocks, in

closing the deep channel of the Niagara river,

hung hugeclustersoficicles,twenty feetin length,

like silver pipes of giant organs. The tumultu

ous rapids appeared to me to descend more re

gularly than formerly over the steps which dis

tinctly extended across the wide river; in the

midst of the rapids, and before the awful plunge

of the cataract, was fixed a conspicuous black
object, whichº to be the remains of a

vessel. These, I was assured, were the last

vestiges of the Detroit, the flag ship of Commo

dore Barclay, and on whose deck he bled whilst

sustaining his unequal combat on the waters of

Lake Erie in 1813. In 1841 the Detroit was

brought from Buffalo to be sent over the Falls,

but grounding on the great ledges of the Rapids,

it has, by degrees, been reduced to a few black

ribs. It was impossible to look upon these me

lancholy remains of a fierce struggle without

feelings of intense interest.

The portions of the British, or Horseshoe

Fall, where the waters descend in masses of

snowy whiteness, were unchanged by the sea

son, except that vast sheets of ice and icicles

hung on their margin; but where the deep

waves of sea-green water roll majestically over

the steep, large pieces of descending ice were

descried ever and anon on its bosom. No rain

bows were now observed on the great vapor

cloud, which shrouds for ever the bottom of the

Fall; but we were extremely fortunate to see

now plainly what I had looked for in vain at my

last visit, the water-rockets, first described by

Captain Hall, which shot up with a train of va.

por singly, and in flights of a dozen, from the

abyss near Table Rock, curved towards the

East, and burst and ſell in ſront of the cataract.

Vast masses of descending fluid produce this

ºlar effect, by means of condensed air act.

ing on portions of the vapor into which the wa

ter is comminuted below. Altogether the ap

pearance was most startling. It was observed,

at 1 P.M., from the gallery of Mr. Burnett's

museum. -

The broad sheet of the American Fall pre

sented the appearance of light green water and

feathery spray, also margined by huge icicles.

The great masses of rock at the bottom were

covered, as it were, with pure white heaps of

cotton, whilst on the left, and in front of the Fall,

a cone was in process of formation from the con

gealing vapor. As in summer, the water rush

ing from under the vapor-cloud of the two Falls,

was of a milky whiteness as far as the ferry,

when it became dark, and interspersed with

floating masses of ice. Here, last year, from

the pieces of the ice being heaped and crushed

together in great quantities, was formed a thick

and high bridge of ice completely across the

river, safe for passengers for some time; and in

the middle of it a Yankee speculator had erect

ed a shanty, for reſreshments.

Lately, at a dinner party, I heard a Staff Offi

cer of talent propose to the company a singular

wager, a bet of £100 that he would go over the

Falls of Niagara, and come out alive at the bot

tom . No one being inclined to take him up,

and after a good deal of discussion as to how

this most perilous feat was to be accomplished,

the plan was disclosed. To place on Table

.. a crane, with a long arm reaching over the

water at Horse-shoe Fall; from this arm would

hang by a stout rope, a large bucket or cask: this

would be taken up some distance above the

Fall, where a mill-race slowly glides towards

the cataract: here the adventurer would get

into the cask, men stationed on the Table Rock

would haul in the slack of the rope as he de

scended, and the crane would swing him clear

from the cataract as he passed over. Here is a

chance for any gentleman sportsman to immor

talizeij}

A rapid thaw took place after we reached the

Falls: the icicles which before had covered

every blade of grass, twig, and tree, and caused

them to bend to the Falls as if in worship of

them, and all the while glittering in the sun

beams with exceeding splendor, while the cal

dron boiling beneath, and sending up its seething

cloud, above which waterſowl wildly careered,—

under the influence of the thaw the icy glories

began to vanish, and it was dangerous to pass

under the cliffs where the great icicles hung,

for an occasional crash would be heard, and

masses of ice, like pillars of alabaster, would be

detached and ſall, ions weight at a time, on the

path below.

We walked towards the old Pavilion Hotel,

now the barracks of a party of the newly-em

bodied Royal Canadian Rifle Corps, composed

of volunteers from various regiments stationed

in this country. Their winter dress was com

fortable and soldier-like, high and flat caps of

black fur, gray great-coats, black belts, and

long boots. We asked several men who had

lately worn the red jacket, if they were pleased

with their change of service, and they said that

they were quite happy and contented. A man,

lately of my company, had married a wife with
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£100, had also joined a Temperance Society,

and was doing well.

Returning to our hotel, we found there a mar

riage party just arrived, and “on pleasure

bent,” from St. Catherine's. Two sleighs fast

ened together and drawn by four horses, con

tained about a score of blithe folk: they sat

two and two on buffalo robes, a small brass band

in front, boughs of pine decking the sides of the

sleighs, and a blue ensign waving over the stern

of the living-freighted craft. We had choice of

the best quarters in the hotel, which has very

comfortable parlors and beds, with mattresses

of wholesome horse-hair--quite a novelty in

Canada, generally where the abominable ſea

thers prevail; we had also good attendance of

colored waiters, excellent fare, and moderate

charges.

As it is a soldier's duty to visit battle-ground

whenever he is near it, the morning after our

arrival at the Falls, I rose at dawn, and pro

ceeded with one of our party to the scene of the

combat of Lundy's Lane, fought during an

eventful night, the noise of the combat mingling

with the thunders of Niagara. Moving up the

gradual ascent to the hotly-contested crest of

the hill, at the upper part of Drummondville, a

splendid double rainbow spanned the heavens

before us as the sun rose, and we saw the sin

gular appearance of the long shadows of clouds

projecting on other clouds. A little man, of hale

appearance, with a basket on his arm, joined

us; we asked him how many houses were left

of those which stood at the time of the fight.

“Only these two old ones,” said he, pointing

to old frame houses on the left of the road.

“Another, Chryster's inn, was burnt by the

Sympathizers in 1837, when cleared out for a

party of soldiers.”

“Were you living here in the last American

war 7” we asked.

“Yes, and I fought on this ground, and served

in the Artillery; here, behind the crest of the

rise, extending right and left of it, was our line

drawn up, facing the Falls; at these trees be

low, and on our right, the Americans first hove

in sight; the Glengaries and other Light In

fantry went off to skirmish with them in front,

and we ‘fit' (fought) them after that all round

the hill. The Americans had learned to fight

well by this time, and we had hard work of it, but

we kept our line; and next day the enemy went

off, and burnt the bridge of Chippewa, to pre

vent our following. We thought it unchristian

like in our General to order our dead to be

burnt; but as he said it was the custom in Spain

and Portugal, we ſancied it was all right. There

were about 900 dead bodies aside, and sixty

horses; our men lie in two graves on that small

square we have just past, opposite the hospital

near the churchyard.”

Let the gallant deeds of the 89th Regiment

not be forgotten on this occasion. The Ameri

can army, favored by the darkness, had reached

to the crest of the British position, and the Ca.

nadian Militia were suffering severely, when

the 89th opportunely arrived from the direction

of Queenstown, in light marching order, left the

road, crossed the fields, and took the Americans

in flank. The 21st U. S. Regiment, which had

been before opposed to the 89th at Chryster's

farm, called out, “Where is the bloody 89th ?”

“Here we are, you beggars!” answered the

S9th ; and then threw in a murderous volley,

which immediately turned the tide in favor of

the British.

The table-land on which the British were

drawn up, and through the centre of which the

road runs, consists of cleared fields with scat

tered trees, a few new houses are by the road

side; in the distance, and on the low grounds,

are thick groves of ancient trees, behind which

is seen, when the atmosphere is light, the vast

pillar of cloud rising and waving above the

cataract, whose deep voice also falls solemnly

on the ear.

We returned to the churchyard, to read the

epitaphs on the monuments of some gallant offi

cers who had fallen in action. We found three,

one on stone, to the memory of Col. Bishop,

killed at Black Rock; and two on wood, with

these inscriptions:—“To the Memory of LIEUT.

Thomas ANDREw, 6th REGIMENT, who died in

consequence of a wound received when gal

lantly leading on his company before Fort Erie,

Sept. 17, 1814, aged 26.”—“Sacred to the

Memory of Lieut. WILLIAM HEMPhill, Royal

Scotts, who bravely fell in the memorable bat

tle of Lundy's Lane, 25th July, 1814.” We

were much displeased to observe that the two

last monuments had been displaced from their

proper positions to make room for some other

graves, but we immediately took steps to have

them replaced over the honored dead.

On our way back to our hotel, which we made

longer by a detour towards the old pavilion, our

discourse fell on Resurrectionists; and being

in a gossiping humor in this paper, I shall here

give some of the perils which attended the study

of medicine in Ireland twenty-five years ago:-
“It was in Cork where I first attended a dis

secting-room,” said my friend, “and many an

adventure we had, and much risk we ran to get

the subjects at that time. Once we received a

volley of balls when we had struck the first

spade in the earth, and we fled ſor our lives over

some sheds, having one of our party severely

wounded through the arm. Another night,

when I was accidentally prevented joining the

resurrection party, one of the students was shot

deadiº the heart at the grave and left

there. But one of our ugliest adventures was

this:—Three of us were one day in a boat at

Cove, and we were rowed by a remarkably

powerful man; the day was hot: he had taken

off his shirt, and finer development of muscle

larger arms, and a deeper chest, I never ha

seen before. Some time after this we heard that

he had been drowned, and we determined to

get this fine subject. We ascertained that he

was buried in a very neatly kept churchyard,

and close to a gravel-walk in it. We took a

horse with us from Cork at night, and com

menced operations by throwing the earth on

sheets we had brought with us, to keep the

earth from the footpath. The grave was a very

deep one, and it was long before we reached the

body, and long before we got it out, being so

heavy. At last we got it into the sack; but the

horse snorted and shied at it. The day was be
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ginning to dawn, we had three miles to take it;

we thought we should never get it off, and that

we must be discovered. At last, after a good

hour's work, and by tying a handkerchief over

the horse's eyes, we got the load fixed on his

back. We then filled up the grave carefully,

and got safe to the dissecting.room.”

THE PETITIONS OF JOAN OF ARC.

Idy MRs. J.A.M. ES GRAY.

From the Dublin University Magazine.

“When the ceremony of the coronation of Charles the Sev

enth, at Rheims, was concluded, Joan of Arc fell on her knees,

and begged permission to return again to her former home. This

petition was not granted ; her services to her country being con

sidered too valuable to be dispensed with. The º other

request she made was, that her native scenes, the villages of

Domremy and Greux, should be exempted from taxes in time

to come ; and this privilege continued in force until the Revolu
tion.”

“Ask thou a boon,” the monarch said—the mon

arch robed and crowned,

The light through gorgeous windows fell on all the

scene around ;

There were warriors bold, and gray-haired men,

and holy fathers there,

And ladies in their gayest robes—the noble and the
fair.

“Ask thou a boon " for which of these went forth

that mandate high 2

“Who placed that monarch on his throne,” may

make a fit reply;

For not by right, and not by power, his triumph

hath been won,

But by the might of one high mind he sits upon his

throne.

“Ask thou a boon '''-the reverend men are silent

at the words;

But th; thrill with joy, akin to pain, through one

air bosom's chords.

There is one slight girl, in armor clad, who by the

monarch stands,

And holds aloft the banner white, that led victori

ous bands;

And now she lays that banner down, and on her

knees she falls,

As memory all the happy dreams of early youth
recalls.

And all are still, and many moved with envy at the

thought,

How much of wealth, how much of power, her

courage may have bought.

They listen for her coming words. May she not

pray to stand

The first of honored counsellors upon the king's

right hand 2–

May she not win a lofty place, beside her own

wide fame,

And stamp upon a peasant race a new and noble
name 2—

May she not ask broad lands and gold But hear

the gentle tone,

That floateth like an angel voice toward the royal
throne !

“The work is wrought—the glorious strife hath

passed in triumph o'er—

“To the shelter of my father's home let me return

once more '''

There was silence 'neath the lofty dome—the si

lence of surprise;

And now the murmur of applause is faintly heard
to rise.

But the monarch spake—“It may not be, thy name
must still advance

The honor and the happiness of this fair Iand of

France;

The will of heaven hath chosen thee to follow one

bright track,

Thou wouldst not from thy holy work turn faint

and weary back.

Ask not for this, for aught beside thou canst not

ask too soon,

And let the king that thou hast crowned grant thee

some fitting boon.”

The maiden rose, then drooped her head a moment

on her breast,

As the happy vision died away that promised peace

and rest;

Then lifting up her kindling eyes, while flushed

her cheek again,

The ardor of her eager mind resumed once more

its reign :-

“I take the yoke,” the maiden said; “I ask not

eace or ease

Till i. Almighty, by my hand, this shackled

country frees,

Yet will I claim the proffered boon, and this shall

give my name

A holier and a purer crown, than the soldier's

brightest fame.

“There are two hamlets far away—ah : how my

bosom yearns,

And faileth all its warrior strength, when there my

memory turns;

But they º allowed in my heart, as by a holy

spell,

For th: mine early years went by, and there my

kindredj.

They are easant people, and my prayer, Oking,

shall be, .

That through the ages yet to come that people shall
be free—

Free from the imposts, that still reap so much their

toil hath sown,

So that the labor of their hands henceforth be all

their own.”

The boon is won, and every heart thrills at the

generous deed,

And to the ransomed villages the happy tidings
speed.

Oh, hº full many a weary day of terror and

of strife,

The maiden's heart must there have turned, as to a

spring of life,

Their memory must have cheered her soul, when

danger darkened round,

And been companionship within a prison's lonely

bound ;

And even in death, that fearful death, that reached

her all too soon,

Might she not think with triumph still upon that

granted boon?

CoRk, 1843.
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THE LIFE, TIMES, AND DocTRINES OF

CONFUCIUS.

From the Asiatic Journal.

ONE of the most important events in the

history of China occurred during the Chow,

or third dynasty, namely, the birth of Con

fucius, whose doctrines have mainly tend

ed to mould the character of the Chinese

into its present form; the fundamental

principles of the government, the institu

tions, the laws, the religion, the philosophy,

as well as the manners and habits of the

people, being modelled, more or less, ac

cording to the axioms of this remarkable

personage.

The family of Kung-tsze, or Kung-foo

tsze, better known as Confucius, into which

his name has been Latinized by the Jesuit

missionaries, is considered to be the most

ancient in China, being traceable through

kings and emperors up to Hwang-te. Seh,

a descendant of that monarch, was minister

of Shun, from whom he received the prin

cipality of Shang, in Ho-nam. Thirteen

of his descendants governed this state be

fore Ching-tang, the founder of the Shang

dynasty. The last emperor but one of this

house, Te Yih, had three sons, Wei-tsze

ke, Wei-chung-yen, and Chow-sin. The

latter, being the only son of the lawful

wife, ascended the throne, from which he

was deservedly hurled by Woo-wang, who

provided for the illustrious family of Shang,

by assigning them principalities. Wei

chung-yen was made prince of Sung. He

was the father of Sun-kung, who was the

father of Ting-kung-shen, who had two

sons, Ming-kung-kung and Seang-kung-he.

The latter was father of Too-foo-ho, who

had a son named Sung-foo-chow. From

him came Sheng, and from Sheng, Chen

kaou-ſoo, who was father of Kung-foo-kea,

from whom the Confucian branch derives

the family name of Kung. The last-named

personage was the father of Tsze-muh-kea.

foo, who had E-ye and he Fang-shoo, who,

during the troubles which disordered Sung,

quitted this kingdom, and sought an asylum

in that of Loo. Here he had a son named

Pe-hea, to whom was born Shūh-leang

ho, the father of Confucius. Shūh-leang

ho (or hih), who was a magistrate of Tsow.

yih, had nine daughters by his first wife,

and a son, who was deformed, by a concu

bine. On the death of this wife, he offered

marriage to one of the three daughters of

the chief of Yen, who, on communicating

the proposal to his daughters, observed

that the proposer was of low stature, a bad

figure, a severe temper, impatient of con

tradiction, and very old withal. The two

elder daughters were mute; but the

youngest, Yen-she, expressed her readiness

to wed the old man. After their marriage,

the lady obtained permission to make a

journey to Ne-kew, where she prayed to

the Shang-te, and in ten months crowned

her husband's hopes with a son, born in

the town of Tsow-yih," who was named

Kew (from the mountain), and surnamed

Chung-ne.f This event happened in the

22nd year of the reign of Seang-kung,

king of Loo, the 21st year of that of the

emperor Ling-wang, the 13th day of the

11th moon, in the 47th year of the cycle,

answering to the autumn of B. c. 551.

His birth, like that of all the demi-gods

and saints of antiquity, is fabled to have

been attended with allegorical prodigies,

amongst which was the appearance of the

ke-lin, a miraculous quadruped, prophetic,

like the fung-whang, of happiness and virtue,

which announced that the child would be

“a king without throne or territory.” Two

dragons appeared, hovering over the couch

of Yen-she; five celestial sages entered the

house at the moment of the child's birth,

whilst vocal and instrumental music filled

the air. The body of the infant bore dis

tinctive marks. His head rose on the top

in the form of a hill Ne-kew, denoting the

sublimity of his genius; his chest was

marked with a resemblance to characters,

which implied his future eminence; his

skin with figures representing the sun and

moon, &c.

His father died before Confucius was

three years old, and left him unprovided

for; but he was brought up with great

care by his mother, to whom, and to the

aged in general, he manifested unbounded

submission. At the earliest age, he is re

ported to have practised the ceremonials of

pious respect to elders, with his playfel

lows, and sometimes when alone, by pros

trating himself and “knocking head” before

inanimate objects. Knowledge he appear

ed to acquire intuitively: his mother found

it superfluous to teachhim what “heaven

had already graven upon his heart.”

At the age of seven, he was sent to a

public school, the superior of which, named

Ping-chung, also a magistrate and a gov

ernor, was a person of eminent wisdom and

probity. Hence it would appear that the

post of schoolmaster was not beneath the

* The modern Keu-foo-heen, in Shan-tung.

f Some writers affirm that Confucius was born

during the life of his father's first wife; that his

mother was a concubine; consequently, that he

was illegitimate.
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dignity and ambition of a high functionary

of government. The facility with which

Confucius imbibed the lessons of his master,

the ascendency which he acquired amongst

his fellow-pupils, and the superiority of his

genius and capacity, raised the admiration

of all.

At the age of seventeen, after having re

plenished his mind with knowledge from

the words of the ancients and the lessons

of his preceptor, especially with reference

to the science of politics and government, he

was made a subordinate magistrate, inspect

or of the sale and distribution of corn, upon

which occasion he took the family name of

Kung. In this office, contrary to the usual

practice of executing its details by deputy,

he rose early, and superintended in person

the most minute parts of the duty; where

by he detected frauds, checked combina

tions, and introduced order and integrity:

thus laying the foundation of his #.
character.

In his nineteenth year, by the advice of

his mother, he married, Ke-kwan-she, of an

ancient family in Sung. The year after,

he had a son, named Pih-yu, otherwise

Kung-le. The king of Loo sent to compli

ment the father, with a present of carp

(le-yu), whence the appendages to the son's

names.

The talents he displayed led to the em.

ployment of Confucius upon a larger scale,

in checking the abuses in the provinces;

and at the age of twenty-one, he was cre

ated inspector-general of pastures and

flocks. He executed his invidious duties

with such a judicious mixture of firmness

and forbearance, gentleness and impartial

ity, that he disarmed the hostility of the

bad, and conciliated the esteem of the

good, whilst the poor poured benedictions

upon him as their friend and benefactor.

In four years, the country under his super

intendence wore a new face; the fields

were well tilled, the flocks had multiplied,

and the husbandmen and shepherds enjoyed

plenty and content.

His public employment was suspended,

at the age of twenty-three, by the death of

his mother, conformably to ancient rules, of

which Confucius was a rigid observer. He

buried her with his father at Fang-shan,

observing, “we owe equal duty to both our

parents, and it is right that those who in

life were united by the same bond, should

be undivided in death.” The removal of

the corpse was performed with a decorum

and magnificence which afforded the pub

lic an illustrious example of filial piety. It

was, moreover, a part of Confucius's pro

jected reforms, to introduce a more becom

ing mode of disposing of the dead, which

it was the custom carelessly to consign to

the first piece of waste ground at hand. He

contended that it was degrading to man,

the lord of the earth, when the breath had

departed from his frame, to treat it like

the carcass of a brute; and that the com

mon practice was repugnant to that mutual

regard and affection, which mankind ought

to cherish towards one another. He went

further, and argued that, by repeating, at

stated times, acts of homage and respect to

our ancestors, either at the spot where their

remains were deposited, or before some re

presentations of them in private dwellings,

a remembrance of the immediate authors

of our being would be kept alive in our

minds, as well as a glow of filial piety and

affection, whilst the same practice by our

descendants perpetuated, as it were, our

own existence.

This was the first great reform in the

manners of his countrymen effected by

Confucius; funeral ceremonies, which had

been almost disused, became general, as

well as a greater outward respect for the

dead; and the honor (which has degene

rated into worship) paid to ancestors,

hitherto confined to the great, was made,

in the end, a national custom throughout

the empire.

During the three years of mourning, he

devoted himself zealously to study, and to

the cultivation of the “six arts,” which

complete the education of a man, namely,

music, ceremonies, arithmetic, writing, the

use of arms, and the art of driving. Thºse

exercises relieved the toils of severe study,

and made the period of mourning less

tedious.

On returning into society, he was urged

to present himself to the king or his min

isters, that he might obtain some public

employment; but Confucius, who had no

ambition but that of being extensively use

ful, declined to do so, declaring that he

wished for longer time to make himself

thoroughly master of the wisdom of anti

quity. His reputation now began to attract

visitors, who desired the solution of ques

tions in morals or polities. Amongst

others, the king of Yen sent to inquire

what course of conduct he ought to pursue

in order to govern rightly. Confucius told

the envoy that he neither knew the king

nor his subjects, and therefore could not

give a practical answer to such a question.

“If he wishes to learn from me,” said he,

“what the ancient sovereigns would have

done in such or such an emergency, I shall
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be glad to satisfy him, for then I should

speak with reference to facts.” This reply

was the occasion of a visit by Confucius to

Yen (the first instance of his leaving his

native country), where he labored diligent

ly and successfully in reforming its laws

and manners, and where he introduced the

ceremonies adopted in Loo. On quitting

Yen, in spite of the urgent entreaties of

the king, he observed to the latter, “I

cannot leave you without impressing upon

you an ancient sentiment: A sovereign who

meditates changes and improvements in his

state, should not begin them till he has acquir

ed all the information on the subject he can

gain from the practice of his neighbors. This

sentiment, which is pregnant with instruc

tion, has convinced me of a fact, to which

I had hitherto paid too little attention.”

The reflection suggested to him, in short,

the expediency of travelling, as the means

of enlarging the sphere of his observation,

and correcting errors and prejudices re

specting national manners. Though only

twenty-eight years of age, he enjoyed the

reputation of a skilful politician, and a man

of eminent learning ; but he was sensible

of his own deficiencies, and regarded his

knowledge as superficial, compared with

what it was in his power to attain.

He first visited the state of Kin, where

he perfected himself in music, under a pro

fessor of great reputation, named Seang.

He paid visits likewise to the states of Tsae

and Wei, and nearly lost his life in one of

their affrays. . On his return, he again re

sisted the solicitations of his friends to

enter into public life. “I devote myself.”

he would say, “to mankind in the aggre

gate; I dedicate my hours to the acqui

sition of knowledge, that I may be useful to

them; I am but in my thirtieth year, a time

of life when the mind is in all its vigor, the

body in its full strength.”. ln the Lun-yu,

he says, “At fifteen fºol. to apply to

philosophy; at thirty my resolution was

fixed.”

Confucius now (b. c. 522) made his house

a kind of Lyceum, where instruction was

freely given to young and old, rich and

poor; the only persons excluded were

those whose lives were vicious. History

and historical traditions, the King or clas

sics, morals, and practical lessons of social

conduct, were the topics of instruction, for

which even magistrates and warriors were

eager competitors. The ſame of this illus

trious reformer soon spurned the narrow

limits of the kingdom of Loo, and spread

throughout the empire. King-kung, king of

Tse, sent one of his grandees to invite the

“descendant of Ching-tang” to visit his

court: an invitation which Confucius ac

cepted.

On leaving Loo, with a few disciples

(b. c. 521), he was followed by a crowd of

young people, who wished to profit as much

as possible by his lectures; and for their

benefit, he took occasion, from the incidents

on the journey, to deduce practical lessons

of conduct. Thus, on reaching the fron

tiers of Tse, they beheld a man about to

hang himself. Confucius, descending from

his chariot, inquired the cause. The man

declared he was a philosopher ; that he had

neglected no means of accumulating know

ledge; that, nevertheless, by omissions of

duty, by the ingratitude of a son, by re

peated disappointments, and by self-re

proach, he was reduced to despair. Con

fucius comforted him with the assurance,

that none of his ills were irreparable ; that

most of them had proceeded from errors

on his own part, which might be remedied,

and that no human being had real cause

utterly to despair. He then turned to his

followers, and desired them to reflect upon

the lesson to be deduced from this man’s

narrative ; observing that the misfortunes

of our fellows afford us the means of escap

ing the ills of life; and that “we have

made no inconsiderable progress in the

path of wisdom, when we know how to ex

tract this advantage from the faults of

others.”

On his arrival at Tse, he dismissed his

young followers, that their filial duties

might not be interrupted, and retained only

thirteen disciples. He was received with

much distinction by the king, whose ques

tions were, however, conformably to his

character, tinctured with levity. Confucius,

nevertheless, replied with seriousness.

He soon perceived how much this kingdom

stood in need of reform; but he proceeded

slowly, and with patience and caution At

the end of the year, however, neither the

people, the court, nor the king, had mate

rially changed.

On the accession". emperor King

wang (B. c. 518), our philosopher was ena

bled to gratify his wish of proceeding to

the imperial court. One of the ministers

of state, to whom he was introduced im

mediately on his arrival, interrogated him

as to the nature of his doctrine, and his

mode of teaching it. “My doctrine,” re

plied Confucius, “is that which it concerns

all men to embrace ; it is that of Yaou and

Shun. As to my method of instruction, it

is simple; I cite the conduct of the ancients,

by way of example; I prescribe the study
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of the King, and reflection upon the max

ims they contain.” “How am I to begin

the acquisition of wisdom 7” asked the

minister; “tell me something which may

be easily retained and readily practised.”

“With reference to your high post,” re

joined the philosopher, “I advise you to

bear in mind this axiom : steel, be it ever so

hard, may be broken—so that what appears

most firm may often be most easily de

stroyed.”

On his visit to the Ming-tang, or Temple

of Light, observing that the portraits of

the emperors, good and bad indiscriminate

ly, were placed together, he remarked to

his disciples, that it might at first excite

surprise to see the likenesses of such men

as Keč and Chow-sin, who had insulted the

Téen, and outraged humanity, arranged

beside those of Yaou and Shun ; but, in

fact, the juxtaposition invited a contrast

of their characters, and tended, by exciting

salutary recollections, to inspire both a

love of virtue and an abhorrence of vice.

After a residence of some months at the

imperial court, during which time he had

inspected its written records and all the

relics of antiquity, visited Laou-tsze, at

Seih-tae—with whose doctrines, which had

already a good number of followers, he

made himself acquainted,—and diffused

the principles of his own system, he leſt

it (b. c. 516), with sentiments of sorrow at

its degeneracy, and returned to the court

of Tse. He was mortified to find that his

efforts at amelioration here had produced

so little effect. He was received, indeed,

with open arms by the king and people, and

had his object been renown alone, it would

have been amply gratified. His end, how

ever, was utility; and finding this disap

pointed, he returned to Loo.

The king, Chaou-kung, rejoiced at his

return ; but his ministers had good reason

to dread the presence of one whose dis

cernment would detect their malversations;

who was too honest to conceal them, and

who had too much influence over their

sovereign to fear their intrigues. They

adopted, however, a stratagem which

would have succeeded with none but Con

fucius. They nominated him (b. c. 511) to

a subordinate office, in expectancy, which

kept him apart from the prince. His fol.

lowers, indignant at this insult, advised him

to reject the appointment. Confucius mild

ly replied, that his refusal of such an hum

ble post would be attributed to pride; and

“what good effect would my instructions

have,” he asked, “if I were supposed to be

actuated by such a passion ?”

He remained in Loo ten years, during

which time, besides his ordinary pursuits

and occupations, including music, of which

he was passionately fond," he joined a par

ty of professional huntsmen. The chase

was in early times inculcated as a duty and

enforced by law. This is the view taken

of it by Confucius, who, when his disciples

objected to this step, on the ground that

the pursuit of wild animals was an employ

ment derogatory to a sage, observed that

nothing is beneath the attention of a wise

man; that hunting was one of the earliest

occupations of mankind; that the most il

lustrious monarchs of antiquity had prac

tised it, and that thereby, not only was the

country cleared of wild beasts, but the peo

ple were inured to the fatigues of war.

The sanction of religion was superadded to

the obligation of law; for, as the philoso

pher remarked, the offerings to ancestors

made by the emperors consisted of venison

killed in the chase with their own hands.

The object which Confucius had in view,

according to Māng-tsze, in this as in other

instances, was to recall the nation to a re

gard for ancient customs, by re-converting

into a rite which was degenerating into a

mere recreation.

It was at this period (b. c. 510) that Con

fucius applied himself, more particularly,

to a careful revision of the King : he work

ed night and day, and it is said that he

wore out, by frequent use, no less than

three sets of bamboo bundles of these

works, which was then the form of Chinese

volumes. He reduced the She-king from

three thousand poems to three hundred and

eleven ; he gave an edition of the Shoo

king, wherein he retrenched whatever he

thought useless for the reformation of gov

ernment and manners, reducing the num

ber of chapters from one hundred to fifty.

He employed his disciples in comparing the

characters, arranging the subjects under

the proper heads or chapters, ascertaining

the authenticity of the text, and writing the

reasons for his changes and abridgements,

which he dictated. These celebrated

books now appear in the state in which he

left them. But the chief object of his

editorial labors was the Yih-king, consist

ing of the Ka'a of Füh-he, with the com

mentaries of Wäng-wang and Chow-kung,

which, though the most esteemed of the

* He declared that music was not to him a mere

assemblage of agreeable sounds, which gratified

the ear, and left no trace upon the mind. On the

contrary, it produced distinct images and ideas,

which remained after the sounds had ceased. Yet

ºº instrument of Confucius was the rude kin,

Or illie,
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classics, and considered as the first book

given to mankind, in which they might read

all that it behoved them to know and prac.

tise here below, had been so strangely ne

glected, as to be almost unintelligible. To

his comments on this work the philosopher

dedicated almost the whole of his life.

Conversations with his disciples, music,

walking, formed the relaxations of his se

vere toils: his official functions imposed a

small tax upon his time.

On the death of Chaou-kung (b. c. 509)

and the accession of Ting-kung to the

throne of Loo, a minister, named Ke-sha,

gained an entire ascendency over the new

sovereign, and, removing all the grandees

from court, secured free scope to his ambi

tion. He was, however, supplanted by one

of his own creatures, who pursued the same

policy. It was at this time (B. c. 508) that

Confucius threw up his petty magistrate

ship. His disciples, deeming his conduct

inconsistent, inquired the reason. “When

I was offered,” he replied, “an inferior

post, I was bound, for the sake of example,

not to refuse it. Those who offered it,

moreover, were the legitimate depositaries

of the sovereign's authority, and it is the

duty of a subject to serve his king in what

ever post he is chosen to fill, provided he

be not required to do what is manifestly

wrong. But the case is now different ;

those who administer the sovereign's pow

er, and dispense dignities and offices, are

odious usurpers, and to exercise any func

tion under them, is, in some measure, to

sanction their usurpation. Thus, for the

sake of example, as well as out of a regard

to duty, I am now bound to reject with

disdain what I once accepted with grati

tude. Is there any contradiction in this 1”

The conduct of Confucius being report

ed to Yang-hoo, the usurping minister,

the latter devised a subtle scheme for

entrapping him and subjecting him to

punishment. He prepared a sumptuous

sacrifice in honor of ancestors; and it

being the custom to distribute the offer

ings, after the ceremony, amongst the

most devoted and most favored grandees,

who could not refuse a gift which was es

teemed sacred, Confucius was included in

the list. The philosopher, desirous of hold

ing no intercourse with the man, yet equal

ly scrupulous in what concerned ceremo

nies and the rules of good manners, was a

little embarrassed. If he declined the pre

sent, he offered an affront to the sender,

and violated the ritual; if he accepted it,

he not only allowed himself to be consider

ed one of the usurper's partisans, but would

be constrained to pay him a visit of thanks,

which he was most anxious to avoid. He, at

length, decided to accept the present, and,

with a species of artifice somewhat at vari

ance with his customary candor, to pay his

visit of thanks when he knew the minister

was from home. Accident, however, de

feated the latter scheme; he met Yang-hoo

without the city, and the latter, addressing

the philosopher graciously, invited him to

his house, observing, in an insinuating tone,

that, if his own occupations permitted, he

would be the most zealous of his disciples.

“Ought a man like you,” he continued,

“who is in possession of the most invalu

able treasure, namely, wisdom, to bury it?”

Confucius modestly replied, “the man who,

indeed, possesses such a treasure, does

wrong to bury it: he ought to let all par

take of it who can.” “And he who holds

the torch of science,” continued Yang-hoo,

“should he suffer it to expire in his hands !

Ought he not to employ it in illuminating

those who are in the gloom of ignorance?”

“An enlightened man,” Confucius gravely

answered, “should try to enlighten others.”

“Nay, then,” resumed the minister, “you

are self-condemned. You are stored with

wisdom, and able to instruct those who

direct the helm of government, yet you

deny them your aid. Is this the conduct

of a man who has the good of the people

at heart 1" “Every one who loves the

public weal,” rejoined Confucius, “ought

to show it by his conduct.” By these and

other ambiguous answers, the philosopher,

with calm dignity and perfect courtesy,

parried the crafty questions of a bad man,

who, he knew, was studying his ruin: it is

by such ingenious policy that individuals

in public stations in China endeavor to ex

tricate themselves from similar embarrass

ment.

Whilst the followers of the Confucian

tenets increased in number, their author

continued his studies with little intermis

sion, except to advise those who sought

his instruction in the sciences and liberal

arts, as well as in the “doctrines of the

ancients.” For this purpose, his house was

always open, and a gallery, or an ante

chamber, was appropriated to visitors, who

waited there till the “master,” as he, like

Pythagoras, was called, came forth.

In B. c. 507, with a view of ascertaining

the number of his followers in other states,

and of confirming them in his doctrines, he

resolved to travel once more. He proceed

ed first to Chen, a little state on the con

fines of Ho-nan, where he met with an in

different reception: the great were devoted
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to luxury, the people plunged in misery,

and consequently discontented. From this

melancholy scene, our sage determined to

direct his steps to Tse, the affairs of which

were not in much better condition. King

kung, the sovereign, was, however, on a

visit to Loo. The prince had excellent

qualities, but not those which fitted him

for government. Though he boasted of his

familiarity with the political maxims of the

three wang and the five te, he leſt all the

details of state policy to his ministers, who

abused his confidence. He treated Confu

cius, on his return to Loo, with particular

respect, as one whose disciple he was ; he

commanded him to sit during their inter

view, and began the conversation by in

quiring how it was that Muh-kung, the

celebrated king of Tsin, was able, in a few

years, to transform his state, which was of

small extent with a barren soil, into one of

formidable power and rich in natural pro

ductions. Confucius replied, that Muh

wang was a wise prince, of enlarged views,

who studied the good of his subjects. The

king asked, how he could accomplish the

same end! The philosopher replied, “by

selecting a good minister;” adding, that

Muh-kung had been indebted to Po-le-se (a

man unjustly despised both in Tsin and

Chow) for the execution of the plans he had

formed, and consequently for the improve

ments in his state. The king felt this to be a

severe satire on his own conduct, and pro

mised to imitate Muh-kung; but, on his

return to Tse, he wanted either virtue or

courage to act. Confucius, feeling an in

terest in the character of King-kung, re

solved to help his infirmity of purpose, and

set out for Tse, accompanied by two or

three disciples. The king, in regal pomp,

surrounded with his guards, received the

philosopher as a superior, and desired him

to take precedence. Confucius, with char

acteristic humility, declined, observing that

the king degraded himself by thus exalting

one who was not of royal rank. King-kung

replied: “A sage is superior to a king.”

He could not, however, overcome the re

pugnance of the philosopher to lending the

sanction of his example to the inversion of

established order.

The king created Confucius one of his

ministers, and, for a short time, there was

a prospect that the golden age of “high

antiquity” would be renewed in the state

of Tse. But the prime minister succeeded

in alarming the apprehensions of his mas

ter. “This foreigner,” said he, “is intro

ducing innovations which will infallibly

overturn your throne. He wishes to make

mankind different from what they are and

must be. He is an impracticable theorist,

and your subjects habituated to customs

which he is about to alter, will be incited

to insurrection. Your ease will be invaded

by the toils he will impose upon you, as

as well as by the murmurs of your people;

and you will find too late that the votaries

of wisdom and virtue do not always regu

late their own conduct by the rules they

profess. Let this philosopher, if he will,

give instructions to those who voluntarily

seek information respecting history, music,

rites, and the classics; but do not counte

nance his dangerous changes, and arm him

with power to enforce them, by appointing

him your minister.”

These arguments, which might have

moved wiser princes, induced King-kung

to revoke the appointment of Confucius;

and, by the artifice of the minister, contra

ry to the king's express command, this was

done in a manner calculated to disgust the

philosopher. The latter, however, ascribed

the act to its true cause; but he neverthe

less quitted Tse, and returned to his native

country.

Amongst the anecdotes related respecting

Confucius, at this period, there is one which

evinces his desire to disclaim supernatural

knowledge. In one of their walks, he ad.

vised his disciples to provide themselves

with umbrellas, since, although the sky was

perfectly fair, there would soon be rain.

The event, contrary to their expectation,

corresponded with his prediction, and one

of them inquired what spirit had revealed

to him this secret 4 “There is no spirit in

the matter,” said Confucius ingenuously;

“a verse in the She-king says that “when

the moon rises in the constellation pe, great

rain may be expected.” Last night, f.

the moon in that constellation. This is the

whole secret.”

Another incident related in this part of

his history illustrates the character and

views of Confucius. Amongst the few an

cient ceremonies still observed, was that of

offering sacrifices on mountains. With this

intention, he ascended Nung-shan, attended

by three disciples, Tsze-loo, Tsze-kung,

and Yan-hwuy. After he had finished the

ceremony, he cast his eyes around from

the summit of the hill, sighed deeply, and

descended in silence, and with an aspect of

grief. His companions inquired the reason

of this sorrow; Confucius replied, that he

could not forbear thinking of the condition

of the surrounding nations, and deploring

their disordered state and mutual animosi

ties. “This it is,” he added, “which has
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afflicted me. Can neither of you conceive

a remedy for the present, and how to pre

vent future ills?” Tsze-loo, who had re

ceived a military education, replied that,

in his opinion, the disorders might be cured

if a strong army was placed under his com

mand, with which he would attack evil

doers without mercy, cut off the heads of

the most guilty, and expose them as an ex

ample to the rest; after this victory, he

would employ his two colleagues in enforc.

ing order, the observance of the laws, and

the restoration of ancient usages. “You

are a brave man,” said Confucius. Tsze

kung said he would F. in another

manner. At the critical moment, when the

armies of two kingdoms were about to en

gage, he would rush between them, clad in

a mourning habit, and, in a pathetic appeal

to them, set forth the horrors of war, the

blessings of peace, the delights of the do

mestic circle, the obligations due to socie

ty, and the woes entailed upon it by ambi

tion, licentiousness, and indulgence of the

passions; “touched by this address,” said

he, “they would drop their arms, and re

turn in harmony to their respective homes;

when I would employ Tsze-loo in regulat

ing military, and Yan-hwuy civil concerns;

the one would restore order, the other

maintain it.” “You are an eloquent man,”

observed the philosopher. Yan-hwuy was

silent, nor, until the master had insisted

upon hearing his opinion, did he modestly

say, that he wished for nothing more than

humbly to co-operate with a virtuous and

enlightened monarch, in banishing vice and

flattery, encouraging sincerity and virtue,

instructing the people, and amelioratin

their condition. “When all fulfilled their

duties,” he observed, “there would be no

need of warriors to compel, nor rhetori

cians to persuade, men to virtue; so that

the valor of Tsze-loo and the eloquence of

Tsze-kung would be equally superfluous.”

“You are a wise man,” said Confucius.

“But which is the preferable scheme?” ask

ed the impatient Tsze-loo. “If whathasbeen

suggested by Yan-hwuy,” replied the phi

losopher coolly, “could be accomplished,

mankind would retrieve and perpetuate

their happiness, without loss of blood, ex

penditure of property, or waste of time in

elaborate discourses.”

It was his practice, in this manner, to

make his disciples and pupils think for

themselves, and discover the truth by their

own efforts, rather than lean upon his au.

thority. “I teach you nothing,” he often

repeated, “but what you might learn your

selves, if you made a proper use of your

Wol. II. No. IV. 33

faculties. What can be more simple and

natural than the principles of that moral

code, the maxims of which I inculcate 1

All I tell you, our ancient sages have prac

tised before us, in the remotest times,

namely, the observance of the three funda

mental laws of relation, between sovereign

and subject, father and child, husband and

wife; and the five capital virtues; namely,

universal charity, impartial justice, con

formity to ceremonies and established

usages, rectitude of heart and mind, and

pure sincerity.” This is a concise sum

mary of the whole moral system of Confu

cius.

The enlarged and liberal notions upon

which the political doctrines of Confucius

were built, are demonstrated by an occur

rence which took place at this epoch.

Téen-chan, one of the ministers of the Tse

state, not content with the plenitude of

sovereign power, was ambitious of the

name of king. He was withheld from de

throning his master by fear of hostility

from Loo, and resolved, therefore, in the

first place, to attack this state. Confucius,

aware that the storm was about to burst

upon his country, was lamenting to his dis

ciples that no one had talents and courage

to divert the blow; when Tsze-kung of.

fered to essay this arduous service. The

philosopher desired him to lose no time.

Tsze-kung promptly visited in secret the

grandees and dependents of the Tse state,

whom he incited against the treacherous

minister by representing that it was as

much their interest as their duty to suc

cor their king, since they would in the end

become the victims of Téen-chan's am

bition. These suggestions had due weight;

the nobles of Tse leagued together against

the minister; the kingdom was racked

with internal dissentions, which invited

attacks from without; Téen-chan's project

was effectually crushed, and Tsze-kung re

turned to his master with the exultation of

one who thought he had deserved well of

his country. . Confucius, conformably to

his habit, said nothing which directly ap

proved or.# his measures; he

simply observed: “The troubles which

now agitate Tse are the salvation of Loo.

In like manner, if an emissary from Tsin

were to stir up disorders in Woo, the king

dom of Yué would reap the advantage.

Your eloquence has succeeded, but beyond

my views. I looked only to the safety of

my own country. To say and to do too

much, proves often a source of unforeseen

and irremediable calamity. Ponder upon

this.”
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Ting-kung, king of Loo, could not con

tinue blind to the advantage he sacrificed

by losing the benefit of Confucius's services

in the state. He accordingly offered him

(b. c. 505) the post of “governor of the

people” (chief municipal magistrate) in the

capital, which the philosopher accepted.

His first object in this high office was to

gain the confidence of his inferiors by kind

ness and courtesy. He conversed with

them often, treated them as his equals, and

appeared even to consult their opinions.

The fruit of this policy was, that all his

edicts were heartily carried into execution.

It is said that, in three months, the change

in public morals was so visible, that the

king could not suppress his astonishment.

Confucius extended his solicitude to the

peasantry, and by introducing a system of

classifying soils, he was enabled not only

to adjust the imposts upon a fairer basis,

but to give a more profitable direction to

the labor of the cultivators of the land.

Abuses he corrected without tumult or

violence, so that he met with little or no

opposition in any of his reforms, which in

variably bore the unobjectionable character

of a return to ancient rules and customs.

His own example exhibited a model of

loyalty to the sovereign, and obedience to

the laws. When he paid his respects to

the king, his countenance and deportment

denoted modesty, humility, and even ven

eration. It is recorded that, before he en

tered the audience-chamber, he moulded

his features into an expression of gravity,

arranged his dress with care, bent his body

a little, fixed his eyes upon the ground, and,

with his hands upon his breast, walked

slowly to the place assigned him.

This studied carriage some of his disci

ples naturally thought savored of affec

tation ; and they remarked to him that,

though he laid much stress upon decency

of mien and exterior, yet he had also cau

tioned them against affectation; “And is

not your behavior,” said they, “when you

approach the palace, tinctured with that

very quality you condemn ! You tell us,

too, that we must not exceed the just mean,

even in what is good.” “I acknowledge,”

replied the philosopher, “that a wise man

should despise affectation, and in all things

hold the just mean ; but I deny that, in the

matter in question, I am guilty of affec

tation or excess. We are bound above all

things to honor and reverence heaven; and

there can be no excess in the measure of

respect we pay to those who are repre

sentatives of heaven. The mode of testify

ing respect differs in different individuals.

My character and habits concur with the

object I have in view, in impelling me to

act as I do; for I am resolved to purge the

palace of the lazy and licentious crew that

infest it. All eyes are fixed upon me;

every action of mine is criticised; and it

is essential that I should set an example of

unlimited respect to the sovereign, which

others may not scruple to follow.”

The king of Loo, convinced of the solid

services, and of the splendid talents, of

Confucius, summoned him into his pre

sence, and offered him the post of Sze

kaou, which placed him at the head of the

magistracy, civil and criminal, throughout

the kingdom, with authority inferior only

to that of the king himself. Confucius

hesitated for a moment, then accepted the

charge, on one condition;–he frankly told

the king, that one of his chief ministers”

(ta-foo), by his rapine, corruption, and

vices, was the main cause of the evils

which afflicted the kingdom; and that he

must commence his new office by bringing

this man to punishment, as a penalty due to

his crimes and an example to others. The

king warned the philosopher that this in

dividual had many friends, who might em

barrass the government; but Confucius

shrewdly observed, that such a person

might have adherents, who would, how

ever, readily desert him, but could have no

friends. In short, within seven days after

he had entered upon his functions, the

minister was tried, convicted, and con

demned by Confucius himself to be be

headed with the sword deposited in the

Hall of Ancestors. All men, good and bad,

even the philosopher's followers, were

struck with amazement at this prompt and

terrible act of severity. One of his disci

ples taxed him with precipitation, remarking

that some method might have been devised

to save a man of the minister's rank from

so ignominious a fate, and to preserve to

the country the benefit of his great talents

and experience. Confucius acknowledged

the splendid qualities of the minister; but

observed that there were five classes of

crimes which did not deserve pardon. The

first were those meditated in secret, and

perpetrated under the mask of virtue. The

second consisted of incorrigibility, proved

in grave matters, which involved the gen

* Ta-foo was the title of the two chief ministers in

the petty kingdoms under the Chow dynasty, namely,

Shang-ta-foo, and Hea-ta-ſoo, or higher and lower

ta-ſoo. This title must be distinguished from that

of tae-foo, “great instructor,” the second of the

San-kung, or three chief ministers of the imperial

court, to whom reference is afterwards made by

Confucius.
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eral good of society. The third were ca

lumnious falsehoods, clothed,in the garb of

truth, in concerns of importance affecting

the mass of mankind. The fourth unpar

donable offence was vengeance cruelly in

flicted, the result of hatred long cloaked

under the semblance of friendship. The

last was the uttering contradictory state

ments, in the same matter, according to

the dictates of self-interest. “Each of

these crimes,” said he, “merits exemplary

punishment, and Shaou has been guilty of

them all.”

Confucius carried the punishment of this

great criminal into effect with all its ter.

rors; he was present at the execution, and

directed that the corpse should be publicly

exposed for three days. This wholesome

example was attended with salutary results,

and it proves that the habitual tenderness

of the philosopher was not the fruit of

weakness or timidity. The right-minded

part of the court applauded his firmness

and justice, and the people saw that they

could confidently look to him as their fear

less protector against oppression. A harm

less satire, ridiculing the dress of Confu

cius, was all the opposition he experienced

from the minister's partisans; and even

the writer of the satire, in the end, be

came one of the warmest encomiasts of

his measures.

His disciples, however, thought they

saw, in the act and in the mode of execut

ing it, a formal violation of ancient rules.

The early monarchs, they argued, enacted

that those who held the rank of tae-foo

were not subject to the same penal law as

other criminals. The ancient regulations

purported that these high function ºries

should not undergo capital punishment at

the hand of the public executioner; that

“it is sufficient that their crimes be made

apparent to them, that they be made sensi

ble of their degradation, and their punish.

ment may be left to themselves.” In re

ply, Confucius gave the following expo

sition of the ancient law, so characteristic

of a simple and virtuous age, which de

velopes some singular traits of the criminal

code of early China. “This law,” he ob

served, “does not exempt from punish

ment those tae.foo who commit offences

punishable in other men ; it presumes, in

deed, that individuals, who are intrusted

with the correction of others, will not

merit the penalty they inflict upon male

factors; but, should they have the misfor

tune to do so, it provides that their mode

of punishment shall not degrade their rank

and office. It was the aim and spirit of the

ancient law to save the dignity even of the

criminal; hence it does not speak in dis

tinct terms of crimes committed by a tae.

foo, but employs a sort of allegory. Thus,

flagrant debauchery, on the part of such a

minister, or any act unworthy of his station,

is veiled under this decent figure : the vases

and utensils used in sacrifices are in a filthy

and improper condition ; or, the cloths in

the place of sacrifice are torn and stained.

Even where the faults are more directly

adverted to, the terms are moderated.

Thus, insubordination and cabals against

the government, in a minister, are midly

characterized as not fulfilling with ea acti.

tude the duties of a public functionary; the

infringement of any known law or custom,

is said to be conducting himself in an er

traordinary manner. Great officers were

nevertheless punished according to the

magnitude of their offences; they pro

nounced their own sentence, when their

crimes were established, and became their

own executioners. A tae-fao, convinced of

his culpability, cited himself before judges

named by the sovereign, was his own ac

cuser, sentenced himself, and applied for

permission to die. The judges, after exhort

ing him to humility and repentance, pro

ceeded to take the commands of the king.

On their return, the culprit, dressed in

mourning, his head covered with a white

cap, appeared at the door of the tribunal,

bearing the sword of execution in his hands.

Falling on his knees, with his face turned

towards the north, he awaited the result

of his application. “Our master,” one of

the judges would say, “has graciously

consented to your request: do what you

think proper ſ” The criminal then slew

himself with the sword. In time, how

ever, these ministers committed offences

too openly to admit of these discreet dis

guises being observed. The people were

not only the victims but the witnesses of

their guilt. The simplicity of ancient re

gulations gave way to the demands of pub

lic justice and the very spirit of the ancient

law, which would be violated by a slavish ad

herence to its letter. Shaou-chang-maou

was guilty, in the face of the world, of the

five unpardonable crimes; and by subject

ing him to this public and ignominious

fate, I have repaired, in some sort, the mis

chievous effects of his evil example, by

showing that no rank or station, however

high, affords impunity to crime. In making

Shaou's life the sole expiation of his deep

guilt, I have been, perhaps, too lenient.

The law has prescribed for rebellion against

heaven and earth, extermination to the
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fifth generation; to the fourth, for resistance

to superiors and magistrates; to the third,

for frequent crimes against the natural law;

to the second, for abolition of the worship

of the shin and kwei (spirits); and for mur.

der, or the procuring the death of another

unjustly, death without mercy.”

The administration of Confucius (for the

title of his office, ta-sze-kaou, “great arbiter

of affairs,” implies that he was at the head

of the administrative government), gave a

new complexion to public morals. The

grandees desisted from cabals, and attend

ed to their official duties; crimes became

every day more rare, and the complaints of

the people insensibly subsided. All his

reforms were based upon ancient institu

tions, which silenced cavil. His public de

portment was so full of suavity, that none

were offended; and his judgments were so

sound, that those who suffered from his

arbitration never sought to know the rea

sons upon which it was founded. His re

ulations are said to have become a dead

f. because the increasing order and

obedience of the people soon rendered it

unnecessary to invoke them. At his levees,

when he received the inferior ministers and

grandees, he displayed a cheerfulness of

manner, a vivacity of discourse, and even a

tone of voice, totally different from his

ordinary character, being reputed the gray

est man in the kingdom. Tsze-loo, his

disciple, reminding him that one of his

maxims was, that the wise man should be

always the same, neither depressed at dis

asters nor rejoicing in prosperity, insinuat

ed that, in the good humor he evinced now

that he was a great minister, there was

some conflict between his doctrines and

his practice. Confucius, however, remark

ed that the just medium he inculcated in

human affairs was between pride and arro

gance, on the one hand, and pusillanimity

and despair, on the other ; that the votary

of wisdom should maintain a tranquil equi

librium of soul, whatever might be the

events of life, convinced that what are

called happiness and misery are not within

the control of those who are their patients,

and that the interval of a few days, or even

hours, often transported us from the gulf

of misfortune to the pinnacle of felicity.

Provided our outward signs of grief or

satisfaction are not real emotions of exulta

tion or sorrow, produced by the circum

stances in which we happen to be placed,

there is nothing censurable in their exhibi

tion; and, although superficial observers

might imagine that his behavior resulted

from gratified ambition, if they could read

his heart, they would discern a severe

struggle between his own inclination for

privacy and a sense of duty to his country.

“I have formed the design,” he added, “ of

reforming all the various branches ofgovern

ment, by the co-operation of the respective

functionaries of the state, to effect which I

must possess their confidence and good

will. If I were to appear to them in the

repulsive garb of an austeresage, I should

disgust them ; they would regard me as

hiding pride under the mask of modesty;

I should be met by hypocrisy on their part,

and all my plans would be traversed and

defeated.”

The attention of Confucius was not con

fined to home policy. He demanded from

the king of Tse (b. c. 496) the restitution

of three frontier towns, which had been

wrested from the state of Loo. To adjust

this affair, an interview between the kings

was proposed by the minister of Tse, to

which the king of Loo consented. Confu

cius, suspecting some treachery, insisted

that the king should be accompanied by a

military force, including some hundreds of

armed chariots, which encamped at a short

distance from the place of meeting. The

interview of the two princes was conducted

with great splendor and magnificence. The

tent, which resembled a palace, contained

two thrones, with steps for the ministers and

grandees of each court. The king of Loo

sat on the left (the place of honor), because

he was descended from Chow-kung, the

brother of Woo-wang, whereas the state of

Tse was founded by Tae-kung, the tutor of

the emperor Woo. These niceties of eti

quette were adjusted to the satisfaction of

Confucius. He observed, however, that the

troops of Tse were augmenting in numbers,

upon which he brought those of Loo nearer,

and stationed a party close at hand. These

precautions were not superfluous : it ap

peared that one of the ministers of Tse had

concerted a stratagem, to get the king of

Loo into their power, and compel him to

submit to their terms. In furtherance of

this scheme, a set of barbarous dancers,

called Lae-e, were introduced by the king

ofTse, to entertain his royal brother. The

rushed in, to the number of three ºniº,
waving strange flags, and armed with

swords and pikes, which they clashed in a

frenzied manner, making a wild uproar with

drums and other discordant instruments.

Before the crisis took place, Confucius, in

dignant at such an exhibition, approached

the kings, observing, “Your majesties have

not come hither to be spectators of such a

scene as this, but to conclude a treaty of

l
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amity. You are both Chinese; why do you

not have national dances and music 1 Com

mand these indecent and barbarous mum

mers to retire ; their tumultuous conduct is

suspicious.” This requisition could not be

resisted, and the scheme consequently fail

ed. The treacherous minister then brought

forward a company of Chinese comedians,

whom he had tutored for his purpose, who

played a piece representing the debauche

ries of a certain queen of Loo. His aim

was to fascinate the king of Loo by their

voluptuous language and gestures. Confu

cius, interrupting the play, sternly address

ed the king of Tse thus: “You have de

clared you regard the king my master as a

brother; whoever, therefore, insults one

insults both. Our troops are, for the same

reason, at your service, and I will give

them orders to avenge the affront just of.

fered to you.” Then, with a loud voice,

he called the party he had placed near, to

whom he said, pointing to the actors,

“These wretches have dared to offer an

outrageous insult to their majesties; put

them to death.” The order was instantly

obeyed. The king of Tse and his ministers

were in the utmost perturbation, and, be

fore they recovered from it, Confucius had

prevailed upon the king of Loo to retire to

the army. The king of Tse thought it ne

cessary to make a public apology to his

royal brother, and the towns were restored.

The authority and influence, which Con

fucius had now established, enabled him to

reduce the power of the three ta-foo, or

great officers of state, who had become

formidable to the prince, and could there

fore tyrannize over the people. Like the

vassals of the empire, they had rendered

themselves almost independent in their

estates, a few having actually built for

tresses, a stretch of presumption which,

Confucius remarked, was little short of

open rebellion. The king readily gave his

consent to a measure which tended to re

store the legitimate rights of the crown,

and Confucius, availing himself of a law

which prescribed the height of city-walls

and the mature of defences, despatched his

military disciple, Tze-loo, whom he had in

troduced into public employment, with di

rections to cut down the walls to the legal

height, and to destroy the towers of these

ta-foo. He, moreover, restrained the powers

of the other ministers within the exact

bounds assigned by law.

Amongst the many anecdotes related of

the manner in which Confucius dealt with

abuses and malpractices, his treatment of a

monopolist deserves mention. A wealthy

citizen had contrived to secure to himself

the exclusive sale of meat. His vast capital

enabled him to pay ready money, and even

to make advances,to the needy ownersofcat

tle; he became by degrees the proprietor

of all the pasturages in the vicinity of the

city; he bought cheaply but he sold dear.

The ordinary food of the people of Loo,

and of China in general, consisted of boiled

rice, seasoned with salt herbs; yet some

times even the inferior classes gave feasts

and entertainments, at which animal food

was indispensable. The monopolist thus

exacted a tax from every individual in the

city, and his revenue was consequently

enormous. Confucius sent for this indivi

dual, and gave him to understand that he

knew the source of his unjust gains, for

which he richly merited public punishment;

but he made this equitable proposal to him :

“Restore,” said he, “to the public what

you have stolen from the public. I will

put you in a way to do this without incur

ring disgrace. Reserve so much only of

your property as will suffice to support you

in ease and respectability, and place the

residue at my disposal for the purposes of

the state. Make no attempt to justify your

self, or to change my purpose: it will be

vain. I give you a few days to think of the

matter.” The monopolist, who believed

he had secured impunity by the bribes he

had distributed amongst the magistrates,

found he had to deal with a man who was

neither to be corrupted, duped, nor intimi

dated; he accordingly closed with thepro

posal.

In the course of his judicial duties, he

held public audiences of the supreme court,

at which causes were summarily adjudged

in the presence of the people. Upon one

of these occasions, a father accused his son

of a flagrant breach of filial duty, and in

voked the full penalty of the law upon him.

Confucius, to the surprise of the court and

audience, instead of condemning the son,

committed both father and son to prison

for three months. At the end of this space,

he summoned them before him, and asked

the father of what he accused his son. The

parent quickly exclaimed, “He is inno

cent; if either of us be guilty, it is I, who

accused my son in angerſ", “I thought

so,” observed Confucius calmly ; “go, and

train your son in his duty; and, young

man, remember, that filial piety is the basis

of all moral obligations.” This decision

provoked much discussion : Ke-sun, a

minister, and one of the philosopher's dis

ciples, asked why he, who held that the

whole fabric of government rested upon
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the doctrine of filial piety, and who upheld

the ancient maxim, that a disobedient son

deserved death, should capriciously over

look such an offence 1 His answer was ir

refragable. “My intention was,” said

Confucius, “that three classes of persons

might deduce practical lessons from that

case; namely,–children who failed in re

spect towards their parents, parents who

neglected the education of those to whom

they had given birth, and, lastly, persons

filling judicial posts, who might perceive

the danger of precipitate judgments on ac

cusations dictated by passion. Had I acted

upon the hasty charge of an irritated parent,

I should have punished the son wrongfully,

and plunged father and family in misery.

A judge, who chastises indiscriminately all

who appear to have violated the law, is not

less cruel than a general who should put

to the sword all the inhabitants of a town

he has taken by assault. The offences of

the inferior classes are often the result of

ignorance, and lack, therefore, the main

ingredient of guilt. To punish such of.

fenders rigorously is equivalent to con

demning the innocent. A strict execution

of the laws should fall upon the great and

those in authority, whose guilty example

is pernicious, and who fail to instruct their

inferiors. To be indulgent towards the

former, and severe towards the latter, is

repugnant to justice and right reason.

‘Punish even with death those who de

serve chastisement,’ says the ancient book;

“but do not forget that he is no criminal

who has committed an offence without

knowing it to be such.' Let us begin,

therefore, by instructing the people, and

we may then let loose the rigor of the

law against those who, in spite of know

ledge, fail in their social duties.”

Ke-sun was so impressed with the jus

tice of these remarks, that he resolved to

appoint no magistrate who was not capable

of instructing the people; and he filled up

the first vacancy with the philosopher's

celebrated disciple, Tsze-loo.

In one of the discourses which the king,

Ting-kung, had with Confucius, happening

to touch upon the customs of high anti

quity, he inquired why the ancient empe

rors, in their sacrifices, had connected an

cestors with the Téen. The answer of the

philosopher (presuming that M. Amiot's

translation from the Kea-yu, or familiar

sayings of Confucius, be, as we believe it,

faithful) is extremely curious.

“The Téen,” said he, “is the universal

principle and prolific source of all things.

Our ancestors, who sprung from this

source, are themselves the source of suc

ceeding generations. The first duty of

mankind is, gratitude to heaven; the

second, gratitude to those from whom we

sprung. It was to inculcate, at the same

time, this double obligation, that Füh-he

established the rites in honor of heaven

and of ancestors, requiring that, imme

diately after sacrificing to the Shang-te,

homage should be rendered to our pro

genitors. But as neither the one nor the

other was visible by the bodily organs, he

sought emblems of them in the material

heavens." The Shang-te is represented

under the general emblem of the visible

firmament, as well as under the particular

symbols of the sun, the moon, and the

earth, because by their means we enjoy

the gifts of the Shang-te. The sun is the

source of life and light; the moon illumi

nates the world by night. By observing

the course of these luminaries, mankind

are enabled to distinguish times and sea

sons. The ancients, with the view of con

necting the act with its object, when they

established the practice of sacrificing to the

Shang-te, fixed the day of the winter sol

stice, because the sun, after having passed

through the twelve palaces assigned appa

rently by the Shang-te as its annual resi

dence, began its career anew, to distribute

blessings throughout the earth. After

evincing, in some measure, their obliga

tions to the Shang-te, to whom, as the

universal principle of existence, they owed

life and all that sustains it, the hearts of

the sacrificers turned, with a natural im

pulse, towards those by whom the life they

enjoyed had been successively transmitted

to them; and they founded a ceremonial

of respect to their honor, as the comple.

ment of the solemn worship due to the

Shang-te. The Chow princes have added

another rite, a sacrifice to the Shang-te in

the spring season, to render thanks to him

for the fruits of the earth, and to implore

him to preserve them.” After describing

various existing forms of sacrifice, he con

tinued: “Thus, under whatever denomi

nation our worship is paid, whatever be the

apparent object, and of what kind soever

be its external forms, it is invariably the

Shang-te to whom it is addressed ; the

* “There is a difference in the mode of worship

ping the Shang-te,” observes Confucius, “by the

emperor and by other sovereigns, for this reason.

‘The son of heaven,' or supreme ruler on earth,

when he sacrifices to the Shang-te, represents the

whole body of the people ; his prayers are ad

dressed in the name and on the behalf of the

nation. The other sovereigns represent only that

portion of the nation coufided to their rule.”

f
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Shang-te is the direct and chief object of

our veneration.”

A more rational exposition of natural

theology, and one more repugnant to the

notion of atheism, which is vulgarly im

puted to the Confucian school, it is hardly

possible to expect from an individual who

lived two thousand three hundred years

ago, and who had had no intercourse with

other civilized nations.

UPON THE USE OF ORIENTAL IMAGES IN

POETRY.

From the Asiatic Journal.

If there is a famine of invention in the land,

is the eloquent remark of the poet Young, in

one of his neglected prose-treatises, we must,

like the brethren of Joseph, travel into a distant

country for food; we must visit the rich and

remote ancients. A great genius, however, he

thinks, may live at home. But with the excep

tion of Shakspeare—and he travelled for his

plots—we do not find that genius has ever lived

at home with any advantage. It has wandered

along the shore of Time, and diligently collect

ed the costly fragments which the tide of years

rolls in. Homer's is the only lamp whose mys

terious lustre we are incompetent to explain ;

and Criticism, which was first conducted over

the wave

By the clear light of the Maeonian star,

is unable to ascertain even the age in which it

rose.

If genius travels, however, it always returns

to its birth-place; if it is led onward by Hope,

it is brought back by Memory. The Iliad was

a national story; so was the AEmeid; so was

the Lusiad; so, in a certain sense, were the

romance of Ariosto and the solemn visions of

Dante. The poem of Milton was not so much

national, as universal; not so much addressed

to one people, as to the world. But it is occa

sionally feſt, in reading his wonderful works,

that he travelled too far; that he lived too long

among those “remote and rich ancients;” and

that, in listening to

parison be allowed, I might apply it to illustrate

the imagery of a poem. The flowers of fancy

may be brought from foreign lands—from Ita

lian gardens, or Eastern valleys—but we must

find them in connection with the flowers of our

own fields, and the trees of our own woods.

There should be a home-feeling in the picture.

An English cottage ought to glimmer through

an Eastern grove; and a green churchyard,

with its hillocks and monitory rhymes, may

touch the heart through the myrtles of Attica,

or the walks of Vallembrosa. Milton, with con

summate skill, has shed a domestic interest over

his happy Garden. And so it should always be;

even in the Elysium of poetical fancy, we must

recognise our own sun, and our own stars:

Largior hic campos ather et lumine veslit

Purpureo.

This is the secret of the popularity of Gray,

who, with less fancy and less splendor than Col

lins, has won for himself a more abiding home

in the hearts of the many, though he may not in

so high a degree awaken the wonder and ad

miration of the few.

Pliny” mentions a Latin tragic writer, who

always terminated any friendly dispute upon a

passage in his plays, by exclaiming, “I appeal

to the people.” The Greek sculptors and paint

ers, not only exhibited their productions, but

altered them in accordance with the public crit

icism. It may not be uninteresting to give a

few examples of this feeling in later times. Mi

chael Angelo said to a sculptor, who was anx

ious to let in a favorable light upon his per

formance, “Do not trouble yourself unnecessa

rily; the light of the public square will best put

its merits to the test.” There is an anecdote,

not dissimilar, told of Annibal Caracci. Having

observed that a picture by Domenichino—the

flagellation of St. Andrew—powerfully affected

an old woman, who gazed with apparent indif

ference upon a martyrdom by Guido—Caracci

immediately ...jº. palm to the former.

The great composer Handel informed Lady

Luxborough, -Shenstone'spleasantcorrespond

ent—that the hints of his very best songs had

been suggested by the sounds of London cries

in the street.f Undoubtedly, there is in every

bosom a lively sympathy with familiar objects.

Priceſ mentions a picture by Nicholas Poussin,

in the Orleans collection—the infant Moses cx

posed on the Nile. The figures are painted with

extraordinary beauty and force; the face of the

mother, averted in agony; the departing father

clasping his drapery; the elder boy clinging to

him, with terror marked in each feature—all

strike the beholder with horror and sadness. In

this absorption of human interest, the exquisite

back-ground of the picture is forgotten—with its

wood scenery and architectural magnificence.

But the object of these remarks was to direct

the attention of poetical minds to a source of

illustrations, from which few writers have drawn

the assistance which it is capable of supplying.

If we glance at the great productions of modern

Their golden trumpet of eternal praise,

he forgot sometimes the simple music of his na

tive land.

Humboldt observed, near Atures, some old

trees, decorated with every color and blossom ;

the yellow canisteria; the blue-flowered bigno

nia ; but close by their side grew mosses pre

cisely resembling those of Europe. If the com

* Father Amiot remarks upon the terms in this

passage, that “the expressions Teen and Shang-te

are often synonymous, and denote the Being who

is above all ; and that the word Teen is also used

in a sense purely material, signifying only ‘the

sky.’”

* To Celer. B. vii., Lett. xvii.

f Oct. 16, 1748.

# Essays on the Picturesque, T. ii., P. 300.
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art, we shall find that their chief embellishments

are derived from the Greek and Latin treasures.

There is, indeed, something peculiarly delight

ful in visiting those intellectual monarchs, who

sparkle upon their distant thrones, to borrow the

beautiful metaphor of Parnell,

In all the majesty ofGre; retired.

We enter a new land of imagination, where

every object strikes the eye with wonder and

pleasure. All the temples of fancy are open to

our feet. All the mines of gold, which have

supplied the merchandise of literature during

so many ages, solicit our toil. The valleys are

still green—the skies still purple—in song, that

flame, which Aristotle calls the soul of poetry,

was first breathed into it by Homer. This is

the remark of Pope, who, in his prose commen

tary on the Iliad, has dwelt with noble enthusi

asin upon that poetical fire, which in Homer

overpowers criticism, which brightens even his

faults, and which heats our disapproval into

admiration. But as Wycherley, I think, re

marked, we ought to imitate the ancients in their

fashions, not to wear their costume. We find

Homer introducing oriental images with great

pictorial success; and the accomplished Virgil

—the Titian, if not rather the Raphael of poet

ry—occasionally follows his example. One pas

sage occurs to me at the moment. While Æneas

waits for the Carthaginian Queen in the temple,

he surveys all the history of the Trojan war de

picted upon the walls—the pursuit of Achilles—

the tents of Rhesus—the fiery horses of Diomed

—the suppliant matrons—Hector dragged round

the city, and Priam with outstretched hands.

The poet throws over this beautiful landscape a

gleam, as it were, of oriental light, and startles

us with the white regions of the East, and the

arms of the sable Memnon—

Se quoque principibus permixtum agnovit Achivis,

Eoasque acies, et nigri Memnonis arma.

AEn. : B. 1, v. 489.

Such images as these resemble, in their eſ:

ſects, the crimson curtain of the painter, which

he introduces to impart a richer lustre to the

central object of delineation, and to throw it into

a stronger and more vivid distinctness; and in

these heightenings of scenical effect, Virgil al

most constantly preserves that simplicity and

unity of illustration and color which character

ized the second of the painters, to whom he

seems to bear so near a relationship of genius.

Of this simple and vivid unity the evening land

scape in the following line is an example:–

Illic sera rubens addendit lumina resper :-

Geor. I, 25l.

exhibiting that peculiar rapidity, and yet viva

city and beauty of touch, which casts such a

luscious reality over this picture of a declining

sun by Thomson:

—And now

Behind the dusky earth he dips his orb–

Now half-immersed : and now a golden curve

Gives one faint glimmer, and then disappears.

And which is also perceived in this little sum

mer sketch by the same poet:

The grey-grown oaks

That the calm village in their verdant arms

Sheltering embrace.

It would oblige me to expand a few hints into

an elaborate essay, if I attempted to trace the

numerous instances in ancient and modern poetr

of a beneficial employment of eastern images.

wish to recommend their wider introduction.

Cowper, while admitting that Thomson was ad

mirable in description, expressed a wish with

Dr. Johnson, that he had confined himself to this

country; ſor when he describes what he never

saw, “one is forced to read him with some al

lowances for possible misrepresentation.” This

remark is a curious illustration of the fallacy

even of a poetical taste. , Collins said, with

equal beauty and truth, of the magical romance

of Tasso, that while daring to depart from the

soberness of truth, he still remained true to na

ture. And the same criticism might be justly

applied to Thomson's employment of Oriental

images in his poetry. very reader of The

Seasons will remember passages in which the

scenery of the East glows in all its native

warmth of color. Thomson keeps fiction in

subordination to reality, and only magnifies his

figures and his landscape so as to be seen dis

tinctly by the feebler eyesight of the common

beholder. Goldsmith has a remark not devoid

of interest, upon the advantages of historical

knowledge to the poet, and upon the necessary

restrictions of that knowledge in its application.

He observes, that while an acquaintance with

history enables a poet to paint characters and to

describe magnificent scenery of adventure, that

acquaintance is not to restrain the poet to the

very letter of historical truth, he is allowed to

exhibit not only what has happened, but what

might happen under possible combinations of

circumstances. Thomson seems to have adopted

a similar view of the subject, and to have recog

nized a distinction between historical and poet

ical truth. The features of the delineation, so

to speak, are always visible, but they are mag

nified or diminished with a reference to the effect

of the picture. The siege of Damascus, says

Professor Smyth, is related by Ockley, and illu

minated by Gibbon. The poet is not the relator

but the illuminator of a transaction; he does

not copy a landscape, but he embellishes it: he

does not transfer an incident in its soberness of

reality; but he brings fancy to wave over it her

beautiful wings, and to brighten it with all her

own various colors.

The illustrations which Thomson derives from

Eastern lands are familiar to every reader of

taste, but it will not be uninteresting to specif

one or two of them. The following sketc

affects the imagination like a stern and gloomy

landscape by Poussin:—

Peaceful beneath primeval trees, that cast

Their ample shade o'er Niger's yellow stream,

And where the Ganges rolls his sacred wave;

Or mid the central depth of blackening woods,

High rais d in solemn theatre around,

Leans the huge elephant—

So again, how rich and Claude-like is the

glimpse of river-scenery—
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That from the tract

Ofwoody mountains stretch'd through gorgeous Ind,

Fall on Cormandel's coast, or Malabar ;

From Menam's orient stream, that nightly shines

With insect lamps, to where Aurora sheds

On Indus’ smiling banks the rosy shower.

The gorgeous lights and the splendid foliage

of oriental skies and forests had a peculiar charm

in the eyes of that voluptuous imagination which

formed its delicious home in the drowsy silence

and languid atmosphere of the Castle of Indo

lence—and we might reasonably have wished

that Thomson had given way to the exulting

fertility of his invention, and that he had, in

some glorious tale of Eastern fiction, poured all

“the Arabian heaven” upon the mist and gloom

of our English sky—and yet, it may be doubted

whether ever Thomson could have equalled that

lovely simile by which Akenside illustrated the

character and process of poetical creation:-

As when a cloud

Of gath'ring hail with limpid crusts of ice,

Inclosed and obvious to the beaming sun, [heav'ns

Collects his huge effulgence—and straight the

With equal flames present on either side

The radiant visage. Persia stands at gaze

Appall'd, and on the brink of Ganges waits

The snowy-vested seer, in Mithra's name,

—in doubt

To which the fragrance of the south shall burn,

To which his warbled orisons ascend.

It is possible that the thoughts, thus rapidly

thrown out, may at some future period be again

taken up. I have only directed the attention of

poetical students to one of the threads of which

the costly web of poetry may be woven; but it

seems to me that the embroidery of the fancy

will receive a heightening richness and splendor

from its introduction—being, as I think it is, a

thread of gold. The oriental image must be

the decoration, not the texture itself. A.

LEONARDO DA WINCI DYING IN THE

ARMS OF FIRANCIS I.

NATUs, 1452; obiit, MAY 2, 1519.

Silence and Solitude,

And the bared-out arm of Death,

And deep oppressive gloom

Of the slow-opening tomb,

Disclose unto the searching gaze of Thought,

That holdeth with strong agony its breath,

How sternly true the ancient moral taught,

“All things are vanity,” the Preacher saith.

There is a sultry splendor in that space

Where dying Genius lies with drooping wing;

Over whose charnel-couch inclines a king,-

Francis le Roi, no mean one of his race:

Why shades the monarch his averted face?

There's royal pageantry on every side,

And gorgeous trappings fill that ample room,

And golden lustre to devour the gloom;

Had fretted gold the potency to hide

That mockery, man nor mammon may deride.

Why doth the soul assail its destiny—

The restless soul that ever scornful spurns

Life's startling lessons that it hourly learns,—

But heaveth ever, like the unwearying sea,

Its fretful spirit striving to be free ?

Is the earth's atmosphere so icy cold,

Despite of sunlight and the fragrant hours,

Or has the vaulted heaven such tempting powers

To make it ere its time a rebel bold,

And to o'erleap its bounds ere it is old 2

What would it have, this minute ray imprest

For a brief space that Time disdains to mark

Within its destined prison-house, the breast 2

Be it a lonely exile from its ark,

It is its duty here to be at rest.

On yonder couch, expiring in the blaze

Of its created glories, Genius lies,

Watching the dawning of its native skies;

Beside yon couch the sceptred mind surveys

The mighty moral earth to man betrays.

Three potentates in presence in that room,

That little space of artificial pride,

One to the earth, one to the ſºn allied,

And one to both, to sunlight and to gloom.

Ah! who would wish such royalty to divide 2

One is a monarch of the earth, and one

The sovereignty of Genius; the other thing,

A crown'd imagination—Phantom King!

To one life is, from one the spirit's flown,

The third is still when both the twain are gone.

Da Vinci sleeps, and o'er him Francis bends,-

Francis le |. in presence of the dead,

Now lofty-soul’d immortal, droops his head;

The majesty of man its lustre lends
To the !. bourn where earth-born Genius ends.

Within his sunless home Da Vinci sleeps;

The airs of heaven, the glorious rays of light,

The breath of morn, the star-adorned night,

To him are not, for he his vigil keeps,

And o'er his vision'd rest a sovereign weeps

All human pomp were nothing to his name,

The painted garniture of earth but gave

A little gilding to his body's grave;

But the great spirit, in its own acclaim,

Sought its bright shrine, and lent but earth its fame.

Yet limitary earth thus far may say,+

The king, with lofty-mindedness, inhumed

His glory with the greatness he entomb'd;

And by so doing he adorn'd his sway,

And sanctified a unit of his clay.

Homage it was to Genius on the wing,

To the proud spirit weary of its race,

Climbing the clouds and seeking heaven's em
brace.

So far 'twas human grandeur's offering,

And it was good—thrice honored be the king.

Calico PRINTing.—Reports are afloat of new

methods of printing calico patterns, by means of

metallic forms, acted upon by a particular acid;

and another by laying the colors in oils. By the

former galvanic process, dry-salting would be near

ly abolished, as it would, indeed, by the latter, if

mineral colors are used.—Literary Gazette.
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RAILWAY TRAVELLING AND THE TOLL

QUESTION.

From the Westminster Review.

1. Letter to the Right Honorable Henry

Goulburn, M. P., Chancellor of the Er

chequer, on the Unequal Pressure of the

Railway Passenger Tar. By G. H. Lang,

Esq. Hedderwick and Son, Glasgow.

1842.

2 The Toll Question on Railways Erempli

fied in the Case of the Croydon and Green

wich Companies. By W. A. Wilkinson,

Esq., Chairman of the Croydon Railway.

Smith and Elder, London. 1841.

IN the two short pamphlets which we

have taken for our text, one, that of Mr.

Lang, is intended to show the injustice of

the operation of the government tax on

railways, lately commuted for a charge of

5 per cent, on the gross receipts; and that

of Mr. Wilkinson, to demonstrate the im

policy of the fixed toll per passenger, levied

by the Greenwich Railway Company upon

the Croydon railway passengers.

Each, however, in the course of his ar

gument, touches necessarily upon ques

tions, not only highly important to all rail

way proprietors, but also deeply interesting

to the public, which, if it shall soon find it.

self in the condition of having no means of

traversing the great highways of the king.

dom except upon a railway, is entitled like

wise to expect that at least every possible

facility shall be afforded for this species of

transit. But facility of transit, and cheap

ness of conveyance, are almost synonymous

terms; and it happens, fortunately, that the

interests of the public and of railway pro

prietors, may be considered to be identical

upon these points. Such, at least, seem to

be the opinions of the writers of both pam

phlets before us, and, we would ſain be

lieve, of the majority of railway managers,

although we are aware that many directors

still cling to the notion that their prosper

ity is concerned in wringing as large a

sum as possible from each individual pas

senger. Mr. Wilkinson thus introduces

his subject:-

“The railway system is extending itself so

rapidly over all the principal lines of communi

cation in the kingdom, as to bid fair to usurp al

most entirely the functions of the present high

ways. Every thing, therefore, which tends to the

improvement of that system, every thing which

renders its advantages more available to the pub

lic at large, must be well worthy of all attention.

Safety and rapidity of transit are, perhaps, the

chief elements of these advantages, but cheap

ness is the means by which alone these advan

way should be the poor man's railway as well as

the rich man's railway—and that its most ex

tended use, by the most liberal administration of

its management, is most for the interest of those

who have embarked their capital in its forma

tion, are the opinions which it is the purpose of

the following observations upon the toll question

to establish.”

Again, at the conclusion we find the fol

lowing remarks:—

“All the experience of the Croydon Railway

points to the superior policy of low fares. When

ever the fares of this line have been raised, the

traffic has been diminished, and its progress

checked. Wherever the fares have been lower

ed, even under the least favorable circum

stances, and the toll has not interfered, the in

crease of traffic has more than repaid the reduc

tion.

“It is too much the practice with those en

gaged in railway management to hamper them

selves with prejudices derived from other and

different modes of conveyance, where the cost

increases almost in the same proportion with

the numbers to be carried ; whereas the chief

characteristic of a railway is its dependence on

the opposite principle. On a railway, as in a

cotton mill, a large cost is incurred in the first

instance for the sake of producing a large supply

of the required commodity at a cheap rate—a

large supply requires a corresponding demand,

only to be obtained by this cheapness of rate—

and although some railways in peculiarly favor

able positions may return large dividends upon

high fares, these will form the exception and

not the rule, for it is becoming more and more

apparent every day, that railways in general

cannot pay unless a much more numerous class,

than the present travelling class, can be induced

to the Al; of locomotion: and it is evident that

this can only be effected by a considerable re

duction of the present charges.”

We think, therefore, it can be fairly

shown that it is the interest of railway pro

prietors not only to institute an active com

petition for the existing traffic, but likewise

to invite a demand for an increase of such

traffic, by bringing it within the means of a

larger class of the people. It is quite clear

that this can only be done by very much

reducing the rate of the fares, and this

again is only possible through a great re

duction of the cost of conveyance per pas

senger; for which purpose the machinery

with which we have to deal, is admirably

adapted. The chief expenses upon a rail

way are almost all of a fixed character, and

increase much less with the nnmbers to be

carried, than those of any other mode of

conveyance. Indeed, it is well known that

they do not increase, at all in proportion,

to the increase of such numbers, which is

tantamount to saying that the cost of con

veyance per passenger, is constantly re

tages can be extensively enjoyed. That the rail duced by the increase in the number of pas
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sengers. Once establish the fact, therefore,

that there will be, to a certain extent, an

unlimited supply of customers at low fares,

and you insure the public against any evil

consequences that can arise from the mo

nopoly of railways. It may take some

time, however, before railway managers

shall see their true interests in this respect;

and it may happen, where railways join or

run into each other, as in the cases of the

Birmingham and Grand Junction, the

Northern and Eastern and the Eastern

Counties, the Croydon and the Greenwich,

and some others, that the desire to engross

more than the fair share of the joint traffic

of two or more lines, may lead to disputes

in which the public interests are likely to

be sacrificed to the prejudice and igno

rance, if not to the rapacity of the parties

concerned: and, as the disagreements be:

tween railway companies thus situated

will probably be, for some time to come,

the great stumbling block in the way of

that economical use of railways which, for

the sake especially of the humbler classes

of this country, we desire to see establish.

ed, it is to this part of the subject that we

intend principally to direct the attention of

our readers in the present article.

Wherever the profits of a certain traffic

are to be divided between two or more par

ties, human nature will prompt each party

to endeavor to obtain the largest possible

share; and it requires more forbearance

than usually falls to the lot of corporate

bodies, to be satisfied with only a fair pro

portion. Now it is by means of the toll, as

contradistinguished from the fare," which

every railway company is authorized by

act of parliament to charge to the public,

or to any other company bringing traffic

over its line, that the division of the profits

of such traffic is usually made between the

parties concerned; and, as the only equit

able division must be one which shall give

to each company that portion of the profits

which is earned by the passage over its

own line, it becomes highly desirable, in

the consideration of the question of what

ought to be the rate of toll between neigh

boring railways, to discover, if possible,

some general principle by which we may

be guided to a safe conclusion.

The first thing which strikes us on the

* “It is, perhaps, necessary to premise, that the

Toll is used to express that part of a railway

charge which is intended to remunerate the cost of

forming and maintaining the railway itself; while

the word FARE represents, likewise, the cost and

profit of conveying the passengers.”—Toll Ques

tion. p. 4.

threshold of this subject is, that where

fares, and the circumstances which regu

late them, are so constantly varying, any

fired sum per passenger which may be

agreed upon as a fair rate of toll under cer

tain circumstances, may, or indeed must,

be a very unfair rate under other and dif

ferent circumstances.

This was felt to be so much the case

with the passenger tax, likewise a fired sum

per passenger for all classes, that the select

committee, to whom the petitions for an

alteration in the mode of levying this tax

were referred, reported, as quoted by Mr.

Lang, (page 5) “that the pressure of the tax

is unequal, and falls more heavily upon rail

ways in the poorer districts of the country,

and where the passengers are chiefly la

borers and mechanics, than it does on the

great lines where a number of travellers

pay the highest rate of fare;” and the com

mittee added, that “the subject was well

deserving the consideration of the legisla

ture.”

In further elucidation of the effect of a

fired charge per passenger upon fluctua

ting rates of fare, we find the following ob

servations at page 9 of Mr. Lang's Letter

to Mr. Goulburn:—

“The tax, although little felt on a first-class

fare, discourages railway companies from giving

that accommodation to.. passengers

which they might otherwise enjoy; and it has

been proved by the experience of different rail

way companies, that they may augment their

net receipts by raising their fares to an amount

that excludes a large proportion of their passen

gers. Thus, on the Leeds and Selby Railway,

the fares were—

No. of Passengers. Money Received.

1st Class, 3s.

1835}} Class, *:: 69,718 £7,942 1 2

1st Class, 4s.

isos; 2d Class,: 60,439 8,935 18 5

Decrease in Passengers, 9,279

Increase in money, . . . . . fgg3 17 1

So that the railway company increased

their revenue 12 per cent., although they

lessened the accommodation to the public

nearly 14 per cent.

“The Edinburgh and Dalkeith Railway af.

fords a still more striking example. So long as

this railway was allowed to compound for the

mileage, the ſares were three farthings per mile,

or 6d. for the whole distance of eight miles; but

when the privilege of compounding was with

drawn, the fares were raised one farthing per

mile, in order to cover the increase of tax. The

following was the result:—
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Gross Receipt. Net Receipt.

£7,475 0 0

Duty, 1,245 16 8

———£6,229 3 4

£7,381 19 4

Duty, 922 14 11

——— 6,459 4 5

; 77,541 Increase in Money,£230 1 1

No. of Passengers,

Fare 6d. 299,000

Fare 8d. 221,459

--

Decrease

in Pas

sengers,

The railway company, therefore, by rais

ing their fares to an amount that has ex

cluded 77,541 passengers from their line,

have diminished their working expenses,

and are positive gainers of £230 per an

In urn.

“I have thus shown, that railway companies

are gainers by limiting the accommodation they

afford to the public. I will now show they are

losers by extending it.

“In the year ending November,

1841, The Glasgow and Paisley

Joint Railway carried 239,722

Third Class Passengers at 6d. É5,993 1 0

Duty, 873 19 9

- 5,119 1 3

“In November, 1841,

the Fares were re

duced Twopence;

and notwithstand

ing the extraordina

ry depression of

trade in Paisley,

the Third Class

Passengers, in the

three months end

ing February, 1842,

had increased up

wards of 50 per

cent., when com

pared with the cor

responding period

of the preceding

ear. If the num

er increases in an

equal ratio for the

rest of the year, the

number of Third

Class Passengers

for 1842 will be

363,939, at 4d.,

Duty,

£6,065 13 0

1,326 17 3

—— 4,738 15 9

“The Railway Company, there

fore, by carrying 124,217 addi

tional Third Class Passengers,

would, from the increase of

Duty, be direct losers of 380 5 6

We have before us, likewise, a Report of

the Directors of the London and Croydon

Railway Company to their proprietors,

dated March, 1841, which shows precisely

similar results. This company had raised

accounts being made up to January, 1841,

we find the following paragraph:—

“Upon a comparison of these accounts with

those of the corresponding half-year, ending Jan

uary, 1840, it will be observed that there has

been a slight increase of all the items of receipt,

together with a saving of the duty to the Gov

ernment,” and the toll to the Greenwich Com

pany.

That while the receipts from pas

sengers have been greater by 3:353 12 2

The toll to the Greenwich Com

pany has been less by 507 4 10

And the duty to Government has

been less by - 159 13 5

And that the company has conse

quently benefited, by the raising
of the ſares, to the extent of £1,020 10 5

It will now be seen, we think without

difficulty, in what manner a fixed toll of

2d. per mile per passenger, such as that to

which alone the legislature has limited all

railway companies, may injuriously affect

the interests, not only of those who may

have to pay, but even of those who may be

entitled to levy, so injudicious an impost.

But when the great majority of the present

railway acts were passed, the subject of

fares and tolls on railways was little un

derstood, and the experience of the com

mon roads was resorted to as a guide to

all rules for their regulation. The legis

lature, in its anxiety to protect the public

from any injurious effects which it was

foreseen might arise from the monopoly

which these undertakings were likely to

obtain, inserted in every act a clause for

the limitation of the toll which they should

be allowed to charge, upon payment of

which it was intended that the public

should have a free use of the railway.

The public, however, has never been able,

in any case, to avail itself of this latter pro

vision, on account of the difficulties which

naturally attend locomotive arrangements;

and perhaps it is as well for the public

safety that these difficulties should exist,

since it is easy to see what confusion must

arise if an indiscriminate use of railways,

as of common roads, were to become the

practice. The toll, therefore, has never

come into operation, except in cases where

one railway has been brought into junction

with another railway ; and in all such cases

its fares in July, 1840, 25 per cent, and the

* The duty or “passenger tax" was at this time

one-eighth of a penny per mile per passenger, and

the Greenwich toll was 1 3-4d. per mile per pas

senger ; since when, the former has been commn

ted for a charge of 5 per cent. on the gross amount

of railway receipts, and the latter has been in

creased to 21-2d. per mile per passenger.
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it must have the effect, as we have before

stated, of dividing the profits of the traffic

which is thus brought over both railways,

in some proportion between the two. It

may happen, however, that two or more

different lines of railway, joining the same

trunk line, may be so circumstanced as to

make a different rate of fare advisable in

each peculiar case; and we shall proceed

further to illustrate our position that a dif

ferent rate of fare demands likewise a dif

ferent rate of toll.

Let us conceive three independent lines

of railway, each twenty miles in length, of

which one shall be the trunk line, and the

other two branches from it. If, on this

trunk line, the maximum toll of 2d. per

mile per passenger be charged to the pro

prietors of each branch—and we suppose

that, whilst one of these branches is able

to obtain a fare of 3d. per mile per passen

ger over the whole distance, the other, from

local circumstances, is only able to obtain

a fare of 1d. per mile per passenger over

the whole distance—it is clear that the first

may be able, perhaps, to clear its expenses

(reckoned at 1d. per mile) over the trunk

line, after paying the toll of 2d.; but the

second, receiving only 1d. per mile from

its passengers, must submit not only to the

loss of these expenses, but to a further loss

of 1d. per mile per passenger over this dis

tance of twenty miles—equal to a half

penny per mile per passenger over the

whole journey of forty miles. This half

penny per mile per passenger might be the

entire profit; and, in such a case, the

whole traffic of a branch so situated must

be at the mercy of the proprietors of the

trunk line, who, if they should be so igno

rant as not to know their own interests, or

so prejudiced as to disregard them, might

assuredly, by demanding the maximum

toll, put an effectual stop to such traffic.

Nor is this all: for, even upon the high

fare branch, if different classes of passen

gers be carried, the exaction of the maxi

mum rate of toll, which is levied alike on

all classes, has a constant tendency to in

duce the carrying company to carry first

class passengers, by preference, to the

exclusion of the humbler classes, who are

generally kept away by insufficient accom

modation. The second select committee

to which the subsequent petitions against

the passenger tax were referred, and

which consisted of “Sir Robert Peel, Sir

James Graham, Lord Stanley, Lord Sey

mour, Sir John Guest, Mr. Labouchere,

Lord Granville Somerset, Mr. Thornley,

Lord Sandon, Mr. Loch, Mr. Freshfield,

Mr. Greene, Sir Harry Verney, Mr. Henry

Baring, and Sir John Easthope—after a

very full inquiry, reported it as their opin

ion, “that it was inexpedient to continue

a system of taxation which tends to sepa

rate the interests of the railway companies

and of the public, and which will gradually

exclude a great number of persons from

the benefit of cheap conveyance.” They

recommended that a graduated scale of

taxation should be adopted, proportioned

to the fare, and that the alteration should

be carried into effect with as little delay as

possible.” See the Letter to Mr. Goul

burn, p. 6.

Now, if we consider that the fixed toll,

levied by one railway company upon an

other railway company, is precisely the

same in its operation as the passenger tax,

from which it only differs in the respect

that it is received by another company in

stead of by the government—and that its

amount per passenger is very many times

greater—we shall have, in this recorded

opinion of the select committee, the

strongest possible condemnation of the

system of fixed tolls on railways, and that

by the best possible authorities on railway

legislation.

This brings us once more to the con

sideration of some general principle by

which the tolls on railways ought to be re

gulated, so as to interfere as j. as pos

sible with the interests of the companies

who may have to pay these tolls, and of

the public which is to use the railways on

which they have to be paid. The plan

which Mr. Wilkinson proposes for this pur

pose, and which, we believe, has since been

put into practice between the Croydon and

Dover Railway Companies, is as follows:—

“That in all cases where the journey is

over two or more lines of railway, in re

spect of which journey one fare only is

charged, the proceeds of such fare, after

deducting the cost of conveying the pas

sengers, shall be divided between the

several lines, in proportion to the respect

ive lengths of each line passed over.”

(See “Toll Question,” p. 9.) Such divi

sion, of course, to constitute the toll. The

objections to this plan which have been

raised by other parties, as we gather from

Mr. Wilkinson's pamphlet, are twofold;

first, that such an arrangement would give

to the toll-receiving companies a greater

or a less amount of toll than the Acts of

Parliament, or subsequent agreements, en

abled them to take; and, second, that if no

such acts or agreements existed, the dif

ference of the cost of constructing the dif
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ferent lines would make mere length, or

distance of line traversed, an improper

gauge for the division of the individual fare

charged for the whole journey.

The answer to the first of these objec

tions is, that the clauses in the Acts of

Parliament, and the subsequent agreements,

here alluded to, for securing a fixed toll

per passenger, under all circumstances, to

the toll-receiving companies, are inefficient

for the purpose for which they were in

tended—that of taxing, to a uniform ex

tent, the gross receipts of the toll-paying

companies—inasmuch as, being calculated

upon the presumption of a certain fixed

rate of fare, they do, in fact, tax such gross

receipts in a greater or less degree, ac

cording as this rate of fare may vary. For

instance, if a fixed toll be ...} upon,

with the expectation that it shall amount

to 10 per cent. of the fare to be charged,

and this fare be afterwards lowered one

half, the toll becomes immediately 20 per

cent., instead of 10 per cent., of such fare.

It is true that the sum derived from each

passenger, by the toll-receiving company,

is neither more nor less than it was ; but

as the fare would never be reduced one

half, except for the purpose of obtaining

more than double the number of passengers

—and as the toll is levied per passenger—

it is clear that the income of the toll-re

ceiving company would be more than dou

bled, and this wholly at the expense of the

toll-paying company. But for this very

reason we may be assured that such re

duction of fare, under such circumstances,

will never take place ; for the toll-paying

company, having the power to regulate its

own fares, will never consent to make a

sacrifice for the sole benefit of its neigh

bor. On the other hand, it may find its

account, as we have seen, in raising its

fares, and although diminishing its num

ber of passengers, and even its gross re

ceipts, yet benefit by the reduction of the

toll at its neighbor's expense. Mr. Wil

kinson says (p. 13)—

“Let us suppose that the Greenwich Com

pany had obtained the right, by Act of Parlia

ment, to charge a toll of sixpence or ninepence

per passenger for 13 miles of railway—the com

panies called upon to pay this toll would levy

such an additional charge upon their passengers

as would provide this increased toll, and com

pensate them besides for the loss of passengers

which an increased fare would occasion—and

this additional charge would so limit the num

bers as to reduce the whole amount of income,

receivable from toll, within the sum which a

smaller rate upon larger numbers would pro

duce, and might, in the process, so cripple the

resources of the other companies, as to force

them to abandon the Greenwich line. This case

has partly occurred between the Greenwich and

Croydon Companies, the latter of which, finding

the present toll excessive, has raised its fares,

and thus so ſar diminished the number of its

passengers, as to reduce the gross sum payable

as toll to the Greenwich Company, from £5,900

to £4,700 per annum. And if the Greenwich

Company should, by the imposition of a still

higher toll, ſorce the Croydon company to a

still further raising of its fares, the probability

is, that the number of its passengers will be so

much diminished as to render it necessary to

stop short of the Greenwich line, and perhaps

to abandon the traffic altogether, since this may

be no longer worth conducting.”

Such things could not happen with a

toll proportioned to the fare. It is a mis

take, therefore, to suppose that any loss

could arise to toll-taking companies, from

the adoption of a proportionate toll, since

whatever was taken from them in nominal

amount, under the operation of such a

principle, could only be taken upon the

substitution of a lower fare, which must

more than make up the deficiency by in

crease of number of passengers, or it would

not be persisted in by the toll-paying com

pany; and since whatever the nominal

amount which may be payable under

clause or agreement for fixed toll, the toll

paying company will always have the power

to regulate the money results of such toll,

by the regulation of its own fares. The

maintenance of a fixed toll therefore, under

such circumstances, can only have the

effect of prejudicing the public interests by

keeping up the cost of travelling without

benefit to any parties whatever.

The second objection, that difference in

the cost of construction should cause a

difference in the rate of ſare or toll to be

charged on one railway or another rail

way, although at first sight sufficiently

plausible, is upon slight reflection wholly
untenable:

“At all events it is clear that the railway

must be made, and the capital expended, before

the rate of fare can be levied ; and that when

the railway is made and the capital expended,

however large this latter may have been, that

rate of fare should be levied which will bring in

the largest net revenue; and if it be true that

low rates of fare may, in some cases, bring in

larger net money receipts than high rates, then,

in all such cases, it may be true that a higher

rate of fare or toll, levied for the purpose of re

paying extra cost of construction, will ſail of its

object, and may produce the opposite result.”—

(“Toll Question,” p. 6.)

What is it that enhances so much the

cost of constructing a railway in a metro
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politan district 1 Clearly the necessity of

carrying it through a crowded thorough

fare. But it is precisely in such a locality

that the public is able to avail itself of a

multiplicity of other conveyances, and in

order to compete with such conveyances,

a low railway fare is absolutely necessary.

Thus we see that the Greenwich and Black

wall railways, which, for their length, are

certainly the most costly that have ever

been constructed, cannot, on that account,

command a high rate of fare, and that

whenever any attempt to raise that rate

has been made, a falling off in the revenue

has been the invariable result. It is not

true, then, that cost of construction can,

in all cases, command a high rate of fare.

Then it cannot be the rule. If it cannot

command a high rate of fare in all cases,

why should it in any It is most probably

true, that upon a railway constructed

through London at an expense of £500,000

a mile, the most remunerative charge would

be less than one penny per mile per pas

senger; whilst upon a railway constructed

over Salisbury Plain, at an expense of only

365,000 a mile, the remunerative charge

must be more than ten times as much. It

must, therefore, be evident, that cost of

construction on railways has nothing what

ever to do with the charge to be made per

passenger; and, that if one railway shall

have cost more than another, such cost

must be repaid, if at all, not by the greater

charge per passenger, but by the greater

number of passengers, which its situation

may command. We incline to think, there

fore, that the principle laid down by Mr.

Wilkinson is correct, and that length of

line traversed is the only safe guide for the

division of a fare received for a journey

made over two or more railways, however

different the cost of these railways may

have been. It is for accommodation af.

forded that the public pays, and the rate of

payment will depend, not upon the cost of

the accommodation furnished, but upon

the usual principles of supply and demand

of the article in question. If the cost of a

railway has been great, it is to be presumed

that it is placed in the locality of a great

demand for its use; if not, it is a bad spe

culation, to the support of which neither

the public, nor any other railway, is bound

to contribute. But the very circumstances

which cause the demand, create likewise

the competition of supply; this competi

tion forbids a high individual charge, the

want of which can be compensated only

by a large aggregate payment. The trades.

man who covers his shop front with plate

glass at an enormous cost, cannot, on that

account, demand or obtain a higher price

for the stuffs or silks which are displayed

within it; neither can he, on that account,

abstract a larger amount of the whole profit

upon these goods, which is to be divided

between himself and the manufacturer or

warehouseman from whose dingy premises

they are transferred to his own brilliant

and costly repository. He can depend only

upon the greater number of customers to

be attracted by this lavish expenditure to

his store, and the probability is, that this

very number of customers will enable him

to offer his commodities at a lower, ra

ther than a higher charge, than his neigh

bors.

In this view of the case, it is absurd to

talk of a fare not being sufficiently high to

be remunerative; the opposite term is the

true one; and it is perfectly intelligible,

although it may seem paradoxical, that a fare

may not be sufficiently low to be remunera

tive, on the most costly line hitherto laid

down. It may indeed be questioned whether

the metropolitan railway companies have

ever yet tried a sufficiently low fare to pay

them for their extraordinary outlay. There

can be little doubt that the directors of the

Greenwich Railway Company, by taking

the opposite view to that here propounded,

have fallen into the very serious mistake

of attempting to repay the cost of widen

ing their line by the imposition of an ad

ditional toll, and a twelvemonth's experi

ence of loss has ſailed to convince them of

their error.

We find by the reports of the Croydon

Railway Company, as published from time

to time in the railway journals, that the toll

paid by that company to the Greenwich

Company, when the rate was 3d. per pas

senger, amounted to £6,000 per annum,

and that since the rate was raised to 44; d.

per passenger, the income has fallen off to

less than £4,000 per annum. We know

that other causes, and particularly some al

leged misdirection of the Croydon Com

pany, are brought forward in a vexed spirit

by the Greenwich Company as excuses for

this result, so different from that which

they had anticipated and foretold ; but we

suspect that the truth will be found to be

in the nature of things, and that the only

sure way of repaying any extra charges to

which they may have been subjected for

the sake of securing the traffic of the other

railways, would have been by lowering, in

stead of raising, their rate of toll, if by so

doing they could have induced the other

companies to remit their charges in equal
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proportion so as to have invited a larger

number of passengers over all the lines.

Whenever men have congregated to.

gether in large masses, they immediately,

and constantly, proceed to avail themselves

of their social position to command, at the

cheapest rate, all the luxuries and conven

iences of life; this is the rule of social

progress, and it is to this state of affairs

that the railway system is especially adapt

ed. A railway is a machine expressly

made for the purpose of conveying a large

number of people at the same expense as a

small number, and is only useful where

large numbers prevail. It is, however, one

of the conditions of its existence, that the

large number should be carried at the same

expense as the small number; in other

words, and to put an extreme case, that

where 100 people could be profitably car

ried heretofore at a charge of 10s. each;

1,000 should now be carried, as profitably,

at a charge of 1s. each ; and, extravagant

as the proposition may appear, we do not

despair of seeing it carried out when the

railway system shall be fully develop

ed. Huº. all the ambition of railway

managers has been to compete with the

existing modes of conveyance for their

earnings, but we are persuaded that there

is a wide field of locomotive propensity to

be still reaped, which will yield amply to

the sickle of low charges, but which has

been yet untouched by the present high

tariff. At all events, we think enough has

been shown to prove that the success of so

costly a machine as a railway must neces

sarily be, can only be insured by the use of

great numbers—that great numbers can

only be obtained by low charges—that low

charges can only be maintained upon the

principle that the expenses per passenger

shall diminish in proportion to the numbers

carried—that the greatest possible obsta

cle to this diminution of expense per pas

senger must be any fixed charge per pas

senger—that the passenger tax was such a

fixed charge, and has therefore been wisely

abolished or commuted by Parliament—

and that a fixed toll per passenger, being

generally to a much greater amount than

the passenger tax, which was only 4d. per

passenger per mile, whereas the usual toll

allowed by Act of Parliament is 2d. per

passenger per mile, that this fixed toll, we

say, must be a much more serious evil,

and a much greater obstacle, to moderate

or low charges—therefore to the success

of the railway system generally—and, both

directly and indirectly, to the interests of

the public.

We are conscious that we have labored

this point very much, even at the risk of

tiring or disgusting our readers, and we

have done so because we feel it to be one

of very great importance. All who are con

versant with modern history, must be aware

how quickly civilization and improved con

dition of the people have followed upon the

greater facility of communication afforded

by the formation of common roads. How

much more extensive may be the advan

tage to be expected from the construction

of railways, applicable as these latter are

to the locomotion of the mass of the popu

lation.

We look forward with confidence to the

great benefit which shall one day be de

rived by the laboring classes from the pow

er, thus to be afforded, of transporting

their labor to the best market. The prices

of all other commodities are remarkably

uniform throughout the length and breadth

of the land, in consequence of the great

facility of transport; but the most import

ant commodity of all, labor, varies in price

in every part of the kingdom. We hear of

agricultural laborers starving upon 9s., Ss.,

even 7s. per week, in Dorsetshire, Devon

shire, and other parts of the country, while

we happen to know that the rate of such

wages in the eastern parts of Kent is 12s.and

13s. When we reflect that this difference in

the price of labor amounts to 30 per cent.,

we may be assured that nothing but the diffi

culty of transporting it could prevent a

nearer assimilation of its rate of value, in

places so little distant from one another.

The transport of commodities of any sort,

however, requires capital; and the labor

ing classes have little or no capital. A

man who is working at 1s. 6d. a day has

no means of transporting himself and his

family to a place where he might sell his

labor at 2s. He has not even the means to

go himself to seek for a better market, for,

independent of the cost of travelling, he

cannot afford to intermit the two or three

days’ labor which wouldbe requisite for such

a purpose. But if he could, after his poorly

paid day's work was finished, transport him

self at such a moderate cost as we hope to

see established, to some distant locality in

which he may have understood a higher

rate of wages to exist, and be back again

with the glad tidings to his family before

the next day's work was due; we incline to

think that so different a rate of the re

muneration of labor would not long obtain

in the neighboring districts of England.

Every thing, therefore, which tends to pro

mote on the one hand, or to check on the
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other, the perfect development of railways,

may justly be regarded as a great good or

a serious evil. We think the system of

fixed tolls of the latter description: and

yet fixed tolls are sanctioned and pre

scribed by the legislature in every railway

act that is passed. We have shown that

their tendency is precisely the same as

that of the passenger tax, which has been

proved before the parliamentary commit

tees to be so injurious as to receive com

plete condemnation and subsequent repeal;

and we hope that but a short time will

elapse before the system of fixed tolls shall

meet a similar fate.

We understand that the Croydon Rail

way Company have already presented a

memorial to the railway department of the

Board of Trade upon this subject, and we

cannot conceive a question, connected with

railways, more worthy the consideration

of the government.

The British Museum.—To any body who is fond

of books, or is a student, or even believes himself a

student, nothing can be more delightful than a visit

to the reading-room of the British Museum. Not

that the reading in the museum is altogether with

out its inconveniences, for it is not quite so easy as

taking down a book from your own shelves; but

then you are rewarded by the feeling of reverential

awe for the mass of learning with which you are

surrounded, and by the very air that you breathe.

On entering the door of this far-famed temple of

literature, you find yourself between two good

sized rooms, in each of which fifty to seventy peo

ple may be sitting at the tables, reading and copy
1ng. he walls are covered with books, each room

holding, at a guess, fifteen or twenty thousand vol.

umes—a number that anywhere else would be

thought a good library of itself; but here that num

ber only contains the dictionaries, cyclopedias,

gazetteers, and other works of reference that should

be always at hand. On asking for the catalogue,

one of the attendants points to it at a desk by itself,

where it stands most conveniently for the use of

every body, in above forty volumes folio. Near

this stands the catalogue of the king's library, which

is kept separate from the rest of the collection, in

about ten folios more ; and, most wonderful to say,

the new catalogue, which is now in the course of

rinting, and which already extends to fifteen large

olios, though it has not yet got beyond the letter

A. This, however, large as the library is, is stating

the case rather boastfully; for these fifteen folios

are interleaved, showing as much the gigantic in

tention of the librarians, as the present size of the

library. A reader of experience will not go to the

museum unnecessarily; he will wait till he has

three or four objects of search, or books to look at,

noted down in his memorandum-book, to save

time. With these he goes up to the catalogue, and

beginning with a book, about the title of which he

has no doubt, readily finds it, as the catalogue is

formed on that simplest and best of all arrangements,
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the A, B, C. He then copies the title, together

with its number, on one of the slips of paper which

hang ready at hand; this he signs, and takes to a

window at the further end of the room, where an

attendant receives it, and delivers it to the librarian

to be searched for. In the meanwhile, the econo

mist of time returns to the catalogue to copy out

the titles of the other books that he may have oc

casion for, and then, with them, returns to the win

dow, in hopes that the first book may by that time

have arrived. But, alas ! he must wait a little lon

ger; and though he sees a librarian come up, drag

ging a light truck laden with learning in all forms

and shapes, his book has not yet arrived. Howev

er, at last it comes, and he sits down to make his

extracts, and in due time the other books are, one

by one, brought to him by the attendants. You

may order any number of volumes that you choose;

there is no limit to the heaps of learning by which

you may be surrounded, but your own dislike to

giving trouble, and that fast wears off after a

second visit. But, perhaps, one of the books you

want is not in either of the catalogues; you ask an

attendant to help you in your difficulty, and he

takes you into the next room into the presence of

the head of the department. He, judging by the

look ofyour countenance, that you know what you

are asking for, says, “You think that there is such

a book 2 we have not got it.” You answer hesita

tingly, that you have no doubt of it; it is published

at Paris. The librarian drily replies, “Then I will

order a copy, sir;" and you return to the reading

room, praising in your mind the excellenee of the

management. To those who can only read in soli

tude, certainly the museum reading-room is not the

best of places; but those of a more social nature,

who at home study among the prattle of children

and the bustle of a family, only feel their earnest

ness increased by the number of students that sur

round them. The tread of an attendant quietly and

silently carrying a load of folios, only strengthens.

his attention, rather than calls it off from his book;

the very air of the place adds fresh zeal to his love.

of knowledge; and the only interruption that he

feels is, perhaps, perceiving that his neighbor is

reading “Guy Mannering,” or that a flirtation is

going forward between ...P. attentive, hand

some attendant, and one of the numerous lady-au

thors who employ their mornings in making ex

tracts in the museum. Admission to the reading

room is easily obtained. The librarians admit on

the recommendation of any body who is known to

them, either personally or by reputation; and as

they have the largest circle*º. of any

men in London, nobody who tries can ever find

a difficulty in getting an introduction to one of

them.—Chambers's Edinburgh Journal.

DAGUERREotypr.—During a recent visit to the

Adelaide Gallery, we dwelt with pleasure over the

advancement in the photographic art. By mechan

ical improvement, M. Claudet possesses an appara

tus by means of which he is enabled to take -

traits of greatly enlarged size. The rays of light

are reflected from the sitter, placed at a distance

of 24 feet from the camera, almost in parallelism to

a surface of8 inches by 6. Thereon is the picture

produced as speedily and as truthfully as in the

case of the smaller daguerreotype. Those who

have examined one of the latter through a glass of

high magnifying power, may have some slight idea

of the beauty and faithfulness of the large portraits,

in which, moreover, much of the objectionable

metallic hue is lost.—Literary Gazette.
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SPINOZA'S LIFE AND WORKS.

From the Westminster Review.

1. Histoire de la Vie et des Ouvrages de

Spinoza. Fondateur de l'Ergèse et de

la Philosophie Moderne. Par Amand

Saintes. Paris, 1842.

. B. v. Spinoza's Sämmtliche Werke. Ins

Deutsche ubertragen mit dem Leben Spi.

noza's. Von Berthold Auerbach. 5

Bande. Stuttgart, 1841.

3. B. v. Spinoza: Opera Posthuma.

1677.

4. Penny Cyclopædia, Art. Spinoza, Spi

fºoztsm.

4to.

EARLY in the seventeenth century, on a

fair evening of summer, a little Jewish boy

was playing, with his sisters, on the Burg

wal of Amsterdam, close to the Portu

guese synagogue. His face was mild and

ingenuous; his eyes were small, but bright,

uick, and penetrative; and the dark hair

i. in luxuriant curls over his neck and

shoulders. Noticeable, perhaps, for nothing

but his beauty and joyousness, the little

boy played on, unmarked amongst the

active citizens of that active town. The

Dutch then occupied the thoughtful atten

tion of all Europe. After having first con

quered for themselves firm footing on this

earth, by rescuing their country from the

sea, they had thrown off the oppressive

yoke of the then mighty Spain, and had

now conquered for themselves a freedom

from that far greater tyranny, the tyranny

of thought. Amsterdam was noisy with

the creaking of cordage, the bawling of

sailors, and the busy trafficking of traders.

The Zuyder Zee was crowded with vessels

laden with precious stores from all quar

ters of the globe. The canals which ram

ify that city, like a great arterial system,

were blocked up with boats, and barges;

the whole scene was vivid with the great

ness and the littleness of commerce. Heed

less of all this turmoil, as unheeded in it

—heedless of all those higher mysteries

of existence whose solution was hereafter

to be the endeavor of his life—untouched

by any of those strange questionings which

a restless spirit cannot answer, but which

it refuses to have answered by others—

heedless of every thing but his game, that

little boy played merrily with his sisters.

That boy was Benedict Spinoza!

His parents were honest merchants of

Amsterdam, who had settled there in com

pany with a number of their brethren, on

escaping the persecution to which all Jews

were subject in Spain. The young Baruch"

was at first destined to commerce, but his

passion for study, and the precocity of his

intellect, made his parents alter their reso

lution in favor of a rabbinical education:

a resolution warranted by his sickly con

stitution, which had increased his love of

study. The sickly child is mostly thought

ful: he is thrown upon himself, and his

own resources; he suffers, and asks him

self the cause of his pains, and asks him

self whether the world suffers like him;

whether he is one with nature, and subject

to the same laws, or whether he is apart

from it, and regulated by distinct laws.

From these he rises to the awful questions

—Why? Whence 1 and Whither ?

The education of the Jews was almost

exclusively religious, the Old Testament

and the Talmud forming their principal

studies. Spinoza entered into them with a

fanatical zeal, which, backed as it was by

remarkable penetration and subtlety, won

the admiration of the Chief Rabbin, Saul

Levi Morteira, who became his guide and

instructor. Great, indeed, were the hopes

entertained of this youth, who at fourteen

rivalled almost all the doctors in the ex

actitude and extent of his biblical know

ledge. But these hopes were turned to

fears, when they saw that young and perti

nacious spirit pursue its undaunted in

quiries into whatever region they con

ducted him, and found him putting diffi.

culties to them, which they, rabbins and

philosophers, were unable to solve.

Spinoza was to be deterred neither by

threats nor by sophistications. He found

in the Old Testament no mention of the

doctrine of immortality: there was com

plete silence on the point. He made no

secret of his opinions; and two of his

schoolfellows, irritated at his intellectual

superiority, or else anxious to curry favor

with the rabbins, reported his heresy with

the usual fertility of exaggeration. Sum

moned to appear before the synagogue, he

obeyed with a gay carelessness, conscious

of his innocence. His judges, finding him

obstinate in his opinions, threatened him

with excommunication; he answered with

a sneer. Morteira, informed of the danger,

* Baruch was Spinoza's Hebrew name, which

he himself translated into Latin as Benedictus;

from which some have erroneously supposed that

he embraced. Christianity, whereas he only re
nounced Judaism.

* On this silence Warburton endeavored to es

tablish the divinity of the legation of Moses; and

Bishop Sherlock has exerted considerable ingenuity
in ...'...": the discrepancy which skeptics had

seized hold of as an argument in their favor.



1843.] 531SPINoza's LIFE AND works.

hastened to confront his rebellious pupil,

but Spinoza remained as untouched by his

rhetoric as he was unconvinced by his ar.

guments. Enraged at this failure, Mor

teira took a higher tone, and threatened

him with excommunication, unless he at

once retracted. His pupil was irritated,

and replied in sarcasms. The rabbin then

impetuously broke up the assembly, and

vowed “only to return with the thunder

bolt in his hand.”

In anticipation of the threatened excom

munication, he wisely withdrew himself

from the synagogue—a step that pro

foundly mortified his enemies, as he there

by rendered futile all intimidations which

had been employed against him, particu

larly the otherwise terrible excommuni

cation; for what terror could such a sen

tence inspire in one who voluntarily ab

sented himself from the society which pre

tended to exclude him 1

Dreading his ability, and the force of his

example, the synagogue made him an offer

of an annual pension of a thousand florins,

if he would only consent to be silent, and

assist from time to time at their cere

monies. Spinoza, indignant at such an at

tempt to palter with his conscience, refused

it with scorn. As neither threats nor temp.

tations could turn him from his path, fa

naticism conceived another plan. One

evening, as Spinoza was coming out of the

theatre, where he had been relaxing his

overtasked mind, he was startled by the

fierce expression of a dark face, thrust

eagerly before his. The glare of blood

thirsty fanaticism arrested him; a knife

gleamed in the air, and he had barely time

to parry the blow. . It fell upon his chest,

but, fortunately deadened in its force, only

tore his coat. The assassin escaped. Spi

noza walked home thoughtful."

The day of excommunication at length

arrived; and a vast concourse of Jews as

sembled to witness the awful ceremony.

It began by the solemn and silent lighting

of a quantity of black wax candles, and by

opening the tabernacle wherein were de

osited the Books of the Law of Moses.

hus were the dim imaginations of the

faithful prepared for all the horror of the

scene. Morteira, the ancient friend and

master, now the fiercest enemy of the con

demned, was to order the execution. He

* Some of the biographers contradict Bayle's

statement of the assassination being attempted as

Spinoza was leaving the theatre, and declares that

he was coming from the synagogue; but they for

et that he had entirely renounced going there, and

this was the probable motive of the assassin.

stood there, pained, but implacable; the

É. fixed their eager eyes upon him.

igh above, the chanter rose and chanted

forth, in loud lugubrious tones, the words

of execration; while from the opposite side

another mingled with these curses the

thrilling sounds of the trumpet; and now

the black candles were reversed, and were

made to melt drop by drop into a huge tub

filled with blood! This spectacle—symbol

of the most terrible faith—made the whole

assembly shudder; and when the final Ana

thema JMaranatha! were uttered, and the

lights all suddenly immersed in the blood,

a cry of religious horror and execration

burst from all; and in that solemn dark

ness, and to those solemn curses, they

shouted Amen, Amen.'

And thus was the young truth-seeker ex

pelled from his community, and his friends

and relations forbidden to hold intercourse

with him. . Like the young and energetic

Shelley, who afterwards imitated him, he

found himself an outcast in this busy world,

with no other guides through its perplex

ing labyrinths than sincerity and self-de

pendence. Two or three new friends soon

presented themselves; men who warred

against their religion as he had warred

against his own ; and a bond of sympathy

was forged out of a common injustice.

Here again we trace a resemblance to Shel

ley, who, discountenanced by his relations,

sought amongst a few skeptical friends to

supply the affections he was thus deprived

of. Like Spinoza, he too had only sisters,

with whom he had been brought up. No

doubt, in both cases, the consciousness of

sincerity, and the pride of martyrdom, were

great sustainments in this combat with so

ciety. They are always so ; and it is well

that they are so, or the battle would never

be fought; but they never entirely replace

the affections. Shut from our family, we

may seek a brotherhood of , apostacy;

but these new and precarious intellectual

sympathies are no compensation for the

loss of the emotive sympathies, with all

their links of association, and all their

memories of childhood.

Spinoza must have felt this; and as Shel

ley, in a rash marriage, endeavored to fill

the void of his yearning heart, so Spinoza,

urged we must think by the same feeling,

sought the daughter of his friend and mas

ter, Wanden Ende, as his wife.

This Wanden Ende had some influence

on Spinoza's life. He was a physician in

Amsterdam, who conducted a philological

seminary with such success, that all the

wealthy citizens sent him their sons; but it
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was afterwards discovered, that to every

dose of Latin he added a grain of atheism.

He undertook to instruct Spinoza in Latin,

and to give him board and lodging on con

dition that he should subsequently aid him

in instructing his scholars. This Spinoza

accepted with joy, for although master of

the Hebrew, German, Spanish, Portuguese

(and of course Dutch) languages, he had

long felt the urgent necessity of Latin.

Vº Ende had a daughter; her per

sonal charms were equivocal, but she was

thoroughly versed in Latin, and was an ac

complished musician. The task of teach

ing young Benedict generally fell to her;

and as a consequence the pupil soon be

came in love with the master. We often

picture this courtship to ourselves, as a sort

of odd reverse of Abelard and Heloise.

Spinoza, we fancy, not inattentive to the

instruction, but the more in love with it

coming from so soft a mouth—not inatten

tive, yet not wholly absorbed. He watches

her hand as it moves along the page, and

longs to squeeze it. While “ looking out”

in the dictionary their hands touch—and

he is thrilled; but the word isfound, never

theless. The lesson ended, he ventures on

a timid compliment, which she receives

with a kind smile ; but the smile is lost,

for the bashful philosopher has his eyes on

the ground; when he raises them, it is to

see her trip away to household duties, or to

another pupil: and he looks after her,

sighing. But, alas for maidenly discern

ment our female Abelard was more cap

tivated by the showy attractions of a cer

tain Kerkering, a young Hamburg mer

chant, who had also taken lessons in Latin

and love from the fair teacher; and who,

having backed his pretensions by the more

potent seductions of pearl necklaces, rings,

&c., quite cast poor Benedict into the

shade. He then turned from love to philo

sophy.

His progress in Latin had, however, been

considerable;" he read it with facility, and

found it invaluable in his philosophical

studies; and especially as the works of

Des Cartes now fell into his hands, which

he studied with intense avidity, feeling that

a new world was therein revealed. The

laws of the ancient Jewish doctors express

ly enjoin the necessity of learning some

mechanical art, as well as the study of the

law. It was not enough, they said, to be a

scholar—the means of subsistence must also

be learned. Spinoza had accordingly, while

belonging to the synagogue, learnt the art

of polishing glasses for telescopes, micro

scopes, &c., in which he arrived at such

proficiency that the great Leibnitz, writing

to him, mentioned, “Among the honorable

things which fame has acquainted me with

respecting you, I learn with no small inter

est that you are a clever optician.” By

polishing glasses he gained a subsistence—

humble, it is true, but equal to his wants.

To this he joined, by way of relaxation, the

study of design, and soon became very ex

pert. Colérus had a portfolio of portraits

of several distinguished men, sketched by

him ; and one among them was a portrait

of himself, in the dress of Masaniello."

In his eight-and-twentieth year Spinoza

left his natal city of Amsterdam, and re

solving to devote his life to study, retired

to Rhynsburg, near Leyden, where, still

pursuing his trade as a glass polisher, he

devoted every spare hour to philosophy.

The fruits of his solitude were the “Abridg

ment of the Meditations of Des Cartes,”

with an appendix, in which he first disclos

ed the principal points of his own system.

This is a very interesting work. It con

tains the most accurate and comprehensi

ble account of Des Cartes we have ever met

with ; and the appendix is curious, as con

taining the germs of the “Ethica.” It made

a profound sensation; and when, the fol

lowing }. he removed to Woorburg, a

small village near the Hague, his reputation

attracted him a great concourse of visitors.

Many enmities were excited amongst the

disciples of Des Cartes, by the exposition

of the weak points of their master's sys

tem ; and Spinoza had to suffer their rude

attacks in consequence;—but the attention

of all thinking men was fixed upon him,

and the clearness and precision of his work

won him their admiration. So many new

friendships did he form, that he at last

yielded to the numerous solicitations that

he should come and live entirely at the

Hague. It was not the learned alone who

sought his friendship—men of rank in pub

lic affairs were also numbered amongst

* M. Amand Saintes, in his loose and deadly

lively style, says, “Tous ses ouvrages écrits en

latin attestent que la langue de Ciceron lui devint

familière.”—P. 20. This implies that Spinoza

wrote Ciceronian Latin : a most absurd notion ;

for he not only sins against idiom, as do almost

all the writers of the middle ages, but he made in

a great measure a language of his own ; energetic

and expressive, it must be owned, but very differ

ent from that of Cicero.

* “Vos ennemis n'ont pas manqué de dire que

vous prétendiez par lä montrer que vous ſeriezen

peu de temps dans la Chrétienté, le remueménage

que Mazaniello avait fait à Naples en quinze

jours.”—Rencontre de Bayle avec Spinoza dans

l autre monde. Cologne, 1711.
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them. Of the latter we may mention the

celebrated Jan de Witt, who loved Spinoza,

and profited by his advice in many an emer

gency. The great Condé also, during the

invasion of Holland by the French, sent to

desire Spinoza to come and see him. The

philosopher obeyed, but the prince was

revented keeping his appointment—to his

|. This journey was very near proving

fatal to Spinoza. The populace having

learned that he had been in communication

with the enemy, began to suspect him of

being a spy. His landlord, alarmed at these

reports, warned him of them ; he feared,

he said, that the populace would attack the

house. “Fear nothing,” replied Spinoza,

calmly. “It is easy for me to justify my

self, and there are persons enough who

know the object of my journey; but what

ever may arrive, as soon as the people as

semble before your door, I will go out and

meet then, even though I should share the

fate of De Witt.” The same calm courage

which made him proclaim the truth, now

made him ready to confront the infuriated

populace. Fortunately all passed off in

eace, and he was left to his studies. Karl

É. anxious to secure so illustrious a

thinker, offered him the vacant chair of

philosophy at Heidelberg, which, however,

Spinoza could not accept, conscious that

the philosophy he would teach was too

closely allied to theology, not to trench on

its dogmas; and the Elector had expressly

stipulated that he should teach nothing

which could prejudice the established re

ligion. He therefore begged to decline it,

as his public duties would interfere with

his private meditations. Yet it was both a

lucrative and honorable post he refused ;

but a philosophical contempt for worldly

honors was amongst his characteristics.

It is invigorating to contemplate Spino

za's life. Dependent on his own manual

exertions for his daily bread, limited in his

wants, and declining all pecuniary assist

ance so liberally offered by his friends, he

was always at ease, cheerful, and occupied.

There is an heroic firmness traceable in

every act of his life, worthy of our medi

tation; there is a perpetual sense of man's

independence, worthy all imitation. He

refuses to accept the belief of another man

—he will believe for himself; he sees

mysteries around him—awful, inexplica.

ble—but he will accept of no man's ex

planation. God has given him a soul, and

with that he will solve the problem ; or re

main without a solution. Thus he leaves

the synagogue; thus also he leaves Des

Cartes; thus he thinks for himself. So in

a far subordinate sphere he will assert his

independence. Having but the most mis

erable pittance, and with the purses of his

friends open to him, he preferred limiting

his desires, to accepting their bounties.

He preferred working, and gaining his own

subsistence, so long as it was to be gained.

This was no crotchet of his ; neither was it

ignoble calculation. The friends were sin

cere, their offers were sincere; he knew it,

but thanked them, and declined. The heri

tage, which on his father's death fell to his

lot, he resigned to his sisters. The large pro

perty which his friend Simon de Vries had

announced his intention of leaving him, he

would not consent to accept ; but made

Simon alter his will in favor of his brother

De Vries, at Schiedam. The pension offered

him, if he would dedicate his next work to

Louis XIV., he refused, “having no inten

tion of dedicating any thing to that mon

arch.” He was indebted to no one but to

God; who had given him talents, and ener

gy to make those talents available, not to

let them and him rot in idleness, or in

ignoble dependence, while all the world

had to toil 1*

Yet it was hard, griping poverty that he

endured. On looking over his papers, after

his death, they found accounts of his ex

penditure. One day he eat nothing but a

soupe au lait, with a little butter, which

cost about three halfpence, and a pot of

beer, which cost three farthings more.

Another day he lived on a basin of gruel,

with some butter and raisins, which cost

him twopence halfpenny; and, says the

pastor Colérus, “Quoiqu'on l'invitat sou

vent à manger, il aimait pourtant mieux

vivre de ce qu'il avait chez lui, quelque

peu que ce fat, que de se trouver à une

bonne table aux depens d'un autre.” This

was the man who was, by his contempora

ries, branded with the names of Atheist

and Epicurean; and who has borne these

names for ever after through all Europe,

excepting only Germany. While on the

one hand no man was perhaps ever more

filled with religion (so that Novalis could

call him a God-intoxicated man), on the

other hand his Epicureanism, at twopence

halfpenny sterling per diem, stands a legi

ble charge against him.

* It was in a man's own energy that he saw the

germ of worth and grea'ness, and wisely ridiculed

the notion of patronage in this noteworthy pas

sage : “Governments should never ſound acade.

nies, for they serve more to oppress than to encour

age genius. The unique method of making the

arts and sciences flourish, is to allow every indivi

dual to teach what he thinks, at his own risk and

peril."—Tract. Polit., c. 8, § 49.
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The publication of his “Tractatus The

ologico-Politicus,” was an event of some

importance, both in the history of philoso

phy and of Spinoza. The state of men's

minds, at that period, was not favorable to

the reception of any great philosophical

system; and Spinoza found himself obliged

to prepare the way for his future doctrines,

by examining the nature of that ecclesiasti

cal power which could excite at will such

violent perturbation in the state ; and by

examining also the foundations on which

that power reposed. This great question

still agitates mankind; and it is as curious

as instructive to observe that the late ortho

dox and estimable Dr. Arnold taught a doc

trine precisely similar to that taught by the

reviled and persecuted Spinoza.”

Times were troubled. Holland was re

posing on her laurels, won in the long and

desperate struggle against Spain. Having

freed herself from a foreign yoke, she had,

one would fancy, little now to do but to

complete her canals, extend her commerce,

and enjoy her peace. But, oh, the glorious

contradictions in human history ! This

land of political freedom—this ark of re

fuge for the persecuted of all nations—the

republic whose banner was freedom, and in

whose cities European freethinkers pub

lished their works—was itself disturbed

by theological faction. The persecuted

Jews might flock from Spain and Portugal

—the synagogue might rear itself beside

the church—the Protestants of France and

Belgium were welcomed as brothers and

citizens; but arrived there, the fugitives

might witness, even there, the implacable

war of party. Toleration was afforded to

political freethinking, and to the diversities

of religion; but, within the pale of the

state-religion, malice and all uncharitable

ness were daily witnessed. There the

Gomarists and Arminians disputed con

cerning the infallibility of their doctrines,

and cloaked their political ambition under

evangelical protestations.t

This was the state of things on the ap

pearance of the “Tractatus.” Spinoza,

seeing the deplorable dissensions of the

theologians, endeavored to make evident

the necessity of a state religion, which,

without absolutely imposing or interfering

with private creeds, should regulate all

outward observances. Because as it is the

office of the state to watch over all that

concerns the common welfare, so should it

watch over the church, and direct it ac

# Compare Arnold. “Introductory Lectures on

Modern History " Appendix to the first Lecture.

t Saintes. “Hist. de la Vie de Spinoza.”—P. 63.

cording to the general wish. But two things

perfectly distinct must not here be con

founded, viz., liberty of observance and

liberty of thought. 'I he latter is independ

ent of all civil power; but the former must

be subject to it, for the sake of the public

tranquillity.

Although this portion of the “Tractatus.”

could not have met with general approba

tion, yet it would scarcely have raised

violent dissensions, had Spinoza confined

himself to such speculation; but, antici

pating the rationalism of modern Germans,

he undertook a criticism of the Bible, and

attacked the institution of priesthood as

injurious to the general welfare. The con

sequences were as might have been ex

pected : the book was at once condemned,

and forbidden to be received in almost

every country. This, as usual, only gave

a greater stimulus to curiosity, and the

sensation the work produced may be judg

ed of by the quantity of “refutations” which

appeared. Many were the artifices used

to introduce it into the various countries.

An edition was published at Leyden, under

this title, “Dan. Hensii Operum Historico

rum, collectio prima. Edit. II., priori edi

tione multo emendatior et auctior; acce

dunt quaedam hactenus inedita.” This was

reprinted at Amsterdam as “Henriquez de

Villacorta. M. Dr. a cubiculo Philippi IV.,

Caroli II., archiatri Opera chirugica omnia,

sub auspiciis potentissimi Hispaniarum

regis.” This absurd title was adopted to

pass it into Spain. Another edition in

French, called “La Clef du Sanctuaire,”

was published at Leyden in 1678, and in

Amsterdam as “Traité des Céremonies des

Juifs,” and again as “Reflexions curieuses

d'un esprit désinterressé.”

Spinoza's devotion to study, with its con

current abstemiousness and want of exer

cise, soon undermined his constitution;

but he never complained. He suffered

that, as he had suffered every thing else—

in silence. Once only a hint escapes him.

“If my life be continued,” he writes to a

friend respecting a promise to explain cer

tain matters. No plaint—no regret—mere

ly a condition put upon a promise. He

was a calm, brave man; he could confront

disease and death, as he had confronted

poverty and persecution. Bravery of the

highest kind distinguished him through

life, and was not likely to ſail him on the

quitting it; and yet beneath that calm, cold

stoicism, there was a childlike gayety

springing from a warm and sympathizing

heart. His character was made up of

generous simplicity and heroic forbearance.
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He could spare somewhat from even his

scanty pittance to relieve the wretched.

He taught the learned world the doctrines

he had elaborated with endless toil; but he

taught children to be regular in their at

tendance on divine service. He would

question his host and hostess, on their re

turn from church, respecting the sermon

they had heard, and the benefit they had

derived. He had no unwise proselytism

which would destroy convictions in minds

unfitted to receive others. One day his

hostess asked him if he believed that she

could be saved by her religion. He

answered, “Your religion is a good one—

you ought not to seek another, nor doubt

that yours will procure your salvation,

provided you add to your piety the tranquil

virtues of domestic life.” Words full of

wisdom, springing from an affectionate and

experienced mind.

So lived the Jew, Spinoza. So he de

veloped his own nature, and assisted the

development in others. Given up to

philosophy, he found in it “its own exceed.

ing great reward.” His only relaxations

were his pipe, receiving visitors, chatting

to the people of his house, and watching

spiders fight. This last amusement would

make the tears roll down his cheeks with

laughter.

The commencement of the year 1677

found him near his end. The phthisis, which

he had suffered from for twenty years, now

alarmingly increased. On Sunday, the 22nd

February, he insisted on his kind host and

hostess leaving him, and attending divine

service, as he would not permit his illness

to obstruct their devotions. They obeyed.

On their return he talked with them about

the sermon, and ate some broth with a good

appetite. After dinner his friends returned

to church, leaving the physician with him.

When they came home they learnt, with

sorrow and surprise, that he had expired

about three o'clock, in the presence of the

physician, who seized what money there

was on the table, together with a silver

handled knife, and left the body without

further care. So died, in his forty-fifth year,

in the full vigor and maturity of his in

tellect, Benedict Spinoza. “Offer up with

me a lock of hair to the manes of the holy

but repudiated Spinoza "exclaims the pious

Schleiermacher. “The great spirit of the

world penetrated him; the Infinite was his

beginning and his end; the universe his

only and eternal love. . He was filled with

religion and religious feeling; and there

fore it is that he stands alone, unapproach

able: the master in his art, but elevated

above the profane world, without adherents,

and without even citizenship.”

The purely metaphysical portion of his

system had few adherents until the modern

German speculators proclaimed his great

ess; but since Jacobi, Lessing, Herder,

and Goethe, there has been no Leipsig fair

that has not shown its essay for or against

Spinoza: and three or four translations

of his works already exist. In France he

has also lately attracted some attention, and

from influential quarters. In England a

few solitary students have gratefully ac

knowledged his excellence; but the regular

professors, such as Reid, Stewart, Brown,

Mackintosh, Mill, &c., make no pretension

to an acquaintance with him. Yet there

are few names in the history of philosophy

more worthy of a serious consideration.

The two works placed at the head of this

article will not occupy us long ; they are

the last results of French and German in

vestigation on the subject which have come

to hand. The Histoire de la Vie et des Ou

vrages de Spinoza, by Amand Saintes, is a

pleasant and useful book to those who have

no other on the subject, and are too idle to

study the original. He is evidently a young

man, and an earnest one. The work is a

labor of love, and has cost him some trouble,

though not all that his lavish display would

imply: but the grasp of his mind is feeble;

his vision dull; and the criticisms and re

marks mostly puerile; which on such a sub

ject is insupportable. With all its faults

the work is pleasant and useful, in default

of others. The author has collected a

reasonable quantity of materials which he

has somewhat diffusely arranged, and has

attempted to trace Spinoza's doctrines

through French and German philosophy;

in this latter portion he has not been suc

cessful. But on the whole, to those know

ing nothing of the subject, the work will

bring much; to those already instructed,

little.

The German translation by Auerbach is a

valuable work. It also is a labor of love,

and has not been attempted without due pre

paration. The “Life” which precedes it is

the most complete yet published; and to it

M. Saintes is mostly indebted for his “Me

moir.” As a translation it is not unex

ceptionable; but considering the difficulty

of such a work, and the general ability of

the present, a few oversights may be par:

doned. Having thus cleared our critical

consciences, it only remains for us to ac

knowledge our general obligation to these

* Schleiermacher: “Rede uber die Religion," p.47.
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two works, as well as to Colérus and Bou

lainvillers, for the biographic materials with

which we have constructed our feeble im

age of Spinoza, and his ways of life; and

we will now pass on to the second and more

important portion of our task, and endea

vor to set before the reader some ſaint out

line of the result and spirit of the “Ethics”

of this wonderful man.

To understand Spinoza it is absolutely

necessary to understand his master, Des

Cartes; it is not only indispensable, there

fore, that we should give a brief character

istic of the philosophy of the latter, but

it will also be the shortest and readiest in

troduction to our exposition. Almost

simultaneously with Bacon, in England, did

Des Cartes, in Holland, commence a reform

in philosophy. Both were disgusted with

the vain sciences and verbal subtleties

which then infested the learned world; both

were strongly impressed with the conviction

that their predecessors and contemporaries

were pursuing a wrong method; and both

set themselves to the introduction of a new

one. How Bacon attempted this the world

knows. How did Des Cartes attempt it 1

The Reformation (which was the vehe.

ment protest of mankind that Authority

was no longer the grounds of belief, but

that Reason alone could claim that title) had

stirred all minds to new and vigorous action;

and the philosophy of Des Cartes is the

most striking product of the newly-enfran

chised Reason. Dissatisfied both with the

skepticism and the dogmatism he saw around

him; unable to find firm ground in any of

the prevalent systems; distracted by doubts

of every thing high and low, holy or trivial;

mistrusting the conclusions of his own un

derstanding, and seeing that his own senses

often deceived him, he resolved to make a

tabula rasa, and reconstruct his knowledge.

He resolved to examine the pretensions of

every conclusion, and to believe nothing

but upon the clear evidence of his reason.

He began by universal doubt. He not only

cleared his mind of all its previous stock

of opinions, but pushed his doubts to the

very verge of self-annihilation. There he

stopped; there in Self—in his own Con

sciousness—he found an irresistible fact,

an irreversible certainty. He could doubt

the existence of the external world, and

treat it as a phantasm; he could doubt the

existence of God, and treat it as a super

rtition ; but of the exi-tence of his think

ing, doubting mind, no doubt was possible.

He, the doubter, existed, if nothing else

existed. Hence his world-famous Cogito,

ergo sum : I think, therefore I am.

I exist. No doubt can darken such a

truth; no sophism can confuse this founda

tion of all possible knowledge. This is a

certainty, if there be none other; this is

the starting point and basis of all science.

But whence this certainty 1–from conscious

ness. Consciousness, then, is the basis of

all truth: there is none other possible. In

terrogate Consciousness, and its clear re

plies will be Science. On examining my

Consciousness with this view, I find that not

only do I exist, but that I am miserably

finite and imperfect. By my finitude, there

fore, I am conscious of not being the All;

by my imperfection, of my not being the

Best. Yet an infinite and perſect Being

must exist, for infinity and perfection are

impliedas co-relations to my ideas of finitude

and perfection. The Infinite and Perfect

can be none other than God. God there

fore exists; his existence is clearly pro

claimed in my Consciousness, and can no

more be a matter of doubt than can my own

existence.

God, being perfect, cannot deceive us; it

is we who deceive ourselves, by taking

vague and confused ideas for clear and true

ones. To guide us in the pursuit of truth

these four rules are indispensable :

1. Never to accept any thing as true but

what is evidently so; to admit nothing into

the mind but what so clearly and distinctly

presents itself as true that there can be no

reason to doubt it, (Independence of au

thority.)

2. To divide every question into as many

separate questions as possible; that each

part being more easily conceived, the whole

may become more intelligible,_(Analysis.)

3. To conduct the examination with

order, beginning by that of objects the most

simple and therefore the easiest to be

known, and ascending little by little up to

knowledge of the most complex,−(Syn

thesis.)

4. To make such exact calculations, and

such circumspections, as to be confident

that nothing essential has been omitted.

Thus did Des Cartes, from the ground of

consciousness, reconstruct the belief in his

own existence, and in the existence of God

and of the world. It was a great scheme,

and in his day an important one. Amidst

the chaos of opinions a ground of certainty

was needed ; Des Cartes found one in Con

sciousness. Amidst the universal preten

sions and universal barrenness of philoso

phy a Method was needed : Des Cartes at.

tempted one. A Method is the vital prin

ciple of all science; it is only by Method

that science is possible ; it seeks to estab
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ish the logical perfection of all the mind

already knows, leading thereby to all at

iainable knowledge. #h. mind can never

penetrate causes; there are facts forever

placed beyond its conception; its boun

daries are fixed, and fixed by its own nature.

But within the limits of its power, a logical

perfection is possible—is necessary. No

one doubts for an instant, that as we know

many facts, and yet by not being able to

reduce them to their special laws, and those

special laws to more general laws, these

facts are merely facts to us, and not science;

so also have we many ideas which are isola

ted and barren from want of orderly ar

rangement, from want of proper co-ordina

tion to other ideas; and could these ideas

once attain their logical perfection (i.e.,

complete precision, and established relation

amongst each other), all knowledge would

then be but a matter of regular development

of one method ; precisely, as in the physi

cal world, when once all the laws were dis

covered, the task of reducing every fact,

new or old, under its separate law, would

be the sole aim of philosophy.

This Des Cartes attempted, and the rules

he laid down for that purpose are admirable,

though more easily prescribed than follow

ed. The same may be said of Bacon's

rules.

Let us remark, however, that the JMethod

of Bacon, though not without a certain re

semblance in its language to that of Des

Cartes, is radically opposed to it in spirit.

As the latter adopted the d priori road, and

started from generals to descend to par

ticulars, so Bacon reversely adopted the d

posteriori, and started from particulars to

ascend gradually, and not per sultum, to

generals. This opposition is not more

visible in their writings than in their ten

dencies and results. From Des Cartes

sprang Spinoza, Malebranche, De la Forge,

Arnauld, Leibnitz, Wolff, Kant, Hegel, &c.:

from Bacon the whole school of scientific

men, the materialists, Scotch physiologists,

and political economists. Plain as these

tendencies are—plain as are the distinc

tions of the two Methods, there have not

been men wanting to confound them. Thus

M. Victor Cousin, who has given consider

able attention to the history of philosophy,

says–

“Voyons maintenant ce qu'a fait notre Des

Cartes. Il a précisément etabli en France la

même méthode que l'Angleterre a voulu at

tribuer exclusivement à Bacon; et il l’a établie

avec moins de grandeur d'imagination dans le

style, mais avec la superiorité de précision qui

caractérisera toujours celui qui ne se contente

pas de tracer les régles, mais quiles met lui

même en pratique et donne l'exemple avec le

précepte.”

M. Cousin then quotes the four rules

given above as constituting the Method of

Des Cartes, which, he says, is precisely

that of Bacon. In this, as it seems to us,

he has been led away by analogies, and

cheated himself with verbal resemblances.

Had the language been verbatim the same

in both authors, we should still have point

ed to their works in confutation; and we

cannot conceive how M. Cousin should not

have seen the essential difference of the

nature of the evidence required by the two

thinkers: Des Cartes demanding no more

than a clear conception ; and Bacon de

manding a patient induction from carefully

ascertained phenomena. This distinction

will be more fully manifested in Spinoza.

M. Cousin overlooked Bacon's constant

and energetic denouncement of ontology

as producing nothing but “cobwebs of

learning, admirable indeed for the fineness

of thread and work, but of no substance or

profit;” while with Des Cartes ontology

was the alpha and omega of all science.

Yet M. Cousin subsequently says, “Bacon

et Des Cartes sont comme les deux poles

opposes du xvii. siecle: leur rapport, leur

point de reunion est dans la méthode qui leur

est commune.” M. Cousin thinks that be

cause both recommend Caution, Analysis,

and Synthesis, that therefore their method

must be the same, though directed to dif

ferent objects; a misconception, we think,

of the very nature of Method, which is not

an instrument (like the hand) that can be

applied to all matters indifferently, but a

path of transit,f leading only to one end,

and from which to wander is to fall into

error. There are many roads, but there is

only one leading to the truth.

We have noticed this point because we

regret to see a want of just appreciation of

Bacon still prevalent, in spite of the vague

and extravagant eulogies poured forth from

time to time on this our greatest thinker.

It was his merit to have built no system.

Convinced that systems were anticipations

of the result of long and laborious inquiry,

and seeing that the one thing then needful

was a Method by which the inquirer should

be led to the truth, he directed his vast in

tellect to the development of one which

succeeding generations have been guided

by. He did not promulgate a science, but

* “Cours de Phil.,” tome ii, le;on 3.

* M:0060s, as Coleridge points out, means, both

etymologically and philosophically, a path of

transit.
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the conditions of all science. His own con

tributions to science were insignificant;

his knowledge on many points was inaccu

rate; his application of his own precepts

was imperfect; but his perception of the

connexion and condition of all sciences,

was such as even at the present day to fill

the mind with astonishment.

A celebrated writer in the “Edinburgh

Review,” in an article on Bacon which ex

cited some attention, has pronounced the

aim and scope of his writings to be distin

guished from ancient philosophy by being

useful, “his aim was to supply our vulgar

wants.” This, it must be owned, is neither

the distinguishing characteristic of Bacon?

nor the aim of any science, except in a

very subordinate degree. The art of navi

gation is unquestionably useful, and is a

product of the science of astronomy; but

neither that, nor any other use to which

astronomy may be applied, was the aim of

astronomers. There are higher wants than

our “vulgar” ones; there are other motives

than utilitarian ones; there are other crav.

ings than those of the senses: and these

are the cravings of the intellect. Science

owes its origin to the appetite for intel

lectual food; and to satisfy that appetite

it is still pursued. Other uses flow from

it, but do not thereby constitute its aim.

Health results from exercise, but enjoyment

is the motive 5 and the nerves stimulate to

that enjoyment, as the mind stimulates the

philosopher to seek truth.”

Having characterized Bacon's philosophy

as that of Utility, the reviewer proceeds to

combat his claim to that Method which the

world has eulogized. There could be no

merit, it is said, in inventing such a Method,

because every one always reasons, though

unconsciously, on the strict principles of

induction ; it was practised before it was

known. We answer: is the law of Asso

ciation of Ideas no discovery because ideas

were associated before it was discovered 1

We answer further: is there no difference

between the Baconian, or complete, induc.

tion, and that of the hasty unconscious

reasoner;-between seeking the conditions

of arriving at the truth, and accepting such

as spontaneously offer;-between an ear

perimentum crusis, and data immediately at

hand 1 “The mind has a yearning which

makes it dart forward to generalities that

it may have something to rest in ; and after

a little dallying with experience becomes

weary of iſ :” and to correct this yearning
was ãº. object.

To return from this, we hope not unne

cessary, digression, the reader will appre

ciate the effect of Des Cartes' writings on

Spinoza when they fell into his way, espe

cially if he recalls the critical period at

which Spinoza first met with them. He

was then striving to solve for himself the

inexplicable riddle of the universe. He

had penetrated deep into the science of

the Cabbala; he had been assisted by the

learned Morteira; but wise in all the wis

dom of the Jews, he was still at an immea

surable distance from the desired solution.

Des Cartes captivated him no less by the

boldness of his logic than by the independ

ent nature of his method, which sought

truth in the inner world of man, and not in

the outward world, nor in the records of

authority. He studied with avidity; but

he soon found that there also the riddle re

mained unsolved. He found the fact of

his own existence superfluously demon

strated; but the far greater existence in

which his own was included—of which the

great All was but a varied manifestation—

of this he could find no demonstration.

Cogito, ergo sum is irresistible, but Cogito,

ergo Deus est is no syllogism. The solution

of the problem of the to by xa, to tr—the

one immutable Being on whom all things

depend, had still to be discovered.

Spinoza, therefore, leaving Des Cartes,

asked himself—What is the noumenon

which lies beneath all phenomena 2 We see

everywhere transformations perishable and

perishing; yet there must be something

beneath which is imperishable, immutable;

what is it ! We see a wondrous universe

peopled with wondrous beings, yet none of

these beings exist per se, but per aliud:

they are not the authors of their own ex

istence; they do not rest upon their own

reality, but on a greater reality—on that

of the to #y, xut to Tây. What is this re

ality ?

This question, successively asked by

every thinker, and to which philosophy has

only stammered forth replies—from the

“Water” of Thales to the “Absolute” of

Hegel—this question, Spinoza thought,

could not be answered by the idea of Per

ſection. No : the great reality of all ex

istence is Substance. Not substance in the

* Let us be just, however. The reviewer, though

relying on Utility as Bacon's characteristic, after.

wards says that ancient philosophy concerned itself

with the impossible, and Bacon's with the possible.

To this we agree but it was incumbent on the

critic to show how ancient philosophy was impos.

sible, and where the chasm between the possible

and impossible commences: this he did not at

tempt.
* Nov. Org., aph. 20.
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gross and popular sense of “body” or

“matter,” but that which is substans—

which is standing under all phenomena,

supporting and giving them reality. What

is a phenomenon –an appearance, a thing

perceived : a state of the perceiving mind.

But what originates this perception—what

changes the mind from its prior to its pre

sent state 1 Something, external and extrin

sic, changes it. What is this something 1

What it is, in itself, we can never know:

because to know it would bring it under

the forms and conditions of the mind, i. e.

would constitute it a phenomenon—un

known, therefore, but not denied—this ens

—this something, is ; and this Kant calls

noumenon. This Spinoza calls Substance.

All science, as all existence, must start

from one principle, which must be the

ground of all. , What is this commence

ment—this aozh? Perfection, replies Des

Cartes. No, says Spinoza, Perfection is

an attribute of something prior to it. Sub

stance is the aozh. Des Cartes, in common

with most philosophers, had assumed a

duality: he had assumed a God and a real

world created by God. Substance, to him,

was by no means the primal fact of all ex

istence; on the contrary, he maintained

that both Extension and Thought were

Substances; in other words, that mind and

matter were distinct independent Sub

stances, different in essence, and united

only by God. Spinoza affirmed that both

Extension and Thought were no more than

Attributes; and by a subtle synthesis he

reduced the duality of Des Cartes to his

own all-embracing unity, and thus arrived

at a conception of the One.

The absolute Existence—the Substance

—(call it what you will) is God. From

Him all individual concrete existences

arise. All that exists, exists in and by

God; and can only thus be conceived.

Here, then, thought he, the mystery of the

world begins to unfold itself to the patient

thinker; he recognises God as the fountain

of life; he sees in the universe nothing

but the manifestation of God; the finite

rests upon the bosom of the infinite; the

inconceivable variety resolves itself into

unity. There is but one reality, and that

is God.

Such was Spinoza's solution of the pro

blem: upon this he felt he could repose in

peace, and upon this only. To live with

God—to know God with perfect know

ledge, was the highest point of human de

velopment and happiness; and to this he

consecrated his life. Taking the words of

St. Paul, “In Him we live, move, and have

our being,” as his motto, he undertook to

trace the relations of the world to God and

to man, and those of man to society. His

“Tractacus” and “Ethica,” were the great

results of that endeavor. -

Having mastered this first principle of all

science, he proceeded to demonstrate it;

and very properly adopted the method of

the mathematicians. To this demonstra

tion we are about to lead our readers, and

only beg of them a little steady attention

and a little patient thought, convinced that

they will then have little difficulty in find

ing their way in this abstrusest of all sub

jects. We shall translate some portion of

the “Ethica” with the utmost care, because

we think it every way advisable that the

reader should have Spinoza's own mode of

statement, and thereby be enabled to watch

his method of deducing his conclusions

from his premises. The work opens with

eight

definitions.

I. By Cause of itself I understand that, the es

sence of which involves existence; or that

the nature of which can only be considered

as existent.*

II. A thing finite is that which can be limited

(terminari potest) by another #. of the

same nature, e. g., body is said to be finite

because it can always be conceived as

larger. So thought is limited by other

thoughts. But body does not limit thought,

nor †ht limit body.

By Substance I understand that which is in

itself, and is conceived per se: that is, the

conception of which does not require the

conception of any thing else as antecedent
to it.

By Attribute I understand that, which the

mind perceives as constituting the very es

sence of Substance.

V. By Modes I understand the accidents (affec

tiones) of Substance; or, that which is in

...; else, through which also it is

conceived.

By God 1 understand the Being absolutely

infinite; i. e., the substance consisting of

infinite Attributes, each of which expresses

an infinite and eternal essence.

Explication. I say absolutely infinite, but not

suo genere; for to whatever is infinite but

not in suo genere, we can deny infinite At

tributes; but that which is absolutely in

finite, to its essence pertains every thing

which implies essence, and involves no ne

gation.

VII. That thing is said to be free which exists

by the sole necessity of its nature, and by

III.

IV.

VI.

* This is an important definition, as it gets rid of

the verbal perplexity hitherto felt relative to an

“endless chain of causes.” The doubter might al

ways ask the cause of the first cause in the series;

but here, by identifying cause and existence, Spi

noza very properly annihilates the sophism.
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itself alone is determined to action. But

that is necessary, or rather constrained,

which owes its existence to another, and

acts according to certain and determinate

causes.

VIII. By Eternity I understand Existence itself,

in as far as it is conceived necessarily to

follow from the sole definition of an eternal

thing.

These are the definitions: they need not

long be dwelt on, but must frequently be

recurred to hereafter ; above all, no objec

tion ought to be raised against them, as un

usual or untrue, for they are the meanings

of various terms in constant use with Spi

noza, and he has a right to use them as he

pleases, provided he does not afterwards

depart from this use, which he is careful

not to do. We now come to the seven

AXIOMS.

I. Everything which is, is in itself, or in some

other thing.

II. That which cannot be conceived through

another—per aliud-must be conceived

er se.

rom a given determinate cause the effect

necessarily follows; and vice versa, if no

determinate cause be given no effect can

follow.

IV. The knowledge of an effect depends on the

knowledge of the cause, and includes it.

V. Things that have nothing in common with

each other, cannot be understood by means

of each other, i. e., the conception of one

does not involve the conception of the

other.

A true idea must agree with its original in

nature (idea cera debet cum suo ideato con

venire.)

VII. Whatever can be clearly conceived as

non-existent, does not, in its essence involve

existence.

III.

V1.

These axioms at once command assent,

if we except the fourth, which, because it

is ambiguous, has been thought absurd ;

but the truth is, that the opposite concep

tions now prevalent respecting cause and

effect, prevent a real appreciation of this

axiom. Mr. Hallam goes so far as to say,

“It seems to be in this fourth axiom, and

in the proposition grounded upon it, that

the fundamental fallacy lurks. The rela

tion between a cause and effect is surely

something perfectly different, from our

perfect comprehension of it, or indeed from

our having any knowledge of it at all;

much less can the contrary assertion be

deemed axiomatic.” There is a want of

subtlety in this criticism, as well as a want

of comprehension of Spinoza's doctrines;

and we wonder it never suggested itself

that the modern notions of cause and effect

Introd. to Lit. of Europe, iv. p. 246.

do not correspond with the Spinozistic sys

tem. In the above axiom it is not meant

that there are no effects manifested to us

of which we do not also know the causes

—it is not meant that a man receiving a

blow in the dark is not aware of that blow

(effect), though ignorant of the immediate

cause. What is meant is, that a complete

and comprehensive knowledge of the effect

is only to be obtained through a complete

and comprehensive knowledge of the cause.

If you would know the effect in its totality

—in itself—you must know also the cause

in its totality. This is obvious; for what

is an effect 1 An effect is a cause realized;

it is the natura naturans conceived as natu

ra naturata. We call the antecedent, cause,

and the sequent, effect, but these are mere

ly relative conceptions; the sequence itself

is antecedent to some subsequent change,

and the former antecedent was once only a

sequent to its cause ; and so on. Causa

tion is change ; when the change is com

pleted, we name the result effect. It is only

a matter of naming. But inciting this

change, causing it as we say, there is some

power (cause) in nature; to know this ef

fect, therefore, that is, not merely to have

a relative conception of our own condition

consequent on it, but to comprehend this

power, this reality, to penetrate its myste

ry, to see it in its totality,+you must know

what the effect is, and how it is; you must

know its point of departure, and its point

of destination; in a word, you must tran

scend the knowledge of phenomena, and

acquire that of noumena. In a popular

sense we are said to know effects, but to be

ignorant of causes. Truly, we are igno

rant of both—and equally ignorant. A

knowledge of sequences, we have, and of

nothing more. The vital power determin

ing these sequences we name, but cannot

know; we may call it attraction, heat, elec

tricity, polarization, &c.; but, having

named, we have not explained it.

This is what Spinoza implicitly teaches;

and had Mr. Hallam attended only to what

the very next axiom proclaims, viz., that

things have nothing in common with each

other, cannot be understood by means of

each other, i.e., the conception of one not

involving the conception of the other—he

would have understood Spinoza's meaning:

for, if effect be different from cause, then

its conception does not involve the concep

tion of cause ; but if it be the same as

cause, then does the one conception in

volve that of the other; ergo, the more

complete the knowledge of the one, the

more complete the knowledge of the other.
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The reader will bear this in mind when

º Spinoza.

e will now proceed to the

propositions.

Prop. I. Substance is prior in nature to its acci

dents.

Demonstration. Per Definitions 3 and 5.

PRoP. II. Two Substances having different At

tributes, have nothing in common with each

other.

Demonst. This follows from Def. 3; ſor each

Substance must be conceived in itself and

through itself; in other words, the concep

tion of one does not involve the conception

of the other.

PRop. III. Of things which have nothing in

common, one cannot be the cause of the

other.

Demonst. If they have nothing in common,

then (per Axiom 5) they cannot be conceiv

ed by means of each other; ergo (per, Ax

iom 4) one cannot be the cause of the

other.—Q. E. D.

PRop. IV. Two or more distinct things are

distinguished among themselves either

through the diversity of their Attributes,

or through that of their Modes.

Demonst. Every thing which is, is in itself or

in some other thing (per Axiom 1), that is

(per Deſ 3 and 5), there is nothing out of

ourselves (eatra intellectum) but Substance

and its Modes. There is nothing out of

ourselves whereby things can be distin

guished amongst one another, except Sub

stances, or (which is the same thing, per

Def. 4*) their Attributes and Modes.

Prop. V. It is impossible that there should be

two or more Substances of the same nature,

or of the same Attribute.

Demonst. If there are many different Substances

they must be distinguished by the diversity

of their Attributes or of their Modes (per

Prop. 4). If only by the diversity of their

Attributes, it is thereby conceded that there

is nevertheless only one Substance of the

same Attribute; but if by their diversity of

Modes, then Substance being prior in order

of time to its Modes, it must be considered

independent of them; that is (per Def. 3

and 6), cannot be conceived as distinguish

ed from another; that is (per Prop. 4), there

cannot be many Substances, but only one

Substance.—Q. E. D.

Prop. VI. One Substance cannot be created by

another Substance.

Demonst. There cannot be two Substances with

the same Attributes (per Prop. 5); that is

(per Prop. 2), that have anything in com

mon with each other; and therefore (per

Prop. 3) one cannot be the cause of the

other.

Corollaru. Hence it follows that Substance can

not be created by any thing else. For there

" * In the original, by a slip of the pen, Axiom 4

is referred to instead of Def. 4; and Auerbach has

followed the error in his translation. We notice it

because the reference to Axiom 4 is meaningless,

and apt to puzzle the student.

is nothing in nature except Substance and

its modes (per Axiom 1, and Deſ. 3 and 5);

now this Substance not being produced by

another is self-caused.

Corollary 2. This proposition is more easily to

be demonstrated by the absurdity of its con

tradiction—for if Substance can be produced

by any thing else, the conception of it would

depend on the conception of the cause (per

Axiom.4*), and hence (per Deſ. 3) it would

not be substance.

Prop. VII. It pertains to the nature of Substance

to exist. -

Demonst. Substance cannot be produced by any

thing else (per Coroll. Prop. 6), and is

therefore the cause of itself; i. e. (per Def.

1) its essence necessarily involves exist

ence; or it pertains to the nature of Sub

stance to exist.—Q. E. D.

Prop. VIII. All Substance is necessarily infinite.

Demonst. There exists but one Substance of

the same Attribute ; and it must either ex

ist as infinite or finite. But not finite, for

(per Deſ. 2) as finite it must be limited by

another Substance of the same nature, and

in that case there would be two Substances

of the same Attribute, which (per Prop. 5)

is absurd. Substance, therefore, is infinite.

— Q. E. D.

Scholium I. I do not doubt but that to all

who judge confusedly of things, and are

not wont to inquire into first causes, it will

be difficult to admit the demonstration of

Prop. 7, because they do not sufficiently

distinguish between the modifications of

Substances, and Substances themselves,

and are ignorant of the manner in which

things are produced. Hence it follows,

that the commencement which they see

natural things have, they attribute to Sub

stances; for he who knows not the true

causes of things, confounds all things, and

feigns that trees talk like men; that men

are formed from stones as well as from

seeds, and that all forms can be changed

into all other forms. So, also, those who

confound the divine nature with the human,

naturally attribute human affections to

God, especially as they are ignorant of how

these affections are produced in the mind.

But if men attended to the nature of Sub

stance, they would not in the least doubt

Prop. 7; nay, this proposition would be an

axiom to all, and would be numbered among

common notions. For, by Substance they

would understand that which exists in it

self, and is conceived through itself; i.e.,

the knowledge of which does not require

the knowledge of any thing antecedent to

it.t But by modification they would un

* Here the potency and significance of Axiom 4

begins to unfold itself.

f The reader will bear in mind the result of Des

Cartes' philosophy, if he would fully seize Spino
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derstand that which is in another thing, the

conception of which is formed by the con

ception of the thing in which it is, or to

which it belongs: we can have, therefore,

correct ideas of non-existent modifications,

because, although out of the understanding

they have no reality, yet their essence is

so comprehended in that of another, that

they can be conceived through this other.

The truth of Substance (out of the under

standing) lies nowhere but in itself, be

cause it is conceived per se. If, therefore,

any one says that he has a distinct and

clear idea of Substance, and yet doubt

whether such substance exist, this would

be as much as to say that he has a true

idea, and nevertheless doubts whether it

be not false (as a little attention sufficiently

manifests); or, if any man affirms Sub

stance to be created, he at the same time

affirms that a true idea has become false ;

than which nothing can be more absurd.

Hence it is necessarily confessed that the

existence of Substance as well as its es

sence is an eternal truth. And hence we

must conclude that there is only one Sub

stance possessing the same Attribute, which

requires here a fuller development. I note,

therefore,

1. That the correct definition of a thing

includes and expresses nothing but the na

ture of the thing defined. From which

follows,

2. That no definition includes or ex

presses a distinct number of individuals,

because it expresses nothing but the nature

of the thing defined; e.g., the definition of

a triangle expresses no more than the na

ture of a triangle, and not any fixed number

of triangles.

3. There must necessarily be a distinct

cause for the existence of every existing

thing.

4. This cause, by reason of which any

thing exists, must be either contained in

the nature and definition of the existing

thing (viz. that it pertains to its nature to

exist), or else must lie beyond it—must be

something different from it.

From these positions it follows, that if a

certain number of individuals exist, there

must necessarily be a cause why that num

ber and not a iº or smaller number:

e.g., if in the world twenty men exist

(whom, for greater perspicuity, I suppose

to exist at once, no more having previously

existed), it will not be sufficient to show

za's meaning and the basis on which it reposes.

Des Cartes, as we saw, could find nothing indubi

table but existence. Existence was the primal fact

of all science ; self-evident and indisputable.

the reason why twenty men exist, to point

to human nature as the cause: but it will

further be necessary to show cause why

only twenty men exist: because (per note

3) a cause must be given for the existence

of every thing. This cause, however (per

notes 2 and 3), cannot be contained in hu

man nature itself, because the true defini

tion of man does not involve the number

twenty. Hence (per note 4) the cause why

twenty men exist and why each individual

exists must lie beyond each of them; and

therefore must we absolutely conclude that

every thing, the nature of which admits of

many individuals, must necessarily have an

external cause. As, therefore, it pertains

to the nature of Substance to exist, so must

its definition include a necessary existence,

and consequently from its sole definition

we must conclude its existence. But, as

from its definition, as already shown in

notes 2 and 3, it is not possible to conclude

the existence of many Substances, ergo, it

necessarily follows that only one Substance

of the same nature can exist.

We must here break off in our transla

tion : we have arrived at the very heart

and pith of the system, and have gone far

enough to present the method in all its

rigor before the reader; an analysis of the

principal positions subsequently treated

will be all that is now necessary.

There is but one infinite Substance, and

that is God. Whatever is, is in God; and

without Him, nothing can be conceived.

He is the universal Being of which all

things are the manifestations. He is the

sole Substance; every thing else is a Mode;

yet, without Substance, Mode cannot exist.

God, viewed under the Attributes of Infi

nite Substance, is the natura naturans–

viewed as a manifestation, as the Modes

under which his Attributes appear, he is

the natura naturata. He is the cause of all

things, and that immanently, but not tran

siently. He has two infinite Attributes

Extention and Thought. Extension is visi

ble Thought; and Thought is invisible Ex

tension: they are the Objective and Sub

jective of which God is the Identity. Every

thing is a mode of God's Attribute of Ex

tension; every thought, wish, or feeling, a

mode of his Attribute of Thought. That

Extension and Thought are not Substances,

as Des Cartes maintained, is obvious from

this: that they are not conceived per se,

but per ai. Something is extended:

what is 1 Not the Extension itself, but

something prior to it, viz. Substance.

Substance is uncreated, but creates by the

internal necessity of its nature. There
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may be many existing things, but only one

existence; many forms, but only one Sub

stance. God is the “idea immanens”—the

One and All. -

Such is a brief outline of the fundamental

doctrine of Spinoza: and now we ask the

reader, can he reconcile the fact of this be

ing a most religious philosophy, with the

other fact of its having been almost uni

versally branded with Atheism 1 Is this

intelligible 1 Yes; three causes present

themselves at once. I. The readiness with

which that term of obloquy has been ap

plied to opponents from time immemorial;

to Socrates as to Gottlob Fichte. II. The

obscurity of party vision, and the rashness

of party judgment. III. The use of the

ambiguous word Substance, whereby God

was confounded with the material world.

This last point is the most important,

and deserves attention. To say God is the

infinite Substance, does look, at first sight,

like the grossest Atheism of the D'Holbach

school; but no one could ever have read

twenty pages of Spinoza, without perceiv

ing that this was but a misunderstanding;

for he expressly teaches that God is not

corporeal, but that body is a Mode of Ex

tension. No : God is not the material uni

verse, but the universe is one aspect of his

infinite Attribute of Extension; he is the

identity of the natura naturans, and the na

tura naturata.” To the same thought Aris

totle points: he admits ùn, matter, uoggi,

form, and the synthesis of these two ovoia.

With Spinoza the ovata is God.

It is a mere verbal resemblance, there

fore, this of Spinozism to Atheism; but

the history of philosophy shows too many

instances of the errors of language erected

into errors of fact, to astonish any reader.

It was our place to point out the error,

which we trust has been done; and the fol

lowing passage from Schelling’s “Philoso

phische Schriften,” accurately draws the

distinction between Pantheism and Athe

usin :-

“God is that which exists in itself and is com

prehended from itself alone; the finite is that

which is necessarily in another and can only be

comprehended from that other. Things there

fore are not only in degree, or through their

* “Natura naturams et natura naturata in iden

titate Deus est.” It must be borne in mind, that

identity does not (as in common usage) mean same

ness, but the root from which spring two opposite

stems, and in which they have a common life.

Man, for instance, is the identity of soul and body;

water is the identity of oxygen and hydrogen.

Great mistakes are constantly being made, owing

to overlooking this distinction of vulgar and philo

sophical terms.

limitations different from God but toto genere.

Whatever their relation to God on other points,

they are absolutely divided from him on this,

that they exist in another and he is self-existent

or original. From this difference it is manifest

that all individual finite things taken together

cannot constitute God; since that which is in its

nature derived cannot be one with its original,

any more than the single points of a circumfer

ence taken together can constitute the circum

ference, which as a whole is of necessity prior

to them in idea.”

We here conclude our exposition of Spi

noza's theology—one of the most extraor

dinary efforts of the speculative faculty

which history has revealed to us. We

have witnessed the mathematical rigor

with which it is developed; we have fol

lowed him step by step, dragged onwards

by his irresistible logic ; and yet the final

impression left on our minds is, that the

system has a logical but not a vital truth.

We shrink back from the consequences

whither it so irresistibly leads us; we gaze

over the abyss to the edge of which we

have been dragged, and seeing nought but

chaos and despair, we refuse to build our

temples there. We retrace our steps with

hurried earnestness, to see if no false route

has been taken; we examine every one of his

positions, to see if there be not some secret

error, parent of all other errors. Arrived

at the starting-point, we are forced to con

fess that we have found no error—that

each conclusion is but the development

of antecedent positions: and yet the mind

refuses to accept the conclusions.

This, then, is the state of the inquirer:

he sees a vast chain of reasoning carried

on with the strictest rigor. He has not

been dazzled by rhetoric, nor confused by

illustrations. There has been no artful ap

peal to his prejudices or passions; he has

being treated as a reasoning being, and has

no more been able to doubt the positions,

after once understanding the definitions

and axioms, than he is able to doubt the

positions of Euclid. And yet we again say

that the conclusions are repugned, refused ;

they are not the truth the inquirer has been

seeking; they are no expressions of the

thousand-fold life whose enigma he has

been endeavoring to solve.

Unable, himself, to see where this dis

crepancy lies, he turns with impatience to

the works of others, and seeks in criticisms

and refutations an outlet from his difficulty.

But—and it is a curious point in the his

tory of philosophy—he finds that this bold

and extraordinary thinker has never been

refuted by any one meeting him on his own

ground. Men have taken up separate pro
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positions, and having wrenched them from

their connexion with the whole system,

have easily shown them to be quite at vari

ance with the systems of the refuters. This

is easy work. On the other hand, the in

quirer finds that the great metaphysicians

of Germany adopt Spinoza's fundamental

positions; differing with him only on points

of detail or of language. In their works

the consequences do not look so appalling,

because they are adorned with lofty names

and splendid eloquence; but the difference

is only verbal. Is there, then, no alterna

tive 1 Must I accept Spinoza's system, re

pugnant as it is " Such is the inquirer's

perplexity.

We will endeavor to lead him out of it—

we will endeavor to point out the funda

mental error of Spinozism. In doing so,

we are aware that a charge of gross pre

sumption would be merited by us, did not the

very nature of philosophical inquiry imply

an infinitely higher presumption. The hu

man reason that can dare attempt to solve

the problems of philosophy, may well be

pardoned any boldness in examining the

errors of others.

It is our firm conviction that no believer

in Ontology," as a possible science, can es

cape the all-embracing dialectic of Spinoza.

To him who believes that the human mind

can know noumena, as well as phenomena—

who accepts the verdict of the mind as not

merely the relative truth, but also the per

fect, absolute truth—we see nothing, hu

manly speaking, but Spinozism as a philo

sophical refuge. For, observe, to believe

in the possibility of knowing “things in

themselves” (and not simply their appear

ances to us), which is the ontological as

sumption, you must also believe with Spi

noza that every clear idea is the actual and

total image of some thing as it exists in ex

ternal nature. If you do not believe that

your knowledge is absolute, and not simply

relative, you have no sort of ground for

the belief in the possibility of ontology.

Spinoza says—and every ontologist who

would be consequent must also say it—that

the subjective idea is the complete and actual

image of the objective fact; and this not

* For the sake of precision, we are forced to use

this somewhat unusual word; metaphysics, though

originally employed in the sense of ontology, has

since become indiscriminately applied to many other

portions of inquiry: and we have not uncommon.

fy seen the ludicrous title of “Scotch metaphysics”

npplied to the psychology of Stewart, Brown, &c.

It is needless to say, that ontology means the sci

ence of being, as distinguished from phenomena—

a discourse on the nature of things, apart from their

appearances.

merely relative—qué subject, but also quá

object.

Never was language more explicit than

Spinoza's on this point; to him it not only

forms the basis of all science, but he deems

it necessary specially to enforce it as such,

in various passages. In the scholium to

Prop. viii., he lays it down as a fundamental

rule, that the correct definition of a thing

expresses the nature of that thing, and

nothing but its nature. We cannot but ad

mire the consistency of this: he grapples

boldly with the very difficulty of the sci

ence he is endeavoring to establish. It is

obvious that, to know things which are be

yond appearances (ra usra ra ºvaixa), which

transcend the sphere of sense—we must

know them as they are (ra ºvdixã), and not

as they are under the conditions of sense.

Spinoza at once pronounces that we can

so know them. He says: whatever I clearly

know is true; true not merely in reference

to my conception of it, but in reference to

the thing known. In other words, the

mind is a mirror reflecting things as they

are. This necessary assumption, which

lies at the root of all ontology, Des Cartes

first distinctly brought to light as the basis

of all inquiry. Whatever was clearly in

Consciousness he accepted as the truth :

“Håc igitur detectā veritate simul etian

invenit omnium scientiarum fundamentum :

ac etiam omnium aliarum veritatem men

suram ac regulam ; scilicet quicquid tam

clare ac distincte percipitur quam istud

verum est.”

Now this doctrine, forced upon Des Car

tes and Spinoza, and implied in the very

nature of their inquiries, seems to us so

false as only to require statement to be

refuted. It mistakes a relative truth

for an universal one. There can be no

doubt—as regards myself—consciousness is

the clear andj voice of truth; but

it by no means follows, therefore, that—as

regards not-self—consciousness is a perfect

mirror reflecting what is, as it is. To sup

pose the mind such a mirror, is obviously

to take a metaphor for a fact. “The hu

man understanding,” as one of the greatest

thinkers finely said, “is like an unequal

mirror to rays of things, which, miring its

own nature with the nature of things, distorts

and perverts them.”f

This truth, so luminously expressed, it

remained for after ages to appreciate. It

has now become an universal axiom, that

the mind can never know the essences of

things, but only their appearances—which

• Princip. Phil., p. 4. f Nov. Org.
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is as much as saying that the mind can

know nothing but its own ideas; and yet,

by a curious perversion, the subjects of

ontological speculation are still thought

cognizable, and still occupy many a restless

mind' With subtle truth is the Greek

word for opinion the same as appearance

(Öoga); and the more we meditate this

matter, the more we shall be convinced of

it. What is perception 1 A state of the

perceiving mind—a change from a previous

state. We are conscious of these changes,

and to their exciting causes we give forms

and names; but we are not conscious of

any thing beyond these changes—i.e. exter

nal to our own consciousness. Turn it

how you will, there is nothing in the fact

of consciousness but consciousness itself.

Being and knowing are here one; to know

more, would involve the necessity to be

more.

Some of the ancients supposed that

things threw off airy forms of themselves,

which were grasped by the mind as the

things themselves were grasped by the

hand. This rude hypothesis was soon

felt to be inapplicable ; and a further

step in the philosophy of perception was

taken, when it was explained by the

mind reflecting, as a mirror, the images

(ideas) of things. A final step was

taken, when it was shown that the mind

does not contemplate forms as the eye sees

them—that the mind is not apart from its

perceptions, but that it is the perceptions—

that a perception is a state of the percipient,

and that mind is the collective unity of

these various states. This immortal dis

covery belongs to Hume; though Spinoza

had, in his way, also foreseen it.” If,

therefore, an idea is a state of the ideator,

and not an image of some external thing,

then it follows that it is the mind which

“gives the forms to things unknown;” that

space—time—extension—light—sound—

smell—order—beauty, &c., are not inhe

rent in the essences of things, but are the

forms with which Consciousness endows

things—are the states excited in the mind by

external things. This discovery is the

glory of modern psychology.

Such has been the progress of the philo

sophy of perception ; and its final result

leaves us now no doubt but that the facts

of consciousness are purely relative and not

absolute facts. Thus a certain on-going of

external nature, when in proper relation

with the human retina, excites in the mind

* Primum quod actuale mentis humanae esse

constituit, quâm idea rei alicujus singularis actu

existentis.-Ethica, pars ii., prop. xi.

35Vol. II. No. IV.

a certain state, called sight ; another, when

in relation with the tympanum, excites the

state we call sound. These states of sight

and sound are relatively true—they are

positive facts of consciousness; but they

do not at all represent the actual nature of

the peculiar on-goings per se, which excited

them. The phenomena have only this re

lation to us. Light is not light to a flower

—it is not what we call light; but it is,

nevertheless, something. The flower, sup

posing it to formalize its experience into a

definition, would give a very different one

from ours; simply because its experience

must be different from ours, owing to the

different relations in which it stands to the

exciting cause. The world, apart from our

consciousness—i.e. the non-ego qué non-ego

—is something utterly different from the

world in our consciousness of it, for our

consciousness is not the world in itself, but

a state of ourselves. Nature is an eternal

darkness, an eternal silence 1 Light, with

its myriad forms and colors—sound, with

its thousand-voiced life—are but human

phenomena—are but states of the mind.

The great mistake lies in taking a meta

phor for a fact, and arguing as if the mind

were a mirror. It is no mirror; it gives

no faithful reflection of the world; it gives

only a faithful report of its own states, as

excited by the world. Hence the common

error respecting the “deception of the

senses.” The senses never deceive us!

Whatever popular prejudice, or popular

philosophy, may assert, the testimony of

the senses is inviolable, and must be ac

cepted as such. Let us prove this by re

ference to a common instance: a tower

appears round at a certain distance, but

square when you approach near to it. This,

you say, is a deception of the senses? This,

we say, is the truth of the senses. To all

men, at the former distance, it will appear

round, and to all men, at the latter distance,

square. This because the senses faithfully

report the impressions, and the actual im

pressions are in the first instance what we

call round, and in the second what we call

square. Nothing can be more plain. The

impression is a consequence of the relation

in which your %. stands to the tower—it

is A+B+C. When, in walking up to the

tower, you change the relation, and alter it

to A+D, then of course you have another

result in E (square); would you have the

result the same in both cases 1 That, in

deed, would be a deception of the senses,

for A plus B, and A plus D would then

both equal C. As it is, the result of the re

lation is faithfully recorded. At a certain



546 [Accust,spinoza's LIFE AND works.

distance the tower appears round, at

another, square ; it all the while is neither,

for round and square are the forms of the

mind, and not the constituents of things.

The result of this long but indispensable

digression is, that ideas are the images of

things as they exist in relation to us, but

not the formulae of things as they exist in

themselves. If, therefore, we cannot get

deeper than phenomena—if every way we

turn a thing we can only get an appearance

of it, and cannot absorb its being in our

own—how then shall we speculate on things

in themselves 1 If we cannot penetrate the

essence of a flower, how shall we penetrate

the essence of God 1

This consideration, therefore, that the

mind is not a passive mirror reflecting the

nature of things, but the partial creator of

its own forms—that in perception there is

nothing but certain changes in the perci

pient—this consideration, we say, is the

destruction of the very basis of Ontology,

for it expressly teaches that the subjective

idea is not the correlate of the objective

fact ; and only upon the belief that our

ideas are the perfect and adequate images

of external things can any metaphysical

speculation rest. Misled by the nature of

geometry, which draws its truths from the

mind, as the spider draws the web from its

bosom, Des Cartes assumed that metaphy

sical truths could be attained in the same

way. This was a confusion of reasoning,

yet Spinoza, Leibnitz, and their successors,

followed him unhesitatingly. Spinoza,

however, had read Bacon's denouncement

of this a priori method, though evidently

unprepared to see the truth of the protest.

It is curious to read his criticism of Bacon;

he looks on it as that writer's great error

to have mistaken the knowledge of the first

cause and origin of things. On the nature

of mind, he says, Bacon speaks very con

fusedly, and while he proves nothing, judges

much. For, in the first place, he supposes

that the human intellect, besides the de

ceptions of the senses, is subject to the

deceptions of its own nature, and that it

conceives everything according to the an

alogies of its own nature, and not accord

ing to the analogies of the universe, so that

it is like an unequal mirror to the rays of

things which mixes the conditions of its

own nature with those of external things.”

We look upon Spinoza's aberration as

* “Nam primö supponit, quod intellectus hu.

manus praeter ſallaciam sensuum suá solā naturá

fallitur, omniadue fingit ex analogiã suae naturae et

non ex analogiã universi, ade') ut sit instar speculi

remarkable, however, because he had also

seen that in some sense the subjective was

not the absolute expression of the object

ive: as is proved by his celebrated argu

ment for the destruction of final causes,

wherein he showed that order was a thing

of the imagination, as were also right and

wrong, useful and hurtful—these being

merely such in relation to us. Still more

striking is his anticipation of Kant, in this

passage—“Ex quibus clare videre est,

mensuram, tempus et numerum nihil esse

praeter cogitandi, seu potius imaginandi

modos;” which should have led him to

suspect that the same law of mental forms

was also applicable to all other subjects.

Thus, then, may the inquirer escape

Spinozism by denying the possibility of

metaphysical science; thus, and thus only.

But in denying it he will not the less be

grateful to the great thinker who elaborated

it. He will revere him as one of the im

mortal intellects whose labors cleared the

way for the present state of things; and

he will affectionately trace the coincidences

of Spinoza with those who went before and

those who came after him. Pantheism is

as old as philosophy. It was taught in the

old Greek schools—by Plato, by St. Augus

tine," and by the Jews.t Indeed, one may

say that pantheism, under one of its various

shapes, is the necessary consequence of

all metaphysical inquiry, when pushed to

its logical limits; and from this reason do

we find it in every age and nation. The

dreamy contemplative Indian, the quick

versatile Greek, the practical Roman, the

quibbling Scholastic, the ardent Italian, the

lively Frenchman, and the slow English

man, have all pronounced it as the final

truth of philosophy. Wherein consists

Spinoza's originality 1–what is his merit 1

—are natural questions, when we see him

only lead to the same result as others had

before proclaimed. His merit and origi

nality consist in the systematic exposition

and development of that doctrine: in his

hands, for the first time, it assumes the

inaequalis ad radias rerum, qui suam naturam na.

turae rerum immiscet.”—Epist. ii. Opera, p. 398.

• St. Augustine savs—“Substantialitër Deus

ubique diffusus est. Sed sic est Deus per cuncta

diffusus, ut non sit qualitas mundi, sed substantia

creatrix mundi, sine labore regens et sine onere

continens mundum. Non tamen per spatia loco

rum, quasi mole diffusa, ita ut in dimidio mundi

corpore sit dimidius, atque ita, per totum totus;

sed in solo coelo totus, et in solā terrá totus, et in

coelo et in terrá totus, et nulla conter,tus loco, sed

in se ipso ubique totus.”—(Quoted in Mrs. Austin

on Goethe, vol. iii. p. 272.)

f The Cabbalists taught, however, a more vague

and fanciful pantheism, founded on material nna

logies and metaphors.-See Salvador : Jesus Christ

et sa Doctrine, tome i. p. 122.
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aspect of a science. The Greek and In

dian pantheism is a vague, fanciful doc

trine, carrying with it no scientific convic

tion; it may be true—it looks true—but

the proof is wanting. But with Spinoza

there is no choice: if you understand his

terms, admit the possibility of his science,

and seize his meaning, you can no more

doubt his conclusions than you can doubt

Euclid; no mere opinion is possible, con

viction only is possible.

Did, then, Philosophy stop with Spinoza!

did it either accept his conclusions, or re

examine their foundations ! No : it is one

of the sad conditions of metaphysics (or

rather of ontology) to have no rest, no re

}. Age rolls over age as the wave fol

ows its brother, and each casts upon the

shore its glittering foam ; only foam, alas!

and scattered by the next breeze; dazzling,

bewitching, evanescent. It is one of the

curious points in the history of humanity,

that methods are so seldom altered. Each

man follows his father, and endeavors to

succeed where generations have failed;

he never once suspects the nature of the

method he employs—that he takes for

granted; yet, in most cases, it is precisely

there that the cause of failure lies. This

explains the slowness of inventions, and

the repugnance to novel methods; what

has been tried must be the right. When

Bo-bo discovered the virtues of roast pig,

by the accidental burning of his house, ac

cording to that charming philosopher Elia,

the only way he could think of again pro

curing the luxury, was by again burning

down his house. “It was observed that

Ho-ti's cottage was burned down now more

frequently than ever.” The secret got

abroad; every one was anxious to have his

roast pig; and “now there was nothing

but fires to be seen in every direction.

Fuel and pigs grew enormously dear all

over the district. The insurance offices

one and all shut up shop. People built

slighter and slighter every day, until it was

feared that the very science of architecture

would in no long time be lost to the world.

Thus, this custom of firing houses con

tinued till, in the process of time (says my

manuscript), a sage arose like our Locke,

who made a discovery that the flesh of

swine, or indeed, of any other animal,

might be cooked (burnt as they called it)

without the necessity of consuming a whole

house to dress it. Then first began the

rude form of a gridiron. Roasting by the

string or spit came in a century or two

later, I forget in whose dynasty. By such

slow degrees (concludes the manuscript)

do the most useful, and seemingly the most

obvious arts, make their way among man

kind.”*

This pleasant satire points to a great

truth. We might have gone on baffled,

yet persisting, seeking the unknowable,

and building palaces on air, “miracles of

rare delight,”—but uninhabitable, unten

able—had not a Bacon, answering the im

perious wants of his age, arisen to point

out that the method men were pursuing

was no path of transit to the truth, but led

only to the land of chimeras. Bacon, we

say, energetically denounced all existing

methods, and pointed out a new one, such

as Time alone could appreciate. With how

noble a confidence does he rely upon the

Future and how gloriously that Future

has filled the measure of his prophecies'

But humanity could not at once relin

quish its habits, and with the great Leibnitz

at its head again endeavored to prove the

secret of the world. Leibnitz, who refused

to acknowledge Spinoza, never doubted the

efficiency of his method; he went on

“burning down his house” after his own

magnificent fashion, and never questioned

its success. What were the results 1 We

speak not of his mathematical genius, but

of his ontological discoveries. The results

were his famous monadologie, and his still

more famous pre-established harmony :

wonderful conceptions, no doubt, but bar

ren as the east wind. These he transmitted

to Wolff. Kant demolished them, and

established Spinoza's notion respecting

space and time, as forms of the mind.

Fichte followed with his idealistic Spino

zism, as he himself calls it, to prove that

there is “ursprünglich nur eine Substanz,

das Ich ; in dieser einen Substanz sind alle

möglichen Accidenzen, also alle moglichen

Realitäten gesetzt.” Then came Schel

ling, whose philosophy is saturated with

Spinozism, and from which it will only be

necessary to notice two or three funda

mental positions, to see how perfectly they

agree with those of the Ethica: “Gott is

das einzig Reale, ausserdem es schleehterd

ings kein Seyn giebt. Was also existirt,

existirt mit Gott, und was ist, ist dem

Wesen mach, ihm gleich.” Compare Spi

noza, Def. vi. and Prop. xv.–“Quicquid

est in Deo est et nihil sine Deo esse nec

concepi potest.” Again,_* Gott ist nicht

das Höchste, sondern er ist das schlechtin

Eine ; er ist nicht anzuschauen als Gipfel

oder Ende, sondern als Centrum, nicht im

Gegensatz einer Peripherie, sondern als

* “Essays of Elia:” Dissertation upon Roast Pig.
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Alles in Allem.”—Spinoza, passim. Again,

—“Gott enthält die méglichkeit seines

Seyns in sich selbst.”—Spinoza, Prop. vi. ;

Coroll. ii.; and Def. i. and iii. The position

of Spinoza, that the universe is but the

aspect of God, considered under his infi

nite attribute of extension, is thus stated

by Schelling :-"Die Unendlichkeit ist

Gott, angeschaut von Seite seines Affirmirt

Seyns.” Respecting the impersonality of

the human mind, and its dependence on the

universal mind, Spinoza writes, “Hinc

sequitur mentem humanam partem esse

infiniti intellectus Dei; ac proinde cum di

cimus mentem humanam hoc, vel illud per

cipere, aliud nihil dicinus, quam quod

Deus, non quatenus infinitus est sed qua

tenus per naturam humana mentis expli

catur, sive quatenus humanaº mentis essen

tiam constituit, hanc vel illam habet ideam.”

(Ethica, pars. ii. prop. xi. coroll.) Schel

ling, precisely to the same effect, says,

“Das Denken ist nicht mein Denken, und

das Seyn nicht mein Seyn; denn Alles ist

nur Gottes oder des Alles. Ueberhaupt

gibt es nicht eine Vernunſt, die wir hātten,

sondern nur eine Wernunſt, die uns hat.”

(Jahrbücher der.Medicin, bd. i. p. 13.) We

have dragged these fundamental notions

forward to show how, in spite of different

terminology, and a more enthusiastic poet

ical manner, Schelling is the same as Spi

noza in his philosophy; he is far less rigo

rous and scientific in his method. Hegel's

mind was more akin to Spinoza's than any

of the others, and accordingly, in his writ

ings we still more distinctly trace the in

fluence of the Ethica, disguised under

pedantic terminologies, and useless dis

tinctions. It may be curious here to quote

Spinoza's anticipation of the Hegelian

Christology, which, in the hands of Strauss,

Feuerbach, and Bruno Baur, has made so

much noise in the theological world:—“l

tell you,” says Spinoza, in his letter to

Oldenburg, “that it is not necessary for

your salvation that you should believe in

Christ according to the flesh ; but of that

eternal Son of God, i. e. the eternal wisdom

of God, which is manifested in all things,

but mostly in the human mind, and most of

all in Jesus Christ ; a very different con

ception must be formed.”—“Dico ad salu

tem non esse omnino necesse, Christum

secundum carnem noscere, sed de Oeterno

illo filio Dei, hoc est, Dei asternå sapientiá,

quae sese in omnibus rebus, et maximè in

mente humaná et omnium maximé in Chris.

to Jesu manifestavit, longé aliter sentien

dum.”

* “Opera Posthuma,” p. 450.

This audacious speculation Strauss first

made the ground of a serious schism ; its

wants of philosophical fundus, however,

sufficiently guards us from its reception

here. England can well afford to bear the

sneers of Germany and France at her in

capacity for metaphysical speculation, when

she contemplates the results of that specu

lation in the works of modern metaphysi

cians. The strong practical sense of our

countrymen revolts at the curious subtleties

and cobwebs so indefatigably produced by

the arachnae philosophers of Germany ; and

though revolting more from instinct than

from a clear vision into the causes of meta

physical impossibilities, yet the instinct is

a happy one. Foreigners accuse us, and

accuse usjustly, of a want of appreciation of

generalities—a wantof the true philosophical

faculty of generalization: but this accusa

tion is by them coupled with an artifice of

which they are unconscious. We are averse

to generalization, but it does not follow that

those who are fond of it manifest a greater

aptitude for philosophy because they apply

it to metaphysics—on the contrary, such

an application is in itself eminently unphi

losophical in the present state of the human

mind. They, however, couple the subjects

of metaphysics with the powers of genera

lization, and ſancy that the one includes

and presupposes the other, so that those

who are not metaphysicians are averse to

generalities. But in truth it is our weak

ness that we do not comprehend the im

portance of generalities, and it is our

strength that we reject as frivolous all me

taphysics.

The deplorable paradoxes and absurdities

into which the modern thinkers have been

led, are owing to the vicious method which

they follow, and which we have above com

bated. In Spinoza's time this Method was

the only one which with his education he

could adopt. In Spinoza Ontology reach

ed its consummation; it remained for pos

terity to apply this doctrine to every special

case, or else to re-examine its foundations

to see if they were sound. Posterity did

neither of these (with the exception of an

insignificant number of Baconian thinkers),

and the progress of humanity has been

sensibly retarded in consequence.

Such was Benedict Spinoza—thus he

lived and thought. A brave and simple

man, earnestly meditating on the deepest

subjects that can occupy the human race,

he produced a system which will ever re

main as one of the most astounding efforts

of abstract speculation; a system that has

been decried for nearly two centuries, as

*
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the most iniquitous and blasphemous of THE MOTHER ON THE ANNIVERSARY OF

human invention ; and which has now, HER CHILD'S DEATH.

within the last sixty years, become the ac

knowledged parent of a whole nation's phi.

losophy, ranking among its admirers some

of the most pious and illustrious intellects

BY WILLIAM Jones.

From Bentley's Miscellany.

- - "Bring une ſlowers all young and sweet,of the age. The ribald Atheist turns out, that I unay strew the winding-sheet,

on nearer acquaintance, to be a “God-in- Where calm thou sleepest, baby fair,

With roseless cueek, and auburn hair!”
toxicated man.” The blasphemous Jew,

becomes a pious, virtuous, and creative My beautiful! 'tis now a year
thinker. The dissolute Heretic becomes Since thou wert laid beneath the sod,

ill-li - - - And though the thought brings many a teara child-like, simple, self-denying and heroic It glads me—thou art withº God. -

man. We look into his works with calm | Ayºn... ºil. ii.f.
earnestness, and read there another curious Thy lineaments again, my boy,

page of human history: the majestic strug- || Yeſ in the thought that thou art free
gle with the mysteries of existence has I feel a calm and holy joy.

º º ltº must fail à but the A year ago thou then hadst life,

ggle demands our warmest a miration, #. feeble strength was with it given;

and the man our ardent sympathy. Spi-| How couldst thouºtem the world's rude'strife?

noza stands out from the dim past like a Far better thus to dwell in heav'n

tall beacon, whose shadow is thrown | A Pure; angelic, spºtless one,

athwart the sea, and whose light will serve Amidst the seraphim above;
For this I can remain alone,to warn the wanderers from the shoals Foregoing e'en thine artless love

and rocks on which hundreds of their breth

ren have perished. G. H. L. A year ago! It seems a day

Since last I gazed upon thy face;

When thou wert at thy simple play,

I sought thy future weal to trace.

Rank, wealth, and fame, I deem'd were thine,

Long after I should be forgot;

No more the light of hope doth shine,
CALM BE HER SLEEP. But brighter is thy present lot

By William Jones. A year ago thy happy smile

From Bentley's Miscellany. ispell'd the cares that of oppress,

And painful moments did beguile
CALM be her sleep ! as the breast of the ocean, With thine endearing, fond caress.

When the sun is reclining upon its still wave; The merry sounds of that sweet voice,

She dreams not of life, nor its stormy commotion, Which still a ling'ring charm hath left:

For the surges of trouble recede from her grave || Of all that made my heart rejoice,
- - - In word or look—I am bereft

Calm be her sleep ! as the winds that are sighing

Their last faintest echo amid the green trees;

No murmur can reach her—unconsciously lying,

She heeds not the tempest, she hears not the

breeze 1

A year ago light laughter broke

The gloomy stillness of these walls;

In sportive mood thy footsteps woke

The echoes from these ancient halls.

But all is breathless now—no sound,

Save when the winds at times grow wild,

And break the solitude profound,

'Tis then I think of thee, my child !

Calm be her sleep as the flower that closes

Its beautiful petal in night's chilling air

She has folded her shroud too, and sweetly re

poses—

Oh!"far be the sorrow that dimm'd one so fair'

A year ago.! on this sad day

Calm be her sleep! as the whisper of even, The spoiler dimm'd those eyes of blue,

When the hands have been clasp'd, and the Tº droop d in slow decay,

knees bent in pray'r: Still lovely e'en in deathly hue !
She has chanted her hymn at the portal of heaven, *}. agoſ I saw thee laid,

d found the affection denied to her here ! ifeless, within the earth's chill breastAnd found the c And envied the the greensward shade -

Calm be her sleep ! may the breathing of slander Where thou didst take thy dreamless rest

O'ershade not the pillow bedev'd with our tears!

Away from her turf may the cruel words wander My beautiful! whom still I love,

That clothed her young spirit in darkness and Though parted from me by the grave,
fears? I bend unto the Will above,

Who only took the flow'r he gave :

Calm be her sleep ! may the tall grass wave lightly To bloom more sweetly on that shore

Above the meek bosom that bless'd us of yore ; Where I shall meet my fair-haired boy,

Like a bird, it has found out a region more brightly | Where sorrow cannot reach us more,

To nestle its pinion, but glad us no more Nor damp the fulness of our joy!
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From the New Monthly Magazine.

MAN A Microcosm.

“It is worthy of remark,” says Vico (in the

“Scienza Nuova”). “that in all languages, the

greater part of the expressions relative to inani

mate things are either derived by metaphor from

different parts of the human body, or from hu

man sentiments and passions. Hence the word

head for summit or commencement—mouth for

any opening—the teeth of a plough, of a rake,

of a saw, of a comb—a tongue of land—the

gorge of a mountain—a handful for a small

number—the arm of a river—the heart for the

centre-—the veins of a mine—the bowels of the

earth—the flesh of a ſruit—the whistling of the

wind—the murmur of the waves-—the groaning

of any object beneath a great weight.”

The Romans used the phrases “sitire agros,

laborare fructus, luxuriari segetes:” and the

Italians say, “andar in amore le piante, andar

in pazzia le viti--lagrimare gli orni;” while

they apply to inanimate objects the words,

“fronte, spalle, occhi, barbe, collo, gamba,

piede, pianta.”

We have already said that ignorant man takes

himself for the rule of the universe: in the above

examples, he makes an entire world of himselſ.

Man, in fact, transforms himself into all objects

both by intelligence, and by the want of intelli

gence; and perhaps the second axiom is more

true than the first, since in the exercise of his

understanding he stretches his mind to reach

and embrace objects; whereas, in the privation

of intelligence, he makes all these objects out of

himself.

Hence the received notion that man is a mi

crocosm or little world, and that the body na

tural may be compared to the body politic. Nor

have we been content with fashioning an outward

world from our inward one ; but as God made

man in his own image, so have certain ſanatical

men presumed to create a Deity after their own

ſorm and ſashion, which is generally the worst

they could have selected. Every one is more

or less a little world to himself; and in this fu

sion, or confusion of the outward and visible

with the inward and spiritual, most people are

apt to identify themselves with external objects,

especially if they bear reference to their own

immediate habits, callings, or productions; a

natural tendency which receives illustration from

the beggar, recorded by Matthews, who hobbled

about the streets, exclaiming,

“Please to buy a penn'orth of matches of a

poor old man all made of dry wood.”

File:AS.

A chatterbox ran about the town of Bath,

warning his friends against ever sleeping at the

Golden Lion, where he had been most griev

ously bitten by fleas. -

“You remind me,” said one of the parties

thus addressed, “of the punishment threatened

by Horace to the man who should attack him,

“Fle-bit, et insignis totă cantabitur urbe.”

When the late Lord Erskine, then going the

circuit, was asked by his landlord how he had

slept, he replied,

“ Union is strength, a fact of which some of

your inmates seem to be unaware; for had the

fleas been unanimous last night, they might have

pushed me out of bed.”

“Fleas!” exclaimed Boniface, affecting great

astonishment, “I was not aware that I had a

single one in the house.”

“I don't believe you have,” retorted his lord

ship, “they are all married, and have uncom

monly large families.”

state pyramids.

“It may be taken as a governing principle in

all civil relations, that the strong and the rich

will continue to grow stronger and richer, and

the feeble and the poor more weak and impov

erished, until the first become unfit to rule, or

the last unable any longer to endure. This is

the secret of the downſall of all states that have

crumbled beneath their own abuses, and hence

the necessity of widening the foundations of so

ciety, according to the increased weight that

they are required to support. A pyramid, sur

mounted with a statue, whether crowned or not,

should be the emblem of a commonwealth.”

Despotic states resemble a pyramid reversed,

which the weakest assault may topple down:

and few things are more weak, notwithstanding

its apparent strength, than absolute power. It

has no supporters, no deſence—for the tyrant is

ever without friends—and he who has no law

for others, cannot expect any for himself. Hence

the tyrannicide among the ancients was always

honored as a patriot. The modern civilized

world is perhaps less governed by constitutions

and ministers than by public opinion, which a

ſree press, where it exists, soon elevates into a

species of omnipotence. If thereſore, there be

any truth in the dictum that the voir populi is

the vor Dei, the enlightened European states,

so far as they are self-governed, are religiously

governed, and approximate to the condition of

the Jewish theocracy before the time of Saul.

hope.

Hope is like a poplar beside a river—under

mined by that which feeds it—or like a butterfly,

crushed by being caught—or like a fox-chase,

of which the pleasure is in the pursuit—or like

revenge, which is generally converted into dis

appointinent or remorse as soon as it is accom

plished—or like a will-o'-the-wisp, in running

after which, through pools and puddles, you are

not likely to catch any thing—but a jū.

A PUZZLiNG QUESTION.

Rousseau askshis humane, moral,and enlight

ened reader, what he would do if he could en

rich himself, without moving from Paris, by

signing the death-warrant of an innocent old

Mandarin of China 2 A conscientious French

man might urge that we have no right to do

wrong in order that good may come of it; but

he would at the same time moot the question,

whether it be wrong to put an old Mandarin out

of his misery, taking it !. granted, that he must
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be in a wretched state of health from the inor

dinate use of opium, supplied to him by the un

feeling and unprincipled English. And the

pious Gaul would further argue, that, though it

would be scandalous to procure the death of a

fellow-creature to enrich himself, he was bound,

as a father, to consult the interests of his chil

dren; whereupon a tear of parental love would

start into his eye, and he would sign the death

warrant with a sentimental ejaculation.

Had the same question been propounded to a

plain English John Bull, during the late war

with the Celestial Empire, he would probably

exclaim,

“What! have I not always been taught to

make money—honestly if I could—but at all

events to make money—and are not the Chinese

our enemies, whom we are bound to destroy by

every means in our power ?”

“True,” might be rejoined; “but this poor

old Mandarin is a non-combatant; he has never

done you any harm, and it would hardly be in

conformity with the laws of religion and human

ity to put him to death for nothing.”

“But,” retorts John Bull, “it would be in per

ſect conformity with the laws of war. Besides,

I don’t put him to death ſor nothing. I should

scorn such a mean and cruel act—I do it to en

rich myself. Had I been but a physician, I

might have done the same towards scores of my

fellow-country men, only the warrant would have

been written in Latin--so give me the pen.”

Let us suppose one of that daily-increasing

class, the Doctor Cantwells, to be placed in the

same predicament.

“Though we are at war with the Chinese,”

would he meekly remark, “no consideration

should induce me to sign this poor man's death

warrant, especially for my own interest, for we

are commanded to forgive our enemies. But

we are nowhere commanded to forgive the ene

mics of the Lord ; and as this miserable sinner

is a heathen, and it may be for the interest of

the true religion that he should be swept from

the face of the earth, I deem it my bounden duty,

however painful to my feelings, to give my hum

ble subscription to this heavenly order.” -

Which having done, and invested the blood

money in land or government securities, he

would make donations to italſ a dozen charitable

or religious societies, would call (in his own

carriage) upon some polemical Boanerges, and

iſ, as they drove towards Exeter Hall, the

chanced to pass some good and kind-hearted,

and really religious man who was no pharisee,

our Doctor Cantwell would turn to his compa

nion, and exclaim with a look and a sneer of

sanctimony--

“I thank God that I am not as yonder pub

lican.”

Let us imagine the same startling question

submitted to the decision of a poor devil of an

author.

“How—what!” he would exclaim—“get sud

denly rich by my own writing, and none of the

money to go to the publisher ? Done—done

Where's the pen and ink, where's the paper ?

As to the Mandarin, he need not shake his gory

locks at me. The day of his death shall be the

happiest of his life, for I'll write his Epicedium,

and immortalize him by publishing it in the New

Monthly Magazine.

To-DAY :-A HiNt for A SermON.

Marvellous are the statements put forth by

calculators as to what four farthings would by

this time have accomplished, had they been

placed out at compound interest at the birth of

Christ. Were such a penny-turning penny in

existence, and able to tell its own tale, it would

Make his chronicle as rich with prize,

As is the oozy bottom of the sea,

With sunken wreck and sumless treasuries.

A rolling stone, we are told, gathers no moss,

and in the case of Sysiphus, we knowthe assertion

to be true; but this ever-turning penny, if Cocker

be trustworthy, would, at this our present Anno

Domini, almost suffice to purchase our habitable

globe, even were it composed “ of one entire

and perfect chrysolite”—a fact of which I have

no more doubt, than had Pitt of the efficacy of

his sinking fund to annihilate the national debt

in a few years : . But although we have no me

tallic evidence of the miracles that may be ac

complished by the accumulation of money, we

have present and tangible proof of the wonders

that may be wrought by the aggregation of
Time; for that most marvellous of all prodigies

To-day—is the astounding result of the one sin

gle day of the Creation, with its compound in

terest for six thousand years.

This most imperial To-DAY, therefore, is seat

ed on the throne built up by two million one

hundred-and-ninety thousand days, and makes

its footstool of twenty-four times as many hours!

Acting as the faithful subjects and indefatigable

subjects of To-DAY, the countless myriads of the

past generations have exterminated monsters,

diminished the races of wild beasts and savages,

have advanced civilization, improved the ſertil

ity of the earth, conquered the elements, and

ministered in ten thousand different ways to the

physical security, comfort, and happiness of their

living successors.

And yet all that God has done for man, and

man for himself in a material sense, during these

six thousand years, fades into insignificance

compared with the inappreciable moral legacies

which the past has bequeathed to the present.

All the wisdom, experience, investigation, dis

coveries, inventions, improvements, of sixty cen

turies, each adding by compound interest to the

treasures it had inherited, are the ſree, absolute,

inalienable property of To-DAy—not entailed to

any individual heir–not restricted to any favor

ed class, but scattering their precious benefits

by the diffusion of intelligence in all directions,

upon the poor as well as the rich, the peasant

as well as the prince. Truly, all those who by

living To-DAY have become the heirs of the

ast, have succeeded to a splendid patrimony .

et their gratitude be proportioned to their good

fortune, especially when they reflect that they

pay no legacy-duty nor income-tax on this mag

nificent bequest.

And yet their destiny and position are much

less majestical as children of º: past, than as the

parents of the future; for they have only six
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thousand years behind, but an eternity before

them. And if riches have their duties as well

as privileges, what an awful responsibility is

entailed upon the generation inheriting all the

moral wealth thati. been accumulating since

the creation “The child's the father of the

man,” and the comparatively young world of
To-day, will transmit its character to the adult

world of another day. Can there be a more co

gent motive for improving the moral estate we

have inherited, so that our legacy to posterity

may exceed that which was bequeathed to us

by antiquity, and that the incalculable numbers

who are to come after us, may not have reason

to reproach their ancestors ? Let no living man

finally pass away, without having endeavored

to deposit upon the altar of human advance

ment, an offering suitable to his means and op

portunities. As his efforts towards this great

and glorious consummation will best embalm

his memory among his fellow-mortals, so may

he humbly hope that they will form his surest

passport to a blissful immortality.

how to FIND the philosopher's stone.

When Hobbes the philosopher was lying on

his deathbed, and consulted as to what inscrip

tion was to be placed on his tombstone, he re

plied, with a smile, “The Philosopher's Stone.”

Holt, speaking of the wonderful increase and

riches of commercial cities, says,

“This is the true Philosopher's Stone, so

much sought after in former ages, the discovery

of which has been reserved to genius when stu

dying to improve the mechanic arts. Hence a

pound of raw materials is converted into stuffs

of fifty times its original value. And the metals

too are not indeed transmuted into gold—they

are more: for the labor of man has been ena.

bled to work the baser metal by the ingenuity

of art, so as to become worth many times more

than its weight in gold.”

A NEW sonG to the old Tun E.

I.

'Tis true his lips had never

Breathed of love, except in sighs;
But he courted me for ever

With his fond and wooing eyes.

A lover's suit he tender'd,

Though he gave it not a name,

And the heart was soon surrender'd

Which I thought he meant to claim.

That heart as soon was broken

When his fickleness was proved;

But never be it spoken,

In reproach of him I loved.

Say nothing to distress him,

Only tell him, that in death

I fondly sigh'd—God bless him

With my last forgiving breath.

MANUFACTUrers.

The ambition of excelling all the world in our

manufactures sounds in the first instance very

much like the

Meanness that soars, and pride that licks the dust;

for what is it, in point of fact, but the glory of

doing all the drudgery and dirty work for the

rest of our species, of being cosmopolitan “hew

ers of wood and drawers of water,” not to say

catholic scavengers and nightmen 2 We boast

of being the freest nation in the world, yet we

voluntarily make ourselves the slaves of the

most slavish that will give us orders—for our

manufactures. We are a people of unemanci

pated white negroes.

Does any ask what we have gained by thus

rendering ourselves the slaves of the whole

world ! We have become masters of the whole

world ! We have literally stooped to conquer.

Commerce, an ever-propitious impersonation of

both Neptune and Mars, has given us the com

mand of the sea, which, in the present depend

ence of nations upon each other, includes, to a

certain extent, the dominion of the land. We

have not “beat our swords into ploughshares,

and our spears into pruning-hooks,” that so we

might become a judge over the nations; but on

the contrary, conquering by the instruments of

eace, we have made lances of our shuttles,

attering-rams of our steam-engines, and bran

dishing the manufacturer's hammer, we have

first wielded it, like that of Thor, to knock down

our enemies; and secondly, like that of the auc

tioneer, to knock down our goods to the best

bidder.

in Medio tuTissinius ibis.

The average standard, whether of body or

mind, is the best adapted to the wear and tear

of life. Tall men must often stoop, if they wish

to avoid knocking their heads—short ones must

stand on tiptoe iſ they desire to see as much as

their neighbors. Great intellects are ever ex

posed to injury by knocking against the angles

of some narrow prejudice,—little ones are liable

to be squeezed or trampled upon by their larger

minded fellow-mortals. “Even if you think like

the wise,” says Roger Ascham, “you should

speak like the common people.”

Distinguished talent excites envy—mediocrity

throws nobody into the shade, and therefore ap

peals to the sympathies of every body. Horace,

indeed, maintains—

Mediocribus esse poetis

Non homines, non dii, non concessere columnae.

But critics have granted it, for I myself have

been more than once lauded as if I had written

like Wordsworth or Bulwer. And why? Be

cause the praise of mediocrity is the surest way

to annoy the higher order of merit.

AURIFERous SAND.—At a late meeting of the

Academy of Sciences, a communication from Prince

Demidoff was made, on the rapid extension of the

extraction of gold from the auriferous sands of the

Russian Empire. The prince states that those of

Siberia alone yielded in 1842 more than 10,000 kilo

grammes of gold, representing the value of fifteen

million of francs. It will be remembered that a

mass of gold, weighing 35 kilogrammes, and worth

120,000 francs, was found in Siberia last year.

Court Journal.
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OLIVER CROMWELL’S LETTERS TO HIS

FAMILY.

From the Christian Observer.

In your Review last month of Mr. Rob.

erts's Collection of Letters, you observe

that private confidential letters are often

among the best exponents of dark passages

of history; as showing the characters of

men, and the secret springs of action. I

am reminded, by this remark, to inquire

how far the letters of Oliver Cromwell to

his family may be considered as illustrating

his real feelings and opinions. His public

letters have been generally regarded as so

deeply tinctured with hypocrisy, in order

to promote his purposes of ambition, that

it is impossible to say what portions of

them, or whether any, express his genuine

sentiments in matters of religion. His

character, view it how we may, is singu

larly paradoxical; but I cannot think he

was altogether acting a part. He had been

early conversant with Scriptural truth, and

his conscience reproached him with not

living up to his convictions. The religious

phraseology which he adopted was the cus

tomary language of the Puritans, among

whom he was educated, being partly de

rived from the words of Holy Writ, but

mixed up with quaint phrases, which gave

it a motley character. His customary use

of it tells not much either way in regard to

his real character or opinions; for he might

employ it from habit, or intentionally and

conscientiously, or as a cloak of hypocrisy.

Upon recently perusing the mass of docu

ments in the forgotten—and never much

known—heavy quarto volume of his Me

moirs, “illustrated by original letters and

other family papers,” by the late Oliver

Cromwell, one of his descendants, it seemed

to me difficult to believe that he could, from

first to last, in private as well as public, and

during a long series of years, have been

habitually dissembling. His inconsisten

cles and crimes must, I think, be accounted

for upon some other principle. It may not

be uninteresting to your readers to peruse

a few of his letters to his relatives, espe.

cially his children, some of them copied by

his descendant from the originals in the

possession of the family. These letters

place him in a different light to that in

which he is generally represented in the

historic page; but instead of clearing up

the anomalies of his life, they render them

the more inexplicable; unless upon the hy

pothesis that he knew and approved what

was right, and wished to impress it upon

his children, though he did not follow it up

in his own conduct.

The first letter I will quote is one to his

cousin, Mrs. St. Johns, dated from Ely, Oc

tober 13, 1638:

DEAR Cousin—I thankfully acknowledge

your love in your kind remembrance of me upon

this opportunity. Alas! you do too highly prize

my lines and my company. I may be ashamed

to own your expressions, considering how un

º I am, and the mean improvement of

my talent. Yet, to honor my God by declaring

what he hath done for my soul, in this I am con

fident, and I will be so. Truly then, this I find,

that he giveth springs in a dry and barren wil

derness, where no water is. I live (you know

where) in Meseck, which they say signifies pro

longing; in Kedar, which signifies blackness;

yet the Lord forsaketh me not. Though He do

prolong, yet He will (I trust) bring me to his

tabernacle, to his resting-place. My soul is with

the congregation of the first-born; my body rests

in hope; and, if here I may honor my God, either

by doing or suffering, I shall be most glad.

Truly no poor creature hath more cause to put

forth himself in the cause of his God than I. I

have had plentiful wages beforehand; and I am

sure I shall never earn the least mite. The

Lord accept me in his Son, and give me to walk

in the light; and give us to walk in the light, as

He is in the light: He it is that enlighteneth our

blackness, our darkness. I dare not say He hideth

His face from me, He giveth me to see light in

His light. One beam in a dark place hath ex

ceeding much refreshment in it; blessed be His

name for shining upon so dark a heart as mine.

You know what manner of life mine hath been.

Oh! I lived in and loved darkness, and hated

the light. I was a chief, the chief of sinners.

This is true: I hated Godliness, yet God had

mercy on me. O the riches of His mercy! praise

Him for me, pray for me, that He who hath be

gun a good work, would perfect it to the day of

Christ. Salute all my good friends in that fam

ily whereof you are yet a member. I am much

bound unto them for their love; I bless the Lord

for then, and that my son, by their procurement,

is so well. Let him have your prayers, your

counsel: let me have them.

Salute your husband and sister from me: he

is not a man of his word; he promised to write

about Mr. Wrath, of Epping, but as yet I re

ceived no letters: put him in mind to do what

with conveniency may be done for the poor cou

sin I did solicit him about. Once more ſarewell;

the Lord be with you; so prayeth

Your truly loving cousin,

Oliver CroMwell.

My wiſe's service and love presented to all her

friends.

The following letter to his wife is from

the original in the Harleian collection in

the British Museum. It is dated Edinburgh,

May 3, 1651:

MY DEAREst—I could not satisfy myself to

omit this post, although I have not much to

write; yet indeed I love to write to my dear,
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who is very much in my heart. It joys me to

hear thy soul prospereth; the Lord increase his

favors to thee more and more. The great good

thy soul can wish is, that the Lord lift upon thee

the light of His countenance, which is better

than life. The Lord bless all thy good counsel

and example to those about thee, and hear all

thy prayers, and accept thee always. I am glad

to hear thy son and daughter are with thee. I

hope thou wilt have some good opportunity of

good advice to him. Present my duty to my

mother; my love to all the family. Still pray

for thine O. CroM well.

The following is addressed to Mr. Major,

whose daughter had married Cromwell's

son. It is taken from a copy in the posses.

sion of the Cromwell family. The date is

Newbury, July 27, 1649:

I hear my son hath exceeded his allowance,

and is in debt: truly I cannot commend him

therein; wisdom requiring his living within

compass, and calling for it at his hands; and in

my judgment the reputation arising from thence

would have been more real honor than what is

attained the other way. I believe vain men will

speak well of him that does ill. I desire to be

understood, that I grudge him not laudable re

creations, nor an honorable carriage of himself

in them; nor is any matter of charge likely to

fall to my share, or stick with me. Truly, I can

find in my heart to allow him. not only a suffi

ciency, but more, for his good; but iſ pleasure

and self-satisfaction be made the business of a

tnan's life, so much cost laid out upon it, so much

time spent in it, as rather answers appetite than

the will of God, or is comely before his saints, I

scruple to feed this hunor; and God forbid that

his being my son should be his allowance to live

not pleasingly to our Heavenly Father, who hath

raised me out of the dust to what I am. I desire

your faithfulness (he being also your concern

ment as well as mine) to advise Jaim to approve

himself to the Lord in his course of life, and to

search his statutes for a rule to conscience, and

to seek grace from Christ to enable him to walk

therein. This hath life in it, and will come to

somewhat; what is a poor creature without this?

This will not abridge of lawful pleasures, but

teach such a use of them as will have the peace

of a good conscience going along with it. Sir, I

write what is in my heart; I pray you commu

nicate my mind herein to my son, and be his re

membrancer in these things. Truly, I love him;

he is dear to me, so is his wife; and for their

sakes do I thus write. They shall not want coin

fort nor encouragement from me, so far as I may

afford it; but indeed I cannot think I do well to

feed a voluptuous humor in my son, if he should

make pleasures the business of his life, in a time

when some precious saints are bleeding and

breathing out their last for the good and safety

of the rest. Memorable is the speech of Urijah

to David, 2 Chron. xi.

Sir, I beseech you believe I here say not this

to save my purse, for I shall willingly do what

is convenient to satisfy his occasions, as I have

opportunity; but as I pray he may not walk in a

course not pleasing to the Lord, so think it lieth

upon me to give him (in love) the best council I

may ; and know not how better to convey it to

him than by so good a hand as yours.

Sir, I pray you acquaint him with these

thoughts of mine; and remember my love to my

daughter, for whose sake I shall be induced to do

any reasonable thing. I pray for her happy de

liverance, frequently and earnestly.

The next letter is one from Cromwell to

his daughter Ireton, from the original in the

British Museum. The date is London, Oc

tober 25, 1646:

DEAR DAUGHTER.—I write not to thy hus

band, partly to avoid trouble, for one line of

mine begets many of his, which I doubt not

makes him sit up too late; partly because I am

myself indisposed at this time, having some oth

er considerations. Your friends at Ely are well;

your sister Claypole is (I trust in mercy) exer

cised with some perplexed thoughts: she sees

her own vanity and carnal mind, bewailing it;

she seeks after (as I hope also) that which will

satisfy, and thus to be a seeker is to be of the

best sect next a finder; and such a one shall

every faithful humble seeker be at the end.

Happy seeker, happy finder. Who ever tasted

that the Lord is gracious, without some sense

of self-vanity and badness? Who ever tasted

that graciousness of His and could go less in

desire, and less than pressing after full enjoy

ment 7 Dear heart, press on ; let not husband,

let not any thing, ..., affections after Christ.

I hope he will be an occasion to inflame them.

That which is best worthy of love in thy hus:

band, is that of the image of Christ he bears:

look on that and love it best, and all the rest for

that. I pray for thee and him; do so for me,

My service and dear affections to the General

and Generaless. ... I hear she is very kind to

thee; it adds to all other obligations. My love

to all. I am thy dear father,

Oliver CRoxiwell.

The following is a copy of another ori

ginal letter in the possession of the ſamily,

dated August 13, 1649, and adressed, “For

my beloved daughter Dorothy Cromwell

(Richard Cromwell's wife), at Horslye,

these :”

MY DEAR DAUGHTER,-Your letter was very

welcome to me; I like to see any thing from

your hand, because indeed I stick not to say I

do entirely love you; and therefore I hope a

word of advice will not be unwelcome or unac

ceptable to thee. I desire you both to make it

above all things your business to seek the Lord:

to be frequently calling upon him that he would

manifest himself to you in his Son, and be lis

tening what returns he makes to you; for he

will be speaking in your ear and in your heart

if you attend thereunto. I desire you to pro

voke your husband likewise thereunto. As for

the pleasures of this life and outward business,

let that be upon the by: be above all these

things by ill in Christ, and then you shall

have the true use and comfort of them, and not

otherwise. I have much satisfaction in hope

your spirit is this way set; and I desire you may
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grow in grace and in the knowledge of our Lord

and Saviour Jesus Christ, and that I may hear

thereof. The Lord is very near, which we see

by his wonderful works; and therefore he looks

that we of this generation draw near him. This

late great mercy in Ireland is a great manifes

tation thereof. Your husband will acquaint you

with it. We should be much stirred up in our

spirits to thankfulness. We need much the

Spirit of Christ to enable us to praise God for

so admirable a mercy. The Lord bless thee,

my dear daughter. I rest, thy loving father,

O, CRoMwell.

The following letter also is transcribed

from the original among the family papers.

It is to his son Richard, under the date of

Carrick, 2d of April, 1650:

Dick CroMwell,—I take your letters kindly.

I like expressions when they come plainly from

the heart, and are not strained nor affected. I

am persuaded it is the Lord's mercy to place

.." where you are: I wish you may own it, and

e thankful, ſulfilling all relations to the glory

of God. Seek the Lord and his ſace continu

ally; let this be the business of your life and

strength, and let all things be subservient and

in order to this. You cannot find, nor behold,

the face of God but in Christ; therefore labor

to know God in Christ, which the Scripture

makes to be the sum of all, even life eternal.

Because the true knowledge is not literal or

speculative, but inward, transforming the mind

to it, it is uniting to, and participating of the

Divine nature (2 Peter i. 4). It is such a know

ledge as Paul speaks of Philip. iii. 8, 9, 10.

How little of this knowledge of Christ is there

among us. My weak prayers shall be for you.

Take heed of an unactive vain spirit. Recre

ate yourself with Sir Walter Raleigh's History;

it is a body of history, and will add more to your

understanding than fragments of story. Intend

to understand the estate I have settled ; it is

your concernment to know it all, and how it

stands. I have heretofore suffered much by too

much trusting others. I know my brother Ma

jor will be helpful to you in all this. You will,

perhaps, think I need not advise you to love

your wife. The Lord teach you how to do it,

or else it will be done ill-favoredly. Though

marriage be no instituted sacrament, yet this

union aptly resembles Christ and his Church.

If you can truly love your wife, what doth

Christ bear to his Church, and every poor soul

therein, who gave himself for it and to it?

Commend me to your wiſe: tell her I entirely

love her, and rejoice in the goodness of the

Lord to her. I wish her every way fruitful. I

thank her for her loving letter. ‘ I have present

ed my love to my sister and cousin Anne, etc.,

in my letter to my brother Major. I would not

have him alter his affairs because of my debt [his

debt to me]. My purse is as his. My present

thoughts are but to lodge such a sum ſor my

two little girls. It is in his hand as well as any

where. I shall not be wanting to accommodate

him to his mind. I would not have him solicit

ous. Dick, the Lord bless you every way.

I rest, your loving father, O. Cromwell.

I cannot believe that these Christian and

tenderly affectionate letters to his own

family could have been a tissue of false

hood and hypocrisy. Assuredly Cromwell

understood Scriptural truth, and inculcated

it upon his children; and such letters as

these would seem to indicate that he him

self often felt much of its power; but the

greater his guilt that he did not act accord

ing to his professions. F. H.

THE CONVALESCENT.

By Mrs. AbdY.

From the Metropolitan.

Thou hast quitted the feverish couch of pain,

Thou art breathing the fresh free air again,

Thou hast bent thy way through the primrose glade

To the wildwood's deep and leaſy shade,

Where, beneath thy slow and lingering tread,

The clustering cool green moss is spread,

Where the song-birds pour their tuneful lay,

And the silvery fountains softly play.

Dost thou not joy to exchange the gloom

Of the shaded blinds, and the curtained room

For the gladdening breezes, the sun's bright beams,

The waving blossoms, and glittering streams ?

Dost thou not joy, in reviving health,

To gaze upon Nature's lavish wealth,

The rushing waters, and flowery land,

Decked for thy sake by thy Maker's hand 2

And does not thy heart at this moment thrill

With thoughts more tender, more grateful still 2

Dost thou not yet on the chamber dwell,

Where awhile Death's darkening shadows fell,

When thy manly strength was quelled and fled,

And friends stood mournfully round thy bed,

Wailing that thou, in thy youthful bloom,

Must be gathered soon to the dreary tomb 2

Then did not a secret voice within

Tell thee to weep o'er each former sin

And didst thou not wish thy days renewed,

To walk henceforth with the wise and good 2

Oh! now, while within thy languid veins

Some trace of the suffering past remains,

Think of the world, and its pomp and power,

As thou didst in that sad and trying hour.

The woods and the fields that meet thy gaze

Thou deem'st more bright than in former days ;

So may earth's course appear to thee

More fair than it seemed in thy frolic glee ;

Shun its broad highways—in peace pursue

The narrow path that is sought by few,

And give to the Lord, in faith and prayer,

The life that he graciously deigned to spare.

Morussil RAIN.—A strange yellow liquid has

rained lately at Futtehpose, Sicree. The matter

adhered to the fingers when touched, and dyed the

ground where it fell.—Indian Journal.

The widow of the late lamented Bishop Heber

has again married. Her husband is a French Roman

Catholic gentleman.—Morning Post.
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ARAGO’S LIFE OF HERSCHEL.

From the Foreign Quarterly Review.

.Analyse historique et Critique de la Vie et des

Travava de Sir William Herschel. (His

torical and Critical Analysis of the Life

and Labors of Sir William Herschel)

Par M. ARAGo. Paris: in the “Annuaire

du Bureau des Longitudes” of 1842.

There is nothing more wonderful in the

history of the human mind than the per

ſection already attained by astronomy.

We are in many respects better acquainted

with the constitution and laws of the re

mote parts of the universe, than with those

of the elements in which we are actually

involved, and with which we are intimately

connected. In this branch of knowledge

we see to what a height science may be

reared, when the results of patient observa.

tion are joined together with mathematical

recision and on a mathematical foundation.

f modern learning were swept away by a

barbarous deluge, a few fragments only

surviving the general wreck, we know of

no volume more likely to excite the admi

ration of future ages than the “Nautical

Almanac :” for it does not consist of that

which forms, as Hamlet justly remarked,

the staple material of most books, “words,

words, words;” but, in the accurate lan

guage of figures, applies a profound know

ledge of all the movements of the heavenly

bodies to the practical service of man’s

boldest undertaking—the navigation of the

wide ocean. The successful cultivators of

this sublime study, therefore, are entitled

to a foremost rank among the votaries of

science, and, in the estimation of M. Arago

(than whom there is no one more compe

tent to decide on such a question), Sir Wil

liam Herschel deserves to be considered

one of the greatest astronomers of any age

or country.

This extraordinary man was born in Han

over, the 15th of November, 1738. Of his

family there is but little known, although

public curiosity has of course busily inquir

ed after the origin of one so illustrious.

His great-grandfather, Abraham Herschel,

was driven, it is said, from Moravia" on ac

count of his attachment to the Protestant

creed. His son Isaac was a farmer in the

neighborhood of Leipsic, whence Jacob

Herschel, Isaac's eldest son, afterwards re

moved to Hanover, renouncing agriculture

* “Il demeurait à Mahren, d'où il fut expulsé,”

says M. Arago, who seems not to be aware that

Mahren, or properly Mehren, is the German corrup

tion of Moravia, or Morawa, which name is of Sla

vonic origin.

for the profession of music. Jacob was an

amiable, clever man, and a good musician,

but his means were unequal to the complete

education of a family of ten children, all of

whom, however, six boys and four girls, ac

quired from him some proficiency in his

own art. William, the third son, manifested

in his early years great capabilities of mind;

he learned the French language, and in

studying the German philosophy of that

time, acquired a taste for metaphysics

which never afterwards forsook him.

In 1759 William Herschel, then twenty

one years of age, came to England, follow

ing in the traces of his eldest brother Jacob.

For two years he maintained a painful strug

gle with adverse circumstances, till at length

Lord Darlington engaged him as teacher

of the band of a regiment, at that time

stationed in, or perhaps raising, in the north

The young man's abilities now developed

themselves, and in the course of 1765 he

was elected organist at Halifax. The lei

sure, and comparatively abundant means,

which this elevation procured him, he em

ployed in self-instruction. He taught him

self Italian, Latin, and even a little Greek;

but it says still more for his perseverance,

that he thoroughly studied Smith’s “Har

monics,” or the Philosophy of Music, a

profound and difficult work, which presumes

in the student a considerable knowledge of

geometry and algebra.

Respecting Herschel's election to the

post of organist at Halifax, a story is rela

ted, which, though we are unable to vouch

for its authenticity, yet has so characteris

tic an air, and displays so advantageously

the frankness, courage, and well-grounded

self-confidence of the young musician, that

we cannot help suspecting it to be partially

founded on fact, and as such, shall here re

late it. It is said that when the time of the

election was near at hand, two gentlemen,

known to have great weight with the elect

ing body, were addressed, while walking in

the nave of the church, by the young Han

overian, who was a stranger to them, and

who, in begging their suffrages, acknow

ledged that he had never played the organ

(Herschel's instrument was, we believe, the

hautboy), but added, that his musical attain

ments were such as would justify his hope

of attaining the requisite skill on that in

strument in a very short time. The gen:

tlemen thus accosted were Joah Bates (well

known to all collectors of musical and lite

rary anecdote), and his brother, and they

were so well satisfied with the proofs which

the stranger gave them of his ability, that

they lent him their influence and secured
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his election. Although we suppose this

story to be in the main untrue, it has the

merit of suggesting a very important and

probable conjecture, which is, that Her

schel, during his sojourn in Halifax, had the

good fortune to be thrown into the compa

ny of able and educated men, who took an

interest in him from their love of music;

yet were not musicians of that class who

have “Nothing but a solo in their heads,”

but rather philosophers who know the util

ity of music in keeping alive the imagin

ative faculties, in maintaining the elasticity

of the mind, and averting that intellectual

rigidity which so often ensues from long

continuance in undiverted habits of thought.

The following year (1766) Herschel ob

tained the appointinent of organist in the

Octagon Chapel, Bath, a more lucrative

situation than that which he filled in Hali

fax. So rapid an advancement shows

that his superior talents were already re

cognised. He was now in the midst of

fashionable society, constantly occupied

with the arrangements of concerts and ora

torios, or with the numerous pupils whom

his patrons forced upon him. Here his

biographer remarks:

“One can hardly conceive how, in the midst

of so much business and distracting variety of

calls, Herschel was able to continue the studies,

which even in Halifax had required of him a

strength of will, a steadfastness and grasp of

intellect much above the common. We have

already seen that it was music which led Her.

schel to mathematics; mathematics, in turn, led

him to optics, the first and amplest source of his

celebrity. The hour at length came when the

{. musician was to proceed from theoretic

nowledge to its application with an extreme

boldness and brilliant success, which cannot fail

to excite astonishment.”

We may here hazard a natural conjecture

respecting the course of Herschel's early

studies. Music conducted him to mathe

matics, or in other words, impelled him to

study Smith’s “Harmonics.” Now, this

Robert Smith (a cousin of the celebrated

Cotes, and his successor at Cambridge in

the chair of natural philosophy) was also

author of “A Complete System of Optics,”

a masterly work which, notwithstanding

the rapid growth of that branch of science,

is not yet wholly superseded. It seems to

us not unlikely then, that Herschel, study.

ing the “Harmonics,” conceived a rever

ence for the author, who was at that time

still living, so that from the Philosophy of

Music he passed to the Optics, the work on

which Smith's great reputation chiefly rest

ed; and thus undesignedly prepared him

self for the career on which he was shortly

about to enter with so much glory.

A reflecting telescope, two feet long,

happened to fall into the hands of Herschel,

at Bath. With it he saw countless stars in

the heavens, the existence of which he had

previously not even suspected. A new

creation seemed to open on him. He was

transported with delight and enthusiasm,

and immediately wrote to London for an

instrument of similar construction, but of

greater size. The price of the desired in

strument, however, was much beyond his

means. Inflamed rather than cooled by the

disappointment, he resolved that if he could

not buy a powerful telescope he would make

one. From this day forward the organist

of the Octagon chapel devoted all his leisure

and his energies to the making of Metallic

specula. He made experiments to ascertain

the best composition of the metal, the best

form of the mirror, and the best mode of

polishing it. He labored with an enthusi

asm which took no heed of difficulties.

The scale of his operations is hardly credi

ble. He made no fewer than two hundred

metallic mirrors of seven feet focus, a hun

dred and fifty of ten feet, and about eighty

of twenty feet focus. While polishing the

mirrors, he never desisted from his task,

not even to take food, till the whole was

completed, though this implies the continu

ed labor of ten, twelve, even fourteen hours.

Such ardor and intelligence could not fail of

success. In 1774. Herschel had the happi

ness of surveying the heavens with a tele

scope of five feet focal length, made wholly

by himself; but he afterwards went on to

instruments of ten and even twenty feet

focus. The captious world was of course

disposed to ridicule these gigantic prepara

tions of the star-gazing musician; but a

lucky hit raised him at once in the general

estimation to the rank of an astronomer.

On the 13th of March, 1781, he discovered

a new planet on the furthest confines of the

solar system. George III., in compliment

to whom the new discovery was named the

Georgium Sidus, “and who,” says M. Ara

go, “ had a great leaning to men and things

of Hanoverian origin,” showered on the

self-taught astronomer the most substantial

favors. He assigned him a pension of three

hundred guineas a year and a residence

near ºff. first at Clay Hall, and after

wards at Slough.

“The expectations of George III.,” adds M.

Arago, “have been completely realized. One

may, ſearlessly say of the garden and little

dwelling at Slough, that it is the spot in the

world in which the greatest number of discove
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ries have been made. The name of the village

will never perish; science will scrupulously

hand it down to the latest posterity.”

Herschel was now released from profes

sional engagements, and at liberty to de

vote himself wholly to astronomy. It must

not be supposed that his good fortune was

wholly attributable to his discovery of the

new planet. That discovery, in itself suffi

cient to confer distinction on an ordinary

astronomer, served chiefly in his case to

call attention to the extreme boldness of

his genius evinced in the construction of his

telescopes. For even the intrepid resolu:

tion of Columbus to sail directly westward

across the unexplored ocean to India, is

not a more admirable example of enthusiasm

than the determination of the Bath organist

to outdo, by far, all that opticians or astron

omers had hitherto attempted in the means

of penetrating into space, and his perse

verance till he completely succeeded. The

making of reflecting telescopes became

after this a very lucrative branch, we be

lieve, of Herschel's occupations. His mode

of preparing the specula has never been

divulged. It was stated with much empha

sis, at the last meeting of the British Asso

ciation, that Lord Ross had attained such

skill in the treatment of metallic specula,

that he could dismount the mirror of his

large telescope, repolish and replace it the

same day. Now M. Arago, in the follow

ing extract from a letter written by Sir

John Herschel four years ago, furnishes us

with an example of still greater address.

“By following,” says Sir John, “my fa.

ther's rules minutely, and using his appa

ratus, I have succeeded, in a single day

and without the least assistance, in polish

ing completely three Newtonian mirrors of

nineteen inch aperture.”

The anecdotes of Herschel's life termi

nate with his removal to Slough. Hence

forward he devoted day and night to the

study of the heavens, or to perfecting the

means of observing them. The proofs of

his unwearied industry, and best record of

his labors, are to be seen in the sirty-nine

memoirs which he furnished to the “Phi

losophical Transactions” in the following

years; and which, his biographer remarks,

“constitute one of the principal treasures

of that celebrated collection.” We cannot

however think of recapitulating those vo

luminous records, in order to form an esti

mate of his scientific achievements: for

brevity sake we shall rather survey his la

bors systematically, under the guidance of

his able biographer, and omitting those

topics which are unimportant either in

themselves or as they affect his reputation.

The grandeur of Herschel's views, with

respect to instruments of observation, and

his dexterity in carrying those views into

effect, would alone have entitled him to

form an epoch in science. His telescopes

far surpassed in power those which had

preceded him; and in his mode of mount

ing them, so as to combine perfect firmness

with facility of movement, he showed him

self a consummate mechanician. Galileo,

when he discovered the satellites of Jupiter

and the phases of Venus, used instruments

magnifying ordinarily seven times, and

never exceeding thirty-two times. The

telescope with which Huygens discovered

the first satellite of Saturn, had a magnify

ing power not exceeding ninety-two. A

monster telescope made by Auzout, in the

latter half of the 17th century, which was

300 feet long (and therefore useless), mag

nified but six hundred times. Until the

means of achromatizing images formed by

refraction were discovered, it was vain to

think of employing high magnifying powers

in the eyeglass of a telescope. After the

invention indeed of achromatic lenses,

telescopes were easily made to obtain an

accession of power without any increase of

length. But notwithstanding this, the scien

tific world was not a little astonished, when

informed in 1782, that Herschel, with a re

flecting telescope seven feet long, had used

magnifying powers of 2000 and even 6000

times. “No one will be surprised,” ob.

serves M. Arago, “that people were slow

to believe in a magnifying power which

ought to show us the mountains of the

moon as Mont Blanc is seen from Mâcon,

Lyons, or even from Geneva.” The Royal

Society called for an explanation of the

mode in which the astronomer of Slough

ascertained the power of his instruments,

and he replied in a memoir which satisfied

the most skeptical, and firmly established

his reputation.

Soon after Herschel was settled at Slough

he conceived the design of erecting a tele

scope which should eclipse all his former

efforts, and show him not unworthy of the

royal munificence which had enabled him

to give his whole time to his favorite pur.

suits. He accordingly began his great

telescope which was finished in 1789. The

iron cylinder of this instrument was thirty

nine feet four inches in length, and four

feet ten inches wide. These colossal di.

mensions were still further amplified by

public report, and according to M. Aragº,

there were people who confounded the
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great telescope at Slough with the great

vat of Meux or Barclay. But the magnitude

of this instrument was not its only peculi.

arity; Herschel was too sagacious to let

slip an opportunity of making an improve

ment. In ordinary reflecting telescopes

there is, besides the speculum which re

ceives the rays from the object viewed, a

second mirror, the purpose of which is to

direct the rays to the eye of the spectator

From this second reflexion there necessari

ly ensues a great loss of light. This incon

venience Herschel averted by a method

equally bold and simple. The focal image

in his great telescope was formed near the

edge of the aperture, and the spectator,

looking down into the instrument with his

back to the heavens, viewed the image im

mediately without the aid of a second re

flexion. The obliquity of the axis of vision

in this arrangement, and the interposition

of the spectator's head, were, with so large

an instrument, of no importance. Thus,

owing to the simplicity of its construction,

as well as to its size, the great telescope

had a great superiority in the abundance of

its light.

Some have supposed, and even eminent

astronomers have stated, that the great

telescope at Slough proved useless; while

others imagine that Herschel never used

any other. Both these opinions are erro

neous. Herschel had recourse to the great

instrument for observations which required

much light. But he found that for ordinary

purposes the most manageable instruments

are the best. Besides, telescopes magnify

not merely real objects, but also all the

irregularities of the atmosphere, so that

the tremor of the image increases with the

power of the instrument.

“Herschel found that in England there are not

above a hundred hours in the course of a year.

during which observations can be made to any

urpose with a 39 feet telescope and a magniſy

ing power of 1000 times. . He thence concluded,

that in order to make, with his great telescope,

such a survey of the heavens that every point

of space would pass under review for an instant,

he should require 800 years'

lt ought to be here mentioned, as con

nected in some degree with the history of

the great telescope, that no individual ever

contributed more than Herschel to what

may be called the arts of observation. His

great experience in the use of telescopes

of various powers, was not unproductive of

valuable results. Many minute and appa

rently anomalous phenomena of vision

caught his attention, which would have es

caped the notice of one less scrupulous or

vigilant. His memoir “On the power of

penetrating into space by Telescopes,”

was the fruit of twenty years' assiduous

labors of this kind. It is strongly impress

ed with the peculiar character of his genius:

bold and original, marked with all the cir

cumspection required in the disciples of

the inductive philosophy, but at the same

time regardless of the paths established by

routine and of the limits set to speculation

by vulgar opinion.

In the memoir here alluded to, Herschel

assumes that the stars are all of the same

size, and that they are uniformly distributed

through space. These assumptions are, it is

evident, not strictly true; but they are true

in the main when we speak of many thou

sand stars. He thus supposes that stars of

the second magnitude are removed as far

from stars of the first magnitude as the lat

ter from the sun. Sirius, for example, the

brightest star in the heavens, would be

come a star of the second class, if removed

to double its actual distance from us; at

three times that distance, it would be re

duced to the third magnitude ; and at 100

times that distance to the 100th magnitude.

This being premised, he found that with

his 20 feet telescope he could penetrate

into space 75 times further than with the

naked eye; 96 times further with a 25 feet

instrument; and with his great telescope,

192 times the distance reached by the un

assisted eye. Now since the naked eye

can discern stars of the seventh magnitude,

it follows that stars of the 1344th magni.

tude were rendered visible by the 39 feet

telescope. This conclusion, followed

through all its bearings, has something in

it quite astounding. Light, notwithstand

ing its velocity of 77,000 leagues in a

second, could not clear the distance from

such a nebula or cluster of stars of the

1344th magnitude to the earth, in less than

half a million of years'

“Consequently,” observes M. Arago, “the

changes which take place in nebulae of this or

der, must have already gone by, half a million

years beſore we perceive them. Iſ such a nebu

a, for example, were to be this day extinguish

ed, it would yet continue to be seen, ſrom the

earth, for half a million years. In this sense,

we may be allowed to say that telescopes ena

ble us to dive into time as well as into space.”

Previous to Herschel, little attention

was given by astronomers to the physical

constitution of the stars. The character

of his instruments, as well as the bias of

• Published in the “Philosophical

tions,” of 1800.

Transac
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his mind, led him to expatiate in a field

which was vast and unbounded, as well as

unexplored.

“The catalogue of Messier, communicated to

the academy in 1771, and inserted, with some

additions, in the “Connaissance des Temps' of

1783, contained 68 nebulae, which, together with

28 added by Lacaille, made up a total of 96.

This branch of science took a rapid flight, how

ever, as soon as Herschel applied to it his pow

erful instruments, his rare penetration and un

conquerable perseverance. In 1786 he publish

ed, in the ‘Philosophical Transactions,’ a cata

logue of a thousand nebulae or clusters of stars.

Three years later, there appeared, to the aston

ishment of practical astronomers, a second cata

logue from him, quite as extensive as the first ;

and that again was ſollowed, in 1802, by a third

catalogue of 500 nebulae. Two thousand fire

hundred nebulae such was the contingent sup

plied by Herschel to a branch of astronomy

which had been hardly touched before him. At

the same time, the extensiveness of this work

was its least merit.”

In surveying the astronomical labors of

Herschel, our object is not so much to in

sist on their number, variety, and combined

value, as to show that from the boldness of

his genius, his assiduity, and the accura

cy of his observations, he took his station

at once among the most eminent astrono

mers. He turned his attention to the

changes taking place in the sidereal hea

vens, and the result was, a catalogue of

stars, classed according to their intensities,

so numerous and exact as to suffice for the

basis of all future labors in that department.

As to his observations of changing stars, it

does not comport with our plan or limits

to enter far into such details. The seventh

pleiad is not the best authenticated instance

of an extinguished star. The journals of

the astronomer of Slough could ſurnish

several other examples, but the following

will suffice.

“The star numbered the 55th of Hercules,

placed in the neck of the figure, has been insert.

ed in Flamsteed's catalogue as a star of the fifth

magnitude. The 10th of October, 1781, Her

schel saw it distinctly, and noted that it was

red; the 11th of April, 1782, he perceived it

again and marked it in his journal as an ordina

ry star. Nine years later it was not to be ſound,

łºń repeatedly looked for. So the 55th of

Hercules has disappeared.”

If old stars perish, it is equally certain

that new stars occasionally appear. Her

schel watched closely, also, the periodical

stars, which undergo a change of bright

ness at regular intervals of time, and he

furnished lists of the colored stars. The

general result of his observations of this

kind was, that of all the stars which are

singly visible, about one in thirty is under

going observable change.

The powerful instruments at Slough fully

confirmed the opinion that the stars are

not, in the ordinary sense of the word,

magnified; on the contrary, the more pow

erful the telescope, the less the apparent

diameter of the star. The efficacy of the

telescope in stripping the star of its crown

of splendor to which it owes it apparent

magnitude, more than counterbalancing

the increase of the real disk. The stars in

the heavens thus resemble many of our

stars on earth, from which, if we take away

the flash and glitter, it will be found hard

to raise their solid merits by any magnify

ing power to an appreciable quantity. But

to speak more precisely: Herschel ascer

tained that the apparent diameters of the

stars are really increased by telescopes,

though not in the same proportion as the

magnifying powers; a double power show

ing a star with less than double its previous

apparent diameter. But the perfection of

his instruments, and his scrupulous accu

racy, reduced these apparent diameters far

below the measures previously assigned to

them. Kepler believed the diameter of

Sirius to be four minutes; Tycho Brahe

supposed that stars of the first magnitude

have, in general, a diameter of two minutes.

With the improvement of instruments these

measures, or rather estimates, were con

tinually reduced, till at length Cassini as

signed to Sirius a diameter of five seconds.

Herschel, however, employing the highest

magnifying powers, found that the apparent

diameter of the chief star in the Lyre is

about the third of a second ; and that of

Arcturus, two-tenths of a second, which he

supposes to be double of the true diameter.

The value of these observations may be

collected from the following remarks of M.

Arago:—

“It is of the greatest importance to ascertain

the share which illusions of vision have in the

magnitude of the diameter under which we see

the stars, whether with the naked eye or with

telescopes. Suppose the disks, seen with the

naked eye to be the real disks, then it will follow

that some stars will be 9000 million of leagues

in diameter. In fact, it is proved, by observa

tions of parallax, that, at the distance of the

nearest stars, a diameter of one second would

answer to at least 38 millions of leagues; conse

quently the diameter of Sirius, according to

Kepler's measure of that star, would be at least

9000 millions of leagues. The determination of

Gassendi and Cassini, though much reduced,

would still leave to some of the stars diameters

of 380 millions of leagues. The observations of

Herschei give us, for the diameter of Arcturus,
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four millions of leagues, which is still eleven

times the diameter of our sun.”

The earth, in its annual revolution, moves

in an orbit having a diameter of 76 millions

of leagues. Now it must strike every one

that a star ought to appear in different po

sitions, when viewed from two points 76

millions of leagues asunder. If when the

earth is in the southern part of its orbit, a

star be observed near the North Pole, then,

six months after, when the earth is 76 mil

lions of leagues further north, that star

ought to appear higher in the heavens, un

less the diameter of the earth's orbit be as

nothing compared to the distance of the

star. The angle, nevertheless, indicating

such a change of place in a star (and which

is called parallax), was in Herschel's time

thought inappreciable, being too minute to

be safely disentangled from the inevitable

errors of observation. No one could show

that the parallax of any fixed star equalled

a single second ; whence it necessarily

followed, that the nearest star was, at least,

eight millions of millions of leagues from

the earth. He, however, made a grand step

towards the decision of this interesting

question. He proposed that instead of ob.

serving the absolute position of a single

star, we should fix our attention on a double

star; for if the two stars, which were ap

parently brought together by an effect of

projection, happened to be at very different

distances from the earth, then, having dif

ferent parallaxes, they would change place

with respect to each other, a motion which,

however minute, might be observed with

ease and certainty. It does not detract

from the merit of this suggestion that the

same method had before occurred to the

minds of Galileo and Gregory. Herschel,

who was strong in original genius though

not in erudition, certainly did not borrow

the hint from his precursors; and with him

moreover it was no hint, but a well-develop

ed method; and to facilitate the proceed:

ing which he recommended, he published

catalogues of the double stars which seemed

best adapted for the purpose.

To choose the proper star for observa

tions of parallax, is, in a#. measure, a

matter of good fortune. Herschel did not

make theãº. though he showed the

path to it; but his method has recently had

complete success in the hands of M. Bessel

of Königsberg, to whom belongs the glory

of first demonstrating the exact value of an

element which goes far to determine the

dimensions of the universe. As the details

of M. Bessel's discovery were laid before

Wol. II. No. IV. 36

the British Association at its last meeting,

it will be here sufficient to state briefly,

that he found the parallax of a small star,

in the constellation of the Swan, to be

about the third of a second, or more strictly

U”. 31. This parallax corresponds to a

distance from the earth, exceeding 600,000

times the distance from the earth to the

sun ; and which, light, with its velocity of

77,000 leagues in the second, could not pass

over in less than ten years.

Herschel's labors in seeking the parallax

of the fixed stars were not wholly thrown

away. Though he did not find what he

sought, he made, incidentally, discoveries

no less memorable and quite unexpected.

Movements of the stars had been previously

detected, and Fontenelle had ventured to

suggest that our sun also moved.

“So far,” observes M. Arago, “astronomers

remained within the domain of conjecture, and

of mere probability. Herschel went beyond
these limits; he demonstrated that the sun ac

tually moves; that in this respect, too, the im

mense, dazzling central body of our system,

must be counted as a star; that the apparently

inextricable irregularities of the sidereal motions,

are partly derived from the change of place of

the solar system; and finally, that the point of

space towards which our system is constantly

moving, is in the constellation of Hercules. These

are magnificent results. The discovery of the

proper movement of our#. will always be

reckoned among Herschel's chief titles to re

nown.”

But he went further than this: he showed

not only that the sun is a star, and holds

a place in the sidereal movements, but also

that the stars are many of them suns and

the centres of systems. He showed in

fact, that there are groups of stars not

formed accidentally nor associated by per

spective, but connected together and form

ing true systems. He pointed out the fact,

that there are stars revolving round other

stars in less time than is required by Uranus

to complete its circuit of the sun. And

these discoveries did not proceed from a

hot theorist possessing practical dexterity

enough to confirm his views; they were

the discoveries of one whose work was

always of the most solid kind ; a consum

mate observer; whose enthusiasm stimu

lated but never overruled his sagacity and

perseverance.

“There is no branch of astronomy which

Herschel might more justly have called his

own, than that which treats of clustered

stars and luminous nebulae. Besides the

wide latitude which he found in that remote

field of speculation for the exercise of a

daring sagacity, he enjoyed, in the posses
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sion of the most powerful instruments, ad

vantages for the study of the smaller stars

which had never been enjoyed before

This superiority may be best estimated

from the fact, that in a small luminous

spot or nebula, in which before him no eye

had ever discerned a star, he was able to

count 14,000 stars! We have seen that he

rapidly raised the number of observed nebu

lous stars from 96 to 2500. The general

result of his speculations on these pheno

mena is thus explained by his biographer:

“On the grounds of probability no reasonable

person will reſuse to adopt the views of Herschel,

and he will remain convinced, that there really

exist brilliant stars surrounded by atmospheres,

luminous of themselves; and the supposition

that these atmospheres, becoming condensed

unite with or are absorbed in the central stars so

as to increase their splendor, will then appear

very plausible. The recollection of the Zodiacal

light—that immense luminous zone surrounding

the equator of our sun, and extending even as far

as the orbit of Venus—will then strike the mind,

as a new feature of resemblance between our sun

and certain stars: and the nebulae which have

in their centre condensations of light more or

less decided, will present themselves to the

imagination as the first outlines of stars, or as a

state of luminous matter intermediate between

the uniformly diffused nebulae and the nebulous

Starsº, so called. These speculations of

Herschel conduct to nothing less than the sup

position that the formation of new stars is con

tinually going on, and that we witness the slow,

progressive creation of new suns.”

For many years Herschel held that all

the nebulae are composed of stars. He

subsequently modified this opinion, how.

ever, and admitted that there are some ne

bulae which are not of a starry nature.

This recognition of luminous matter ex

isting in the universe in a rude, or, as it

may be called, elemental state, was of great

importance towards the formation of a the

ory. The small circular or rather globular

nebulae may be looked upon as luminaries

in a more advanced state of growth, and

in some of these, which have an extent

equal to about a tenth of the moon's sur

face, Herschel calculated that there are at

least 20,000 stars. To him also belong the

important remarks that the nebulae lie for

the most part in strata, and that the heavens

in their immediate vicinity are generally

quite free from stars.

The favorite object of Herschel's study

and contemplation was the Milky-way.

That also he considered to be a stratum of

stars, in the middle of which nearly is our

sun. But this was not the speculation of

a mere theorist. Though his bold genius

has enlarged the bounds of Astronomy, yet

this science owes more to his practical

skill than to his happy conjectures. He

was the first who really gauged (to use his

own expression) the heavens. The stars

visible in the heavens on a clear night are

about 5000 in number. Now Herschel, by

reckoning the stars in given spaces where

the stellar light is equally diffused, ascer

tained that within the space of five degrees

in the Milky-way there are at least 331,000

stars. He also clearly established by thou

sands of observations, that the whiteness

of the Milky-way, is due not to these mul

titudes of discernible stars, but to gather

ings of stars too small to be distinguished.

The crude luminous matter or raw material

here plays a subordinate part among hosts

of stars. The Milky-way, though to a

careless observer it may appear uniformly

luminous, will yet be found by an experi

enced eye to be divided into separate

groups, and this grouping of the light was

considered by Herschel as progressive. M.

Arago shares his belief, and exclaims,

“Every thing justifies the opinion of the

illustrious astronomer. In the course of

ager, the clustering power (this is Her

schel's expression) will inevitably bring

about the disruption, subdivision, and sep

aration of theM.

The sun also shared the vigilant atten

tion of the Astronomer of Slough : and

here again his opinions have made such an

impression on the learned world as can only

be effected by those issuing from a master

spirit. According to him, the light of the

sun does not proceed from the solid nu

cleus of that body, but from a cloud-like

substance which floats in its atmosphere.

This doctrine is now generally received,

and we need not discuss its advantages in

accounting for the spots on the sun, or the

phenomena attending the revolution of that

luminary on its axis. Herschel believed

that the sun is inhabited; but his argu

ments to this effect only go to prove, that

we may conceive the atmosphere of the

sun to be so constituted, that the solar

nucleus suffers no inconvenience from the

proximity of that circumambient heat and

light which enliven the solar system. Other

and better arguments, as M. Arago inti

mates, may still be urged in favor of that

opinion.

We cannot refrain from turning aside for

an instant from the grave review of these

speculations and discoveries, to glance at

the fate of an unconscious fellow-laborer of

Herschel. Had this wonderful man been

unpensioned he could never have dared to

publish so many new and bold opinions.
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Fortunate as he was, and the favorite of

a king, he has yet been sneered at for what

has been deemed a constant hankering

after the prodigious; but there can be no

doubt that much of what the world ac

cepted as philosophy from him, would have

been thought madness in one less advan

tageously circumstanced.

It happened that in 1787 Miss Boydell,

the niece of Alderman Boydell, was shot

at in the street by a man who was arrested

on the spot. Her clothes were set on fire,

but she suffered no serious injury, and in

deed it was never proved that the pistols

were loaded with any thing destructive.

The prisoner turned out to be a medical

practitioner named Elliot. On his trial the

defence set up was insanity, in proof of

which Dr. Simmons, physician to St.

Luke's, came forward among other wit

nesses. The Doctor, in order to show the

disordered state of the unhappy man's

mind, produced in court a paper which

Elliot had sent to him, for the purpose of

being presented to the Royal Society, but

which the Doctor thought too visionary

for that learned body. He called the at

tention of the court particularly to a pas

sage, in which the author asserted “that

the sun is not a body of fire as hath been

hitherto supposed, but that its light pro

ceeds from a dense and universal aurora,

which may afford ample light to the in

habitants of that body's surface beneath,

and yet be at such a distance aloft as not

to annoy them. No objection,” he pro

ceeds to say, “ariseth to that luminary’s

being inhabited, and vegetation may obtain

there as well as with us. There may be

water and dry land, hills and dales, rain

and fair weather; and as the light, so the

season must be eternal; consequently it

may be easily conceived to be by far the

most blissful habitation of the whole sys

tem.” Here then we find adduced as a

proof of the madness of Mr. Elliot, the very

doctrine which Herschel promulgated with

much applause eight years later.

The Recorder, who tried Elliot, held that

extravagant opinions are no proof of mono

mania. We are disposed to think that, in

this particular case, the physician of St.

Luke's was better qualified to decide than

the judge.” To a man's opinions we may

* Elliot was acquitted under the indictment for

an attempt to murder, but was ordered to be tried

for the assault. Chagrined at his detention in

prison, he refused food, and died on the twelfth day

after his acquittal. He was assuredly insane. See

the “Gentleman's Magazine,” for 1787, pp. 636
and 645.

apply the common maxim “noscitur a so

ciis.” No definitions can safely decide

what is monomania and what is not ; no

act of parliament can mark the exact line

which separates madness from philosophy,

poetry, or love. At the present day, when

there is such a call for a law on mono

mania which shall settle to a nicety the

degree of mental obliquity entitled to hu

mane treatment, and which, by exact defi

nitions, shall teach us “insanire ratione

modoque;” it may not be amiss to call at

tention to the difficulties surrounding such

an attempt.

By a natural transition, we pass from a

case of lunacy to the moon. An immense

height was formerly ascribed to the moun

tains in our satellite. Galileo estimated

their general elevation at nearly 30,000

feet. Hevelius, more accurate, reduced

them to 17,000 feet. Herschel, however,

lowered to 9,000 feet the highest of the

lunar mountains, and to the generality of

them he allowed but a very moderate eleva

tion. In this particular he is at variance

with those who have followed him in the

same line of inquiry. According to Beer

and Maedler, who have bestowed so much

care on the study of the moon, there are

in that satellite six mountains exceeding

Cotopaxi in height, and twenty-two which

rise above the elevation of Mont Blanc.

In reference to the disagreement existing

between the conclusions of recent Seleno

graphists and those of Herschel, the acute

and impartial M. Arago makes an observa

tion which deserves to be well weighed by

those inimical to the reputation of the

latter. “Allow me to remark,” he says,

“how incompatible the conclusion hazard

ed by Herschel is, with that affectation of

the extraordinary and gigantic, which some

have maintained on very slight grounds, to
have been the characteristic of that illus

trious astronomer.”

“The active volcanoes which Herschel

fancied that he could descry in the moon,

were doubtless optical delusions, or else

spots on the moon's surface, illuminated

from the earth. We have already men

tioned his discovery of the remote planet

named by him the Georgium Sidus, but to

which continental astronomers persisted in

giving his name, and which is now, by

general consent, called Uranus. Seven

years elapsed before he could discover any

satellites attached to the new planet; his

perseverance, however, and the perfection

of his telescopes, were at length rewarded

with the discovery of six. Some of these

satellites are so minute, and, owing to their
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obscurity, so hard to be detected, that

doubts have even been thrown on their ex

istence. It is therefore not unimportant

to observe that M. Lamont, of Munich, ob

served in 1837, one of those which had been

so long missing. On the whole, the dis

covery of Uranus, and its satellites, may

be justly reckoned among the most re.

markable additions made to astronomy in

modern times.

We have said nothing of the pains taken

by Herschel to examine the rings of Saturn;

nor of his Memoirs on the optical pheno

mena called the Newtonian rings; nor of

his discovery that heat and light have not

exactly the same refrangibility. Yet when

he showed that in the solar spectrum form

ed by refraction with a prism, the thermo

meter rises higher beyond the limit of the

red rays than in any, even the brightest,

part of the spectrum, he led the way to in

quiries which have since yielded the most

important results. Regard to our limits,

however obliges us to pass over in silence,

as many of his ingenious disquisitions as

would suffice to make the reputation of an

ordinary man.

The degree of Doctor was conferred on

Herschel by the University of Oxford in

1786, and thirty years later he was made

a knight of the Hanoverian order of the

Guelſs. He died in his eighty-third year,

on the 23d of August, 1822.

“For some years before his death,” says his

biographer, “he enjoyed the purest delight from

the distinguished success of his only son. In

his last moments he closed his eyes in the grate

ful thought that that beloved son, the inheritor

of a great name, would not allow it to sink, but

would even clothe it with fresh lustre, and that

great discoveries would also adorn his career.

No prediction of the illustrious astronomer has

ever been more ſully realized.”

The sketch which we have given of

Herschel's discoveries will be sufficient to

show that his mind was at once the boldest

and the most practical. Skilful, and un

conquerably persevering as a contriver,

constructor, and observer, he was bold even

to temerity in his speculations, but his bold

ness was always guided by great natural

penetration. Yet this great man has not

escaped the censure of those modish phi

losophers who, measuring by the standard

of their own minds, would restrain all

speculations within narrow limits. One of

this school, after mentioning Herschel's

sixty-nine memoirs, adds, “A great; oſ

these, however, is filled with speculations

of no value to astronomy; and his taste

was rather to observe astronomical pheno

mena, than to engage in computation, or

the more arduous and essential, though

less fascinating labors, through which the

science can be really benefited.” It griev

ed us to read this shallow and ill-considered

judgment in the “History of Astronomy”

in the last edition of the “Encyclopædia

Britannica.”

Herschel was not only a great man; he

was also a most fortunate man. He was

fortunate in having George III. for a patron.

Again he was fortunate in having M. Arago

for a biographer, who, while complete mas

ter of his subject, is also a gentleman su

perior to envy, and capable of sympathizing

with the truly great. Thrice fortunate

was he in transmitting his name and fame

to one who, with the amplest intellectual

resources of an accomplished scholar and

philosopher, evidently cherishes the cha

racteristic boldness of his father's spirit,

and upholds that liberty of conjecture which

is indeed the mainspring of sagacity. Sir

John Herschel has observed about 2500

nebulae, and perhaps 2000 double stars in

the southern hemisphere. He has detected

among them ample evidence of that change

and revolution which had fixed his father's

attention. When we consider that the

Herschels, father and son, have carefully

examined the whole starry firmament with

20 feet telescopes—instruments of which,

in their present state of perſection, the

elder of them may be said to have been the

inventor—and that they have made known

to us thousands of the most interesting

sidereal phenomenn, it appears to us hardly

an exaggeration to say, that Astronomy,

beyond our own system, rests chiefly on

their labors.

It is generally understood that the one

sole object of Sir John Herschel's labors

is to complete those of his father, and to

develop fully those views respecting the

Construction of the Universe which, when

demonstated, will immortalize its author.

For such an undertaking, Sir John Herschel

has inexhaustible materials in the journals

of the observatory at Slough; he has col

lected all the evidence which the southern

hemisphere can supply; and inspired, as

he is, by a noble and pious purpose, we

doubt not that his work, whenever it shall

appear, will be reckoned one of the most

remarkable monuments of modern science.

Milton.—A large tablet to the memory of Mil

ton was erected in Allhallows Church on Monda

last. It bears for an inscription Dryden's well

known sextain.—Court Journal.
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Froun the Dublin University Magazine.

BertANGER.

Long, long in many a lowly home

They'll fondly still recall his glory :

And yet, for fifty years to come,

The cottage hear no other story.

There, many a time, at close of day,

The villagers shall meet, and say,

Mother, to make the moments fly,

Tell us a tale of times gone by.

What though his rule, they say, was stern,

We hail his memory with delight.

–Tell us of him, good grandmamma,

Tell us of him to-night !

My children, in this hamlet here,

Followed by kings, I saw his carriage :

How time will fly it was the year

I first kept house, upon my marriage.

I climbed our little slope to see

The great folk pass, and there was he

He wore a small cocked hat that day,

And a plain riding-coat of gray.

Near him I trembled; but he said,

“Bonjour, my dear; how do you do?”

—He spoke to you, good grandmamma

You say he spoke to you !

A year from thence, by chance I came

One day to Paris, and I found him

Rolling in state to Notre Dame

With all his splendid court around him.

And how rejoiced the people were

To see the hero passing there !

And then, they said, the very skies

. Looked smiling on his pageantries,

He had a gracious look and smile,

And Heaven had sent an infant boy.

—What joy for you, good grandmamma!

Oh! what a time for joy!

When foes marched over poor Champagne,

He boldly braving thousand dangers,

Seemed singly fighting to sustain

The war against the invading strangers.

One evening, at this very hour,

I heard a knocking at the door ;

I opened—Saints' 'twas he again :

A feeble escort all his train.

He sat here where you see me sit,

And talked of war with thoughtful air.

—Did he sit there, good grandmamma 2

And did he sit just there 2

I brought some wine at his desire,

And our brown loaf I well remember;

He dried his clothes, and soon the fire

Inclined his heavy eyes to slumber.

He woke, and saw my tears, and cried,

Still hope, fair hostess; soon beside

The walls of Paris, I, perchance,

May yet avenge the wrongs of France :

He went away : and ever since,

I've kept the cup before him set.

—You have it yet, good grandmamma;

Oh, have you got it yet?

See, here it is. Soon lost to Hope,

On to his fall the Chief was hurried.

He, once anointed by the Pope,

In a lone desert isle was buried.
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Long time they looked for him, and none

Would deem he was for ever gone;

They said, he's sailed beyond the seas,

Strange lands shall hear his victories :

But oh how sorrowful I felt

When the sad tale was told aright:

—God bless you, dear, good grandmamma!

God bless you, and good night.

TWELVE REASONS FOR PAYING YOUR DEBTS.

the christ1 AN's RE Ason.

1. The Christian member of society pays his

debts, first, because he is ordered to do so in the

Bible, where we are told to “Render unto Caesar

the things that are Caesar's, and to God the things

that are God's ;” and to “Owe no man any thing.”

2. The Christian hears the Eighth Command

ment every Sunday, “Thou shalt not steal;” and

defrauding a man of his due is stealing; for the

tradesman lends upon faith and honor, and does not
gºve.

3. The Christian pays regularly all he owes, be

cause he is a friend to justice and mercy: he wish

es both to love and succor his neighbor, and will

not have the ruin of others on his conscience.

the PATRiot's REA sons.

4. The patriot knows that one act of justice is

worth six of charity—that justice helps the worthy

and corrects the unworthy, while charity too often

succors but the latter.

5. The patriot considers the evils that ensue

from the more wealthy man leaving his poorer

neighbor unpaid : that by that means the steps of

the great ladder of society are broken; the first

ruin beginning with the merchant, who can no lon

ger pay his workmen, and continuing to the work

man's child, who is deprived of clothes, food, or

instruction; or to the aged father and mother, left

to die on a bed of straw.

6. The patriot pays his debts from a love of his

country; knowing that the neglect of so doing

brings on Democracy, Chartism, and a hatred of

the upper ranks.

7. The patriot also pays, because the system of

nonpayment, pursued to a certain extent, would

bring a general bankruptcy on the nation.

THE MAN of the world's REAsons for PAYING

his debts.

8. The man of the world pays, because he is

convinced that honesty is the best policy.

9. The man of the world pays, because he knows

that curses will go with his name, if he does not

|. instead of good-will and good words, which

ast he secures with a certain class by paying.
10. The man of worldly calculation is aware,

that by the immediate payment of his debts, as fast

as they are incurred, he purchases peace of mind,

and becomes acquainted with his income, his means,

and resources.

11. The man of the world wishes for a comforta

ble old age, and knows that he has but little chance

of it from his surrounding family, unless he trains

up his children in habits of order and economy.

12. The man of the world knows the full force of

the term “being an honest man,”—that it will carry

him through political démélés and family disputes;

and he cannot make claim to that name if he is the

ruin of others.

The crying sin of either international or thought

less debt in an heretofore honest nation, is a dis

grace to the very name of England or Englishmen,

and demands a remedy from a thinking and en

lightened public.—Spectator.
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AMATEUR POETS.

From the Edinburgh Journal.

ScARcrly a week passes but some amateur

poet sends us his “compliments” inscribed upon
the blank leaf of a volume of verses, of which

he begs our acceptance. Several shelves in our

library, therefore, are filled with an accumula:

tion of presentation copies, which—ungrateful

as the assertion may appear—we have never

been able to put to any advantageous use.

Coleridge, we believe, was wont to observe, that

he never dipped into a book—be it ever so stu

pid—without deriving from it some new ſººt or

suggestion. We, alas, have not been so fortu

nate with our piles of amateur poetry. We

have perused the most readable, glanced at the

least practicable, in vain, and nothing new, has

presented itself, even in errors. They all bear

abundant evidence that their authors have be

come inspired by some great prototype ; and

wherever Byron, Moore, or Scott lead, there

they enthusiastically follow. To so undiscrimi

nating a pitch is admiration of their favorite

masters carried, that, with the most affectionate

zeal, they copy even their faults; while, in try

ing to imitate beauties, they too often turn the

... of their models into their own bathos.

These may seem, to our numerous benefac

tors of poetry-books, very hard words; but they

nevertheless express what in nine cases out of

ten is the truth; we might add the melancholy

truth; for it is with feelings akin to melancholy

that we view the masses of misapplied intellec

tual labor which are ranged upon our library

shelves; exhibiting, as they do in almost every

volume, a certain amount of literary talent,

which, had it been bent in a better but humbler

direction, would have been of essential service to

the individual himself, and perhaps to mankind in

general. With these views, we would venture

one or two remarks, by way of warning and ad

vice, to those who have mistaken a taste for the

poetry of others for the ability to write poetry
of their own.

The generality of probationary rhymers ap:

pear to be of three kinds: those who have all

the yearnings after poetic fame, and possibly

some genuine poetical feelings, without the re

quisite knowledge of literary composition as an

art, to put their ideas in an intelligible shape.
Secondly, rhymers of ultra-classical education,

who have intently studied the art of poetry, but

are not fortunate in possessing natural genius up

on which to exercise it. Thirdly, of the less liter

ate among the middle and upper classes, who

have received the ordinary education of gentle

Innen.

The first-mentioned section of amateur poets

may be well represented by an individual, whom

we shall suppose to be a person in comparatively

humble life, and has received a plain education:

He employs his spare time, in reading ; and

happening to light, perhaps by accident, upon

the works of Byron, he conceives an enthusias

tic admiration for them, and is henceforth bitten

with a poetical mania. This develops itself in

a constant habit of writing verses, and, though

ignorant of the elements of literary composition,

he is soon established as a poet amongst his ac

quaintance. Thus—like a certain class of peo

ple which shall be nameless—he rushes in

* where angels fear to tread.” Had he conceived

the same enthusiastic yearning after music, he

would have commenced his career by learning

his notes; if for painting, he would have begun

with the study of drawing; but the poetical

aspirant sets up as a master of his art at once.

At the first flight, he soars above the common

place rudiments of literature. The dry details

of grammar, and the previous practice of prose

composition, he considers utterly beneath the

high vocation of the inspired poet. He plunges

into the middle of things-poetic immediately,

and not knowing his way, soon loses himself in

a fog of simile, or sinks into a slough of incom

prehensible jargon. , Nor does the mischief end

here: it extends to his external circumstances.

When the victim of supposititious inspiration

has collected a sufficient number of his lucubra

tions to fill a volume, he moves heaven and earth

to appear in print. To effect his darling object.

he dips into his scanty purse to pay his printer

and their supplementary satellites, stationers and

bookbinders. Some of the volumes beſore us

show that the most strenuous and painful efforts

have been made before the actual goal of pub

lication could be reached. One of our volumes

—manifestly commenced with an unusually limit

ed capital—contains two sorts of paper, which

gives rise to the suspicion that a hard-hearted

stationer had stopped the supplies, and that the

work was delayed till a more confiding paper

dealer could be found. A second conceals wer

bad print under smart cloth covers with dutch

metal ornaments. A third contains a heavy

page of errata, with an apology for any other

errors which may have escaped what the author

is pleased to call his “vigilance.” In short, all

these volumes present external evidences of

having been subjected to trying difficulties while

struggling into existence. Their authors have

clearly set their lives upon the cast: but what has

been the “hazard; of the die?” Alas! the re

verse of what they expected. The golden

dreams ofſame and fortune which cheered on the

poet during his fierce struggles with the press,

have been reversed rather than realized. Out

of five hundred copies, not fifty have been sold ;

perhaps not twenty; perhaps not even one. As

the greater number of these books emanate from

a comparatively humble sphere, many an unſor

tunate youth thus involves his first step in life in

serious pecuniary difficulties or severe privations.

Some of our readers are doubtless impatient

to ask, is the poetical faculty in humble life to

be entirely repressed ? Qur answer is, by no

means; but encouraged by proper means, and

directed to proper ends. The first step for the as

pirant to take, is to obtain knowledge; and iſ he

have a spark of true genius, that he will procure,

in spite of every obstacle, as Burns and Hogg

did. He will teach himself; he will study the

great book of nature, that he may afterwards

illuminate it by his imagination; he will be con

tinually storing up inhis mind the great facts that

surround him, that he may afterwards spread

them abroad to others in a more captivating form

than they came to him. To be able to accom

plish this, he will study the elements of his native
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language, so as to put words to their right uses,

and in their proper places. He will never in

dulge in the wanderings of mere fancy, but make

it subservient to his own experience of nature,

that his imagination may impart a strong light

and a captivating aspect to truth. He will

perceive that to such a purpose all surpassing

geniuses have been dedicated. Milton illustrated

the great truths of holy writ; Shakspeare

either drew his inspiration from history—which

is the nearest representative of the truths of the

past that can be obtained—or, when he ingraft

ed his characters upon fiction, the characters

themselves were truths—faithful specimens of

mankind, derived from an unceasing study of

human nature; Byron's greatest poem, “Childe

Harold,” may be described as a book of travels

in verse, and therefore as a series of facts clothed

in the radiant garb of poetry. The same may

be said of Rogers's “Italy:” and Thomson's

“Seasons,” perhaps the most charming poem of

the eighteenth century, was constructed after a

patient examination of nature and rural life and

scenery. Thus we see that the greatest poets

were men who had acquired a considerable fund

of information ; and whoever would become a

great poet, must tread in their steps, and acquire

knowledge, Nor is this a difficult matter, even for

persons in humble grades of life. The poems

under consideration, though they exhibit a very

low state of poetry in the minds of their authors,

show ingenuity, perseverance, and other valu

able qualities, which, if applied to the acquisi

tion of some solid branch of knowledge, would

doubtless, in that, insure success. Iſ Ferguson

had made verses about the stars, instead of

vigorously investigating their nature and posi

tions, so far from becoming a great astronomer,

he would have remained a cow-boy, or, what is

worse, have sunk into a bad poet.

With these remarks, we take leave of the

more humble amateur poets, to approach those

members of the rhythmatical aristocracy, whose

elegant volumes grace another division of our

shelves. The authors of this part of our collec

tion are evidently in affluent worldly circum

stances, if we may judge ſrom the expensive at

tire in which their muse appears in public. That

stage on the road to fame, from the author's

study to the half-way house, or publisher's shop,

has manifestly been paved with gold. No strug

gles appear to have impeded the progress of

these handsome volumes through the press; and

they form the most brilliant shelf of books in

our library. The bindings are elegant, the typo

graphy faultless, and the paper hot-pressed; Ex

ternally, the revel in all the glories of emboss

ed covers, of profusely gilt edges and backs; in

ternally, “rivers of type flow through meadows

of margin;" whilst the matter is hº less

elegant than the manner. Most of the subjects

chosen by each section of educated amateur

oets are above the least suspicion of vulgarity.

heir views of the universe, the moon and stars,

the soul, immortality, paradise, human passion,

love, despair, revenge, and all the other subjects

patented for poetry, are of the genteelest and

most delicate kind; so as to be quite proper for

introduction into polite society. Whenever an

attempt is made to draw from nature, she is

seldom copied in her working-dress, but decked

in her most fashionable suits; though such at

tempts are rarely made, all amateurs generall

preferring to copy from foregone poets. Wº.

the highly educated, this is even more the case

than with the humbler classoſ poetical amateurs;

because they have read more extensively, and

have consequently a larger stock of second

hand ideas on hand.

And this brings us to consider more minutel

the second division of the subject, or the classi

cally learned genera of amateur versifiers, who

carry their love of the ancients so far, that they

recoil with apparent intention from indulging

their readers with a new thought, even if they

possess one. Some of the volumes we have

looked over are by graduates of universities, and

nothing can exceed the purity of their style or

the correctness of their metres. Hence these

ultra classical bards must be regarded as an

tipodes to the unlettered poets we commenced

with. All the sacrifices of the one are made at

the shrine of art, of which the other possess none.

Nothing can exceed the propriety of the epithets,

the formality of the alliterations, the exactitude

of the rhymes. The prosody is in general ma

thematically true, the numbers appearing to

have been told off into feet by means of rigid

scanning. Art with this section of aspirants is

every thing; nature and enthusiasm nothing.

If, from the flint of their mathematical minds, a

spark of poetical fire be accidentally struck out,

it is sure to be smothered by the wet blanket

of a musty prosodial rule or philological difficul

ty. Still, it is possible to read such works, be

cause they exhibit at least one essential of po

etry; while the lucubrations of their antipodes,

possessing none at all, are decidedly unreadable;

for which reason we have not been able, with

satisfaction to ourselves, to quote specimens of

their muse.

We now pass, thirdly, to the well-informed

amateur poets—“the mob of gentlemen who

write with ease.” Their poems are usually

printed for private distribution, and sent round

to their friends, from whom the donors generally

receive expressions of praise, that often embold

en them to send copies to the critics, which per

haps accounts for the number of privately-print

ed volumes in our collection. Should the com

mendation bestowed by private friendship be

echoed by the press, a bolder step is taken. A

new title page is printed, a new preface written,

and the work is regularly published. In excuse

for so great a venture, it is generally stated that

it was made “at the suggestion of several dis

criminating, but perhaps too partial friends.”

This discriminating partiality is not often shared

by the public, for we never heard of a genuine

second edition of such works. The authors,

wanting both the rough vigor of illiterate, and

the artistic knowledge of classical versifiers,

usually produce a sort of drawing-room poem,

...}}. in it nothing to provoke praise, censure,

nor indeed anything, but sleep. This class is made

up of dilettante travellers, soldiers and naval of

ficers, who, having seen strange places, wonder

ful sieges, or horrible shipwrecks, feel inspired

to write poems upon them. On the other hand,

there are many tasteless minds who employ their
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leisure in cultivating literary pursuits, and in

occasionally throwing off an epigram or a sonnet

for the amusement of their family circle, who

atlength tease them into publishing. These are

decidedly the best poets of their kind.

We cannot take our leave of this subject more

prettily than by saying a few words, on lady

amateur poets, The volumes which they have

done us the honor to forward, we prize and

cherish with becoming gallantry. Nor are we

less interested with their contents; for, taking

them as a whole, we find them infinitely superior

to the efforts of our own sex. There are many

reasons for this superiority; so many and all so

likely to involve us in a dull metaphysical dis

cussion, that we have neither room nor inclina

tion to state them. But we may just remark,

that surely there is nothing which tends to en

hance the graces of woman more effectually

than a true taste for poetry, provided it be not

indulged at the expense of her ordinary duties;

we say a true taste, because we are sorry to

perceive that some of our female friends have

mistaken a sickly sentimentality for genuine

ºy. Such exceptions are, however, happily

ew.

Finally, we entreat amateur poets of every

.# sex, and condition, to study nature, instead

of dreaming about her; and when they have

acquired the materials of poetryãº.
to possess themselves of its necessary imple

ment (art); and provided they are blessed with

enthusiasm and genius, they will become good

poets. Without at least some of these requi

sites, they must continue, we fear, very bad ones.

The quantity of readable poetry being much

greater now than it was fifty years ago, it is cor

respondingly difficult for a poet to stand out in

relieſ from the mass, and to make an impression.

The spread of education has improved the in

tellectual taste of the public, which has grown

so critical, that nothing short of high merit will

please. In this state of affairs, we in all kind.

ness would recommend our poetically-inclined

friends to turn their mental energies to better

account than hammering crude ideas into verses.

There is scarcely a district of country which

does not offer something worthy of noting down

and describing, be it even for private recreation

and literary discipline. The “Natural History

of Selbourne,” one of the most pleasing books

that was ever published, is exactly of this nature.

Now, it is in the power of almost every person

to write such a book, though not so cleverly and

etically, perhaps, as the Rev. Gilbert White.

W. therefore, our amateur-poets favor us

with works of this class, or the printed result of

any branch of useful investigation in sober and

sensible prose, we shall not only feel grateful,

but do all in our power to advance their views;

they would also advance their own ; for, having

stored up a fund of knowledge, their imagina

tions would take a healthy and vigorous tone,

their poetical faculties would expand and bright

en, and they would become poets in the best

signification of that much-abused word.

SOMETHING CHEAP

By charles swain.

THERE's not a cheaper thing on earth,

Nor yet one half so dear;

"Tis worth more than distinguish'd birth,

Or thousands gain’d a-year:

It lends the day a new delight;

'Tis virtue's firmest shield ;

And adds more beauty to the night

Than all the stars may yield.

It maketh poverty content,

To sorrow whispers peace;

It is a gift from heaven sent

For mortals to increase.

It meets you with a smile at morn;

It lulls you to repose;

A flower for peer and peasant born,

An everlasting rose.

A charm to banish grief away,

To snatch the frown from care;

Turn tears to smiles, make dulness gay—

jº gladness everywhere;

And yet 'tis cheap as summer-dew,

That gems the ſily's breast;

A talisman for love, as true

As ever man possess'd.

As smiles the rainbow through the cloud

When threat'ning storm begins—

As music 'mid the tempest loud,

That still its sweet way wins—

As springs an arch across the tide,

Where waves conflicting foam,

So comes this scraph to our side,

This angel of our home.

What may this wondrous spirit be,

With power unheard .."'

This charm, this bright divinity ?

Good temper—nothing more :

Good temper --'tis the choicest gift

That woman homeward brings;

And can the poorest peasant lift

To bliss unknown to kings.

Literary Gazette.

Child E. Harold.—On pulling down some de

cayed wainscot work in Harrow Church, for the

purpose of altering the gallery, an autograph of the

illustrious author of Childe Harold has recently

been brought to light. It is written with pencil, in

a broad, stiff, schoolboy's hand, and doubtless was

scribbled while the future poet was attending the

customary service at church, where he and many

of his schoolfellows, now well known both in the

world of politics and literature, have so often whiled

. their time in cutting names and other devices

on the sents and panels. The piece of plank on

which it is written, has been carefully preserved by

the worthy sextoness, and is kept in an antique lit

tle chapel over the south door, for the gratification

of the curious in such matters.-Court Journal.

Petr Arch's Tomb.—Petrarch's tomb at Arqua

has recently been restored under the direction of

Count Leoni. In the course of the works, the re

mains of the great poet were uncovered, and part

of the body was found almost untouched by time.

A fragment of the cloth in which he was enveloped

was taken away to be solemnly deposited in the

parish church.-Ibid.
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PLAGUE LEGENds.—In the popular superstitions

of the middle ages, pestilences were supposed to

arise from supernatural agency. This superstition

is still preserved in some parts of Europe, and par

ticularly in those which are at times visited by the

plague. People believe that a female is seen,

riding like a witch, and strewing corn, or some

kind of grain, about her as she goes, and this grain

is supposed to be connected with the subsequent

pestilence. When the cholera committed such

fearful ravages in Russia in the year 1830, the peo

ple of Haltschinjetz, in the Ukraine, escaped the

visitation. According to their superstitious belief,

the approach of the pestilence was preceded by a

female figure, pale as death, seated in a carriage,

drawn by six horses, and accompanied by riders in

all sorts of uncouth forms, and who, as she went,

scattered seeds of corn to the right and left. The

following extracts from letters (now before our

eyes) of the year 1630, when the plague was devas

tating many parts of Europe, afford a curious illus

tration of this superstition as it existed in another

part of the world —

“27th October, 1630.

“He telles moreover of a wonder, if, as he says,

it be reall, and not some invention, viz., the Vene

tian ambassador at London hath a letter from Wen

ice, wherewith he acquainted on Sunday was sen

night our king and queens majesties, and also the

lords. The copie whereof the Dr. saw 2 days be

fore his writing, but his friend could not spare it to

be transcribed ; but the effect he saith was this :

That one came riding into the cittie of Millane in a

rich coach, with 6 delicate horses for feature and

colour as nature could afford, together with 12

[... and other attendants, to the number of 40,

ravely attyred. He rode directly to the gates of a

{. pallace there (the owner and his familie

eing at his country-house), which, although fast

barred and locked up, did of themselves fly open

unto him, where he entred, lodged, and dyeted.

The senate, understanding thereof, sent to commit

him, who went with the officers to the prison, but

thence vanished from them to his lodging. After

that he was by the senate and the bishop sent unto

to come unto them into the cathedrall church ; he

answered, they had no power to send for him, yet

would come; so they provided a cloth and chaire of

estate for him according to his dignitie, which they

accordingly doing he came. Being come, the bish

op adjured him to answere his demands; some few

whereof he did, discoursing deeply of the blessed

Trinity; but would not answere all, saying he was

a greater person than any of them all, and there

fore, if they would know more of him they must

send for an higher authoritie, who thereupon sent

unto the pope for his authoritie to examine him,

who he is, whence he came, and what he would

He styles himselfe Prince Mammon.

“The owner of the house, when he heard there

of came in great haste and fury to eject him for

taking his house without his leave; but being come

in, and finding him sitt at table with such gravitie,

and so nobly attended, his outrageous anger was

soone changed into meekness and love; so that

going unto him he bad him welcome to his house,

was glad he had one fitt for him, which he might

use during his pleasure. Mammon thanked him,

rose up, took him by the hand to the window, and

there gave him a small glasse of water, one drop

whereof in wine taken, he sayd, would preserve

from the plague, or recover such as have it if they

beleeve in him, otherwise they should die. He is

as if about 40 years old, with a square brownish

beard, as is his skin, neither white nor black, and

of a settled grave countenance. Many of the mer

chants also have letters of wonder, with some dif

ferent circumstances.”

“27th Nov EMBER, 1630.

“Other newes Mr. P. sent me in a book, which I

send likewise to you, where you shall here some
more news of Prince Mammon, as the title tells

you ; but within is nobody named but the devil. I

saw and read the other book of Pr. Mammon,

where is related his sprinkling of dust in Millaine,

whereby he caused so many to dye of the plague

there, as that day he was summoned to the great

church by the bishop and senate 7000. I tell you

it not that you ... beleeve any more then your

share.”

In a subsequent letter the writer gravely states

that this story had been ascertained not to be true ;

but that the circumstance of the plague having been

caused intentionally by the sprinkling of certain

dust about the city was not doubted.

Literary Gazette.

FRANCE.-An official statement was published in

the Messager of yesterday week, announcing that

the Prince de Joinville has arrived at Rio Janeiro,

and that, being provided with the king's authority,

his Royal Highness has demanded of the Emperor

of Brazil the hand of the Princess Francesca of

Braganza, which has been granted to him. The

marriage was to be celebrated at Rio de Janeiro on

the 1st May. The Prince de Joinville is to convey

his bride to France in the Belle Poule frigate, and

their Royal Highnesses are expected to arrive in the

course of next month. The É. Francesca is

the third daughter of Don Pedro ; she is in her

nineteenth year, and is said to be remarkable for

her beauty and amiable qualities. Her dowry was

stated to i. 750 centos of reis (about 153,000l.) and

100 centos for pin money. The Patrie states that the

letter from the Prince de Joinville, announcing the

intelligence to his illustrious relatives, was received

at Neuilly º the king, and being addressed to the

queen, was handed to her by his Majesty, at break

fast. Her Majesty was affected to tears; and the

king, taking the letter, read it in a loud voice, in

the presence of the queen, the princes and princess

es of the royal family, and the royal suite and at

tendants. A bill, introduced by ministers for pur

chasing the part of the Palais Bourbon belonging to

the Duke D'Aumale, passed the Chamber of Depu

ties by a majority of 213 to 104, the sum required

being 5,047,475f. The Parisians, it would appear,

are about to be deprived of the only remaining ob

servance that recalled the Revolution of 1830. It

is confidently stated that the “glorieuses journees”

will never again be celebrated, at least during the

present king's reign. His majesty found in an act

of Napoleon a capital precedent to follow in getting

rid of so irksome an anniversary as that of the rev

olution which placed him on the throne, and has

adroitly profited by it. Napoleon saw with dis

pleasure the annual celebration of the 14th of July,

“the overthrow of monarchy in France,” and seized

upon the opportune ...} of intelligence of the

death of Washington as a pretext for omitting that

year the celebration of the taking of the Bastille,

and thenceforward it was discontinued. The Duch

ess of Orleans still inhabits the Pavilion Marsan,

with her twº children, and passes her time in study

and charitable works.-Court Journal.
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MARRIAGE OF THE EMPEROR OF BRAZIL.

And Th E

PRINCEss terESA christiANA MARIA, sister of

The KinG or The two Sicilies.

From our own Correspondent.

.Naples, May 31st, 1843.

The close of our season has been considerably

enlivened during the last few days by the marriage

of the king's youngest sister, the Princess Teresa

Christiana Maria, with the Emperor of Brazil, Don

Pedro the Second. You are aware the Courts of

Naples and the Brazils have long continued a cor

respondence, for the purpose of concluding this

happy event. Report says the king's elder sister

refused the emperor, who is quite a youth, and not

very prepossessing in his appearance. Be that as

it may, the Princess Teresa, the younger sister of

his majesty, is now Empress of the Brazils.

A few days since, some Brazilian frigates arrived,

bringing the special ambassador, his Excellency

Carneiro Leao, and a few Brazilian dames d'onore,

for the purpose of solemnizing the marriage by

É. The Brazilian Ambassador read several

etters to his majesty, and other branches of the

royal family, wherein the emperor formally de

manded the hand of the princess. The king ex

pressed his utmost satisfaction at the mission of the

embassy; after which preparatory formalities, the

marriage ceremony took place on the 30th inst.

At an early hour the streets were enlivened by

the equipages of the nobility and ambassadors

thronging towards the royal palace. At ten o'clock,

the Count Siracusa, the brother of the royal bride,

(and proxy to the emperor,) conducted the princess

to the royal chapel in the king's palace, where his

majesty, the queen dowager, and all the members

of the royal family, with the ecclesiastical authori

ties, were in waiting for the performance of the

ceremony. The princess was elegantly dressed,

and looked exceedingly pretty. Her features are

regular and pleasing, ...]" no doubt her light hair

and blue eyes will be much esteemed at the court

of Don Pedro ; where, if we may judge from his

Brazilian majesty's subjects now in Naples, all

wear “the shadow'd livery of the burning sun.”

The count, acting as proxy, placed the ring on the

princess's finger, after which she received the holy

sacrament, and the company left the royal palace.

The empress will leave Naples in a few days, by

one of the Brazilian frigates, which is fitted up in

the most costly style. She has received a quantit

of very valuable presents from her royali.

and a most brilliant reception awaits her imperial

majesty on her arrival at Rio de Janeiro. Nearly

all the ministers of his Neapolitan majesty have re

ceived valuable presents from the emperor.

The king has given some very gay dinners and

balls on the occasion, to which a few English have

been honored by invitations. The whole of the

royal party attended San Carlo on the evening of

the marriage, and the house was crowded to excess.

The whole city was brilliantly illuminated in the

evening, and nothing which pertains to an Italian

festa was forgotten. The Brazilian Ambassador is

to give a grand entertainment previous to the de

parture of the princess.

There are but few English now residing at Na

ples. Among the loiterers, however, we may men

tion, Lady Vernon, Earl and Countess of Winchel

sea, Mr.º and family, Gen. Sir J.

Wandelere, Lady Caroline Greville, and Colonel

and Lady Meyrick-Court Journal.

Statistics of TRAvelling.—The following ap

pears in a provincial paper. We cannot vouch for

its entire accuracy: “Only eleven mail coaches

now leave London daily for the country. A few

years since, before railways were formed, there

were nearly eighty that used to leave the General

Post-office. The number of miles which the mail

coaches going to and from London daily travel on

turnpike roads is about 5,000. The number of miles

which the different railway companies convey mails

daily is 4,435. Cross-road mails in England, Scot

land, and Wales, run over nearly 12,000 miles of

ground every day. Thus, by, principal convey

ances, the correspondence in this country is con

veyed over more than 20,000 miles of ground every

24 hours. From these principal conveyances, in

numerable mail carts and horse and foot letter-car

riers branch off, and every road, lane, street, and

court in the kingdom, is traversed from sunrise to

sunset.”—Colonial Magazine.

SHAkspeaRE.—Some interesting discoveries re

lating to Shakspeare and his family have been trans

mitted from Warwickshire to the London Shak

speare ...' and confided to the charge of Sir F.

Madden and Mr. John Bruce, for publication. They

are said, inter alia, to trace the poet's father, John,

and his mother, from Snittersfield to Stratford, and

to establish the fact that the former, as justice of the

peace and bailiff of Stratford, could not write his

name, and consequently made his mark. In 1577

he was in difficulties; and in 1579, with his wife,

sold property in Snittersfield to Robert Webbe. In

1597 it appears that William Shakspeare of Chapel

street ward had ten quarters of malt in his posses

sion, probably raised on his own land, and, at any

rate, malted on his premises. Other papers relate

to his purchase of tithes, &c., and some extend to a

date beyond the poet's death, and refer to his sur

viving relatives.—Lit. Gazette.

DRAwings IN WESTMInster HALL.—It affords

us great and unfeigned pleasure to state, and that

from authorities of such taste and judgment as to be

most worthy of public reliance, that the drawings

sent in to the Royal Commission on the Fine Arts,

and now preparing for exhibition in Westminster

Hall, in order to ascertain the competency of Brit

ish artists to embellish the new Houses of Parlia

ment with fresco-paintings, fully to justify the high

est opinion entertained of the ability of our native

school to meet this occasion. We understand that

nearly 150 designs in chalk have been offered in

competition; and that, though one-third of them

may be deemed failures, there is yet among the

other two-thirds many productions of great genius

in conception and skill in execution. In short, that

the generality have far exceeded the expectations

formed by these distinguishad artists and connois

seurs who are appointed to judge of their merits.

We have reason to suppose that several Royal

Academicians are among the candidates; but, we

believe we may also truly add, that the hand of no

individual painter has been recognized in the style

of the pictures examined by the commissioners.

They are all now in process of being hung up; and

in ten days or a fortnight the exhibition will be

opened to the public. . If we might presume to sug

gest aught to those who have the direction of the

affair, we would advise the admission for a week or

two to be charged at a shilling, by which a consid

erable fund would be raised for the encouragement

of the arts herein embarked ; and afterwards throw

the hall open to the public gratuitously. This plan

would conduce to more orderly and less crowded
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assemblages. But, however managed, it is certain

ly a most gratifying result, to be assured that there

need be no call upon foreign artists to display their

talent upon an English national structure ; and

that the demand for an almost novel species of or

nament, on a grand scale, has been nobly met by

our own countrymen.—Ib.

PUNCH'S RECIPES.

To MAKE Shoes WATERPRoof.-Take a pound

and a half of rose-pink, an ounce of camphor, with

a quart of the liquid in which a rabbit has been

boiled ; stir these gently together, and pour the

shoes full of the mixture when you go to bed at

night.

To TAKE STAINs out of TABLE-LINEN.—Spread

the damask cloth on the table, and with a sharp

pair of scissors cut holes half an inch in each direc

tion beyond the edge of the stain. There is an

other, but more expensive method, which is, sim

ply, to put the linen into the fire.

A DelicAte Lip-salve.—Wash and grate four

carrots, add to these a dram of assafoetida, and two

ounces of Norway tar; tie it down close, and put

into a small saucepan with as much water and

ground oyster-shells as will come nearly to the top

of the gallipot. Do not let it boil over; pour into

small boxes for present use.

PAsr E Fort ChAppEd HANDs.—At the full of the

moon, take a pound and a half of coarse brown su

gar, immerse it in a pint of aquafortis, one ounce of

gum benjamin, one ounce of Florence iris; simmer

these ingredients in a gall-bladder for an hour, then

pour off into gallipots. The application will not

only whiten the hands, but produce double joints,

which are so much admired.—Chariwari.

Aurora BoneAlis.-The aurora borealis seen at

Paris, Rheims, Brussels, and other places, on the

6th instant, was described as follows :-

M. Desdouits, at Paris, remarked that the direc

tion of the luminous band was not that of the mag

netic meridian, it inclined slightly towards the east.

M. Moigno says the inclination of this band to the

horizon was at an angle of about 70°. He had

observed the almost sudden appearance of two

great centres of diffused light to the right and to

the left of Cassiopeia, but a little higher. These

two centres, for nearly a quarter of an hour, gave

out light sufficiently bright to dim stars of the 4th

magnitude. At Brussels, M. Quetelet had observed

that the phenomenon was accompanied by mag

netic disturbance of greater force than any noted

there for four years, during which time regular ob

servations on terrestrial magnetism have been

made. The mean of the magnetometer is nearly

at the division of 63 (0; at 11 h. 46 m. on the even

ing of the 6th May the instrument marked 77-67, a

difference compared with the mean state of about

15 divisions, or 54 minutes. M. Coulvier-Gravier

had seen, about eleven o'clock, a meteor shoot from

near the tail of the Great Bear in a direction from

S. W. to N. E., traversing the square of the Little

Bear, and a mass of very bright light entirely cov

ering this square. He distinctly observed the me

teor, obscured by this luminous mass, regain its

brightness after having passed it. Another meteor,

at about 11 h. 18 m., traversing the heavens from

S. to N., and meeting with this luminous cloud,

was eclipsed for some time. M. Coulvier-Gravier

deduces from these two observations that the height

of these shooting-stars is much greater than that of

the fluid or luminous gas which gives rise to the

aurora Lorealis.-Lit. Gazette.

Electrical Soir EE-It is with pleasure that we

record an evening passed at Mr. Gassiot's, Clap

ham, devoted to electrical exhibition. The purpose

of the assembling on Monday was also highly

creditable—to do honor to M. de la Rive, an emi

nent continental electrician, and to display to him

the spirit with which electrical inquiry is conducted

in this country. No private individual in Great

Britain stands higher in this respect than Mr. Gas

siot; he ranks with Mr. Cross and Lord Rosse, the

former an electrician, the latter a practical me

chanic and cheinist on a gigantic scale. As proof,

on Monday a Grove's battery of 100 pairs was in

action, also a very extensive series of the gaseous

battery, and a water battery, comprising 3,520

pairs; the latter has been in action upwards of

two years, and sparks at a hundreths of an inch

and in seconds of time have been obtained from it.

The effulgence of the light from the carbon points

of the first arrangement was almost beyond belief.

To look at it direct was painful. Its effect, how

ever, we fully appreciated, by observing the bril

liancy it imparted to the natural colors of foreign

moths and butterflies in a case suspended against

the wall. Had they been in fluttering existence,

winging their way through tropical sunlight, the

could not have looked more bright or beautiful.

Another pleasing proof of the power of the elec

trical light was the distance, through the window,

it penetrated the outer darkness, shooting over the

lawn; but now softened into the sweetest moon

light, and yet clothing the shrubs and turf with in

tense green. The experiments with the electrodes

of this extensive series were, the influence of the

magnet on the luminous arc ; the difference of

heating effects in the two poles; the sulphuret of

antimony, a non-conducting substance, rendered a

conductor by fusion, &c. &c. In another and an

other room were objects of attraction ;-a Wheat

stone's electro-magnetic machine ; electrotypes ;

microscopic objects, amongst them the Acarus

Crossii; metalochromes ; cum multis aliis.-Lit.

Gazette,

UNBURNT BRicks From THE PYRAMIDs.-Some

specimens of unburnt bricks from the Pyramids of

Daskoor (Egypt) were exhibited by Mr. Newton.

From the description by Mr. Perring, who brought

them to England, it appeared that they were made

from the alluvial soil of the Walley of the Nile,

mixed up with chopped straw ; that they were

made with cavities in the sides like the modern

ºricks, and that the interior of the Pyramids was

formed of arches, the bricks composing them being

either packed behind with pieces of flat pottery,

or cut away to radiate equally from the centre.

There existed at Thebes some extensive ranges of

arches, of about twelve feet span, the bricks of

which they were built bearing the name of Sesos

tris, and consequently they must have stood unin

jured upwards of 3180 years; the arches were

turned in concentric half-brick rings.-Ibid.

Education of the RoyAL INFANTs.-The pub

lic will observe with much satisfaction the appear

ance above the walls of the garden of Buckingham

Palace, two green wooden uprights, with a rope's

end attached to each of them. On making inqui

ry, we have discovered that the objects in question

belong to a swing which has been erected in the

garden for the use of the Royal Infants. By this

admirable arrangement it will be inculcated into

their minds at an early age, that even princes are

subjected in this life to ups and downs, and that

we must go backward as well as forward; a truth

that cannot be too soon impressed on the under

standing of infancy.—Charivari.
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The World A. Wolt A1c TELEGRAPH !—Be not

alarmed, gentle reader, at the startling announce

ment: though “the great globe which ye inhabit”

is now proved to be one vast voltaic battery, with

power equal to effect its own destruction, there is

no present danger of its committing suicide. He

who has detected the latent torpedo has no inten

tion of employing it to annihilate the world, but

solely for the annihilation of space. Yes, truly, we

and the Antipodes may soon [. placed in contact

by galvanic influence—mentally at least—with

heads to heads in lieu of feet to feet.

In a former notice of the improvements effected

by Mr. Bain in his electrical telegraph, we commu

nicated his discovery that the circuit of a voltaic

battery may be completed, by the earth as a con

ductor, from any points however distant. We then

anticipated that the next step would be the appli

cation of the air as a conductor for the return cur

rent, so that earth and air might call and respond

to each other from all quarters of the globe. Mr.

Bain has, however, shown that he can do more

than this. He has converted the globe itself into a

constant voltaic battery, and proved that it may be

rendered the means of carrying on instantaneous

correspondence through the earth. This result

was the sequence of the previous discovery : for,

having ascertained that the moisture of the earth is

sufficiently conductive of the electric current of a

voltaic battery, he inferred that by placing a plate

of copper and a plate of zinc under ground and con

necting them with an isolated wire, an electric

current would be formed. The experiment was

tried in Hyde Park, with zinc and copper plates

#. a mile asunder; and with complete success.

his discovery made, it was readily applied to sim

plify and work the electric telegraph. A single

wire, connected with a copper plate at one terminus

and with a zinc plate at the other, is now all the
electrical apparatus required. The P. on

which the telegraph operates with this simple self

acting battery is this—At each terminus there is a

corresponding apparatus, with series of wheels like

clock-work, which are set in motion by powerful

springs or weights: this apparatus is so contrived,

that when the hand of a dial is stopped at any letter

marked thereon, that letter is printed on paper;

the hands on the dials at each station are adjusted

alike; therefore, when set in motion and stopped

at the same instant, the hand of each dial will point

to and print the same symbol. Electrical agency is

required only to set the apparatus in motion : this

it effects, whenever the... connexion is broken,

by deflecting a coil of wire, which action removes

a stop ; the instant the voltaic circuit is renewed,

the machinery ceases to act. The communications

may thus be carried on for any time with great ra

pidity; the symbol indicated on one dial being in

dicated on the other instantaneously, however far

apart. As the velocity of electricity is immeasura

ble; and as the conducting power of the earth is

without stint, there appears to be no assignable

limit to the action of this terrestrial voltaic tele

graph. Should the Lords of the Admiralty con

clude satisfactorily their pending negotiation with

the patentees for the construction of a telegraph on

this principle between Portsmouth and London, the

copper sheathing of the guard-ship in Portsmouth

harbor would form a magnificent negative plate for

the actuating battery; the positive pole of which

could be supplied by the water-tanks at the Admi

ralty, the space between them constituting an

earthen ware cell, on a large scale.

These curious results of scientific investigation

are probably capable of many other and of even

more important applications than Mr. Bain at pre

sent contemplates. To military men, for example,

it may suggest the idea of applying the galvanic

agency of the earth to the means of impregnable

defence against invaders, by converting the islands

of Great Britain and Ireland into gigantic torpedos.

It is well known, that instant contact with a few

plates of metals differently oxidizable will melt the

hardest rocks and convulse the strongest animals:

who then can calculate the effects when all the cop

per and tin in the bowels of Cornwall combine with

the iron of Wales to produce a never-ending suc

cession of shocks 2—Spectator.

GAUL1sh Antiquities.—There has just been

discovered in the ground excavated for the railroad,

between St. Leu d'Essevens and Montalair, a girdle

of solid gold, wrought to imitate a cord, having a

hook at each end. The weight is 342 grammes,

and the gold is valued at 880fr. It was found within

two and a half feet of the surface, and no other ar

ticle was discovered near it. It is supposed to be

long to the Gaulish period, about Julius Caesar's

time.—Athenaeum.

Roman Antiquities.—In September, 1838, a

valuable piece of mosaic, representing Orpheus

and Ceres, with her attributes, was discovered in

the forest of Brothonne, in Normandy. Since then

the Archaeological Society of Caen is,. extended

the researches, and found a long suite of Roman

apartments, and several baths. One of the rooms

is splendidly decorated, and on the walls are the

finest specimens of mosaic work, representing vari

ous aquatic birds. One side is a large stove, with

flues to convey the heat, and on the hearth were

charcoal and ashes, as fresh as if newly brought

there. Another room was entirely paved with mo

saic, but unfortunately only a few fragments remain

entire, the rest having been crushed by the falling

in of a wall. There were also found coins, with

the profiles of Nero, Antoninus, Gallienus, Clau

dius, and other Roman emperors, with bricks, tiles,

double-headed nails, vases of terra cotta of different

colors, pieces of stone, marble, and glass, and sev

eral articles in iron, bronze, and ivory. There

were also numerous stags' horns, boars' tusks, and

bones of animals.-Ibid.

EARTHQUAREs.- A communication has been

made by the French Minister of War to the Acade

my, being the letter of an inhabitant of Guadaloupe,

dated, dated March 7, which gives an account of a

phenomenon apparently connected with the catas

trophe of February 8. The gentleman relates, that

between the eastern point of Mariegalante and

Guadaloupe, and in mid-channel, a column of wa

ter, black in color, and of large diameter, arose

from the sea with great force. All around it, to a

considerable distance, a quantity of vapor covered

the sea. This appearance lasted about half an hour.

No doubt was entertained by him of its being the

effect of a submarine volcano.—Ibid.

“ ON THE REsPIRAtion of the L1. A v Es or

PLANts,” by William Haseldine Pepys, Esq.-The

author gives an account of a series of experiments

on the products of the respiration of plants, and

more particularly of the leaves; selecting with this

view, specimens of plants which had been previ

ously habituated to respire constantly under an in

closure of glass; and employing for that purpose
the apparatus which he had formerly ºf in ex
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perimenting on the combustion of the diamond, and

consisting of two mercurial gasometers, with the

addition of two hemispheres of glass closely joined

together at their bases, so as to form an air-tight

lobular receptable for the|. subjected to exper

iment. The general conclusions he deduces from

his numerous experiments, conducted during sev

eral years, are, first, that in leaves, which are in a

state of vigorous health, vegetation is always ope

rating to restore the surrounding atmospheric air to

its natural condition, by the absorption of carbonic

acid and the disengagement of oxygenous gas; that

this action is promoted by the influence of light,

but that it continues to be exerted, although more

slowly, even in the dark. Secondly, that carbonic

acid is never disengaged during the healthy condi

tion of the leaf. Thirdly, that the fluid so abun

dantly exhaled by plants in their vegetation is pure

water, and contains no trace of carbonic acid.

Fourthly, that the first portions of carbonic acid gas

contained in an artificial atmosphere, are taken up

with more avidity by plants than the remaining

portions; as if their appetite for that pabulum had

diminished by satiety.—1b.

INFLUENce of Employ MENT's Upon HEALTH.—

The inaterials from which this paper was compiled,

were obtained from the registers of the out-patients

of King's College Hospital, and comprised upwards

of 3000 individuals, all engaged in various occupa.

tions. A series of elaborate Tables accompanied

the paper, showing the different diseases to

which males and ſemales had been subject, from

which the author arrives at the following conclu

sions. In females, the ratio of cases of pulmonary

consumption to those of all other diseases, is high

est in those following sedentary employments, less

in those having mixed in-door employments, and

least in those occupied out of doors. The highest
ratio occurs in the case of females whose habits of

life are irregular. In men, the ratio of cases of

pulmonary consumption to those of all other dis

eases is somewhat higher in those following in-door

occupations, than in those working in the open air

The ratio of cases of pulmonary consumption to

those of all other diseases in the case of men fol

lowing in-door employments varies inversely as the

amount of exertion, being highest where there is

least exertion, and lowest in employments requir

ing strong exercise. Neither a constrained posture,

nor exposure to a high temperature, nor a moist

temperature.. to have any marked effect in

promoting pulmonary consumption. The ratio of

cases of """. consumption to those of all

other diseases, is highest in the case of men whose

employments expose them to the inhalation of dust,

there being, in persons so employed, two cases of

consumption, for less than three of all other diseases

The ratio is also high in the case of persons ad

dicted to habits of intemperance, there being two

cases of pulmonary consumption to five of all other

diseases. The age at which pulmonary consump

tion makes its attack varies with the employment,

being earlier in those occupations characterized by

a high ratio of consumptive cases. Thus it is ear
lier in those following in-door occupations than in

those employed in the open air, and in those using

little exertion than in those using much. It also

occurs very early in those who indulge in intern

erance, and in those whose occupations lead to the

inhalation of dust. The practical rule to be deduced

from the preceding observations, is, that those per

sons who have an hereditary tendency to consump

tion should make choice of occupations which are car

ried on in the open air, and that if they are obliged'

to choose some in-door employment, it should be

one requiring strong exercise, and that they, more

than others, should avoid exposure to dust and

habits of intemperance.—Ib.

A Gig Antic BIRD.—At a late meeting Dr. Buck

land read some interesting letters detailing the dis

covery of the bones of a gigantic bird, which must

have recently inhabitated New Zealand, should it

not be proved to be still an inhabitant of that colony.

The first announcement of its supposed existence

was conveyed in a letter from Mr. Wm. Williams,

dated February 28, 1842, in which he says, that

hearing from the natives that an extraordinary

monster inhabited a cave on the side of a hill near

the river Weiroa, he was induced to offer a reward

to any one who should produce either the bird,

or one of its bones. In consequence, a large bone,

but much worn, was soon produced; and shortly

after, another of smaller size was found in the bed

of a stream which runs into Poverty Bay. The

natives were then induced to go in large numbers

to turn up the mud in the bed of the same river,

and soon brought a large number of bones, which

proved to have belonged to a bird of gigantic dimen

sions. The length of the large bone of the leg is

two feet and ten inches; they have been found a

little below the surface, in the mud of several other

rivers, and in that situation only. The bird to

which they belonged is stated to have existed at no

very distant period, and in considerable numbers,

as bones of more than thirty individuals had been

collected by the natives. Mr. Williams had also

heard of a bird having been recently seen near

Cloudy Bay in Cook's Straits, by an Englishman

accompanied by a native, which was described to

be not less than fourteen or sixteen feet in height,

which he supposes to be about the size of the

largest of those to which the bones belonged. Of

these bones one case has already arrived, and a

second is daily expected. A letter from Professor

Owen detailed the contents of the box, which has

arrived; and from these fragments it was clear that

they had belonged to the species of bird which the

Professor had already described in the Zoological

Transactions, vol. iii. from a fragment of a femur

which he had received some time previous.-Ib.

PRESERVAtion of MEATs by FERRUG INous Sy

Rup.–A memoir was received from M. Dussourde

on the preservation of meats by ferruginous syrup,

—a syrup which undergoes no deterioration by

keeping. Meat which has been steeped in this

syrup dries with only a slight diminution of volume,

and is not affected by the most active agents of

putrefaction. When required for use, the meat is

put into cold water, and it soon assumes its original

size. Its color and odor are then like those of fresh

meat, of which it has all the properties. The syrup

is made by boiling iron in an impalpable powder

with common syrup until the latter becomes suffi

ciently impregnated with the iron.—Ib.

ContinENTAL Railways.-Negotiations have

been opened between the Canton of Geneva and

Sardinia for the construction of a railroad from Ge

neva to Chambery. Since the Government has

come to the aid of the shareholders of the Lombardo

Venetian railway, the works have been going on

very actively at all the unfinished sections. A

Hamburgh journal mentions a project for a railroad

between that city and Berlin by the right bank of

the Elbe. A new section of the railroad of Upper
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Silesia, that from Brieg to Oppein, was opened on

the 29th ult. We learn from Brunswick that the

railroads in that country are urged on with so much

energy, that the road from the capital to Madge

burg will be finished in the course of the next

month, and that from Brunswick to Hanover may

be opened very shortly after—court Journal.

EARTHQUAKEs preventED BY ARTE'sIAN WELLs.

M. Delpon believes that, by boring artesian wells,

localities subject to earthquakes may be protected

from such "...i. : he says, whatever be the force

which causes subterraneous explosions, it would be

neutralized by the opening of wells, which would

serve for the escape of this force.—Lit. Gaz.

ANtiquities.—The dredging machine, employ

ed in clearing the bed of the Soane at Chalons,

has brought up many interesting remnants of an

tiquity.—Among them are some coins of Charles,

Cardinal de Bourbon, of great rarity—a small

brass plate, on which appears a Christ on the

cross, with symbolical animals at the four corners,

and some Gothic characters which have not yet

been deciphered, apparently a work of the earliest

part of the middle age—some amphorae and cine.

rary urns in good preservation. But the most

valuable prize is a beautiful vitrified cup. It is

shallow and broad like a dish, but the outside is

enriched with wavy and spiral ornaments in relief;

affording a new proof that the art of moulding in

glass was well known in ancient days, and indi.

cating the residence of the Romans at Cabillo

num, after the Eduens and previously to the Bur

gundians.—Ibid.

Electricity of St EAM.—We have so recently

(Lit. Gazette, No. 1369, page 239) given the results

of Mr. Faraday's investigations in regard to the

electricity of steam, that we should not again recur

to them were it not for the relation they bear to

that extraordinary operation of nature, the thunder

storm, to which many of the remarks on Friday

evening had reference. How is the atmosphere

electrified ? Is it by evaporation ? by means of it

clouds and mists, rains and dews, are formed; but

does the same operation carry up and supply elec

tricity ? Hitherto our knowledge extended to this:

we knew that by pouring water into a hot crucible,

for instance, and by the first bursting into vapor,

electricity could be obtained; and hence evapora

tion was supposed to be a source of electricity.

The discovery of the electricity of the steam-boiler

appeared likely to extend our views in this respect;

for if the quantity of electricity produced were a re

sult of the mere issue of steam, then might atmos

pheric electricity be affirmed to be due to evapora

tion. But Mr. Faraday asserts that there is no

connexion between evaporation and atmospheric

electricity; and proves that the electricity of steam

is not produced by the evolution of steam, but by

the friction of the water only, and that consequent

ly there is no substance in nature so high in the

scale of electric bodies as water : it takes rank

above catskin, hitherto the head of the list.

Literary Gazette.

LIFE-colorED DAGUERREotypes.—A letter from

Nice, of the 27th March, announces that an artist

named Iller has succeeded in obtaining daguerreo

types with all the colors of life, the rapidity of tak

ing them being undimished.—Ib.

OBITUARY.

John AllEN, Esq.-April 3. In South street,

aged 73, after a short illness, John Allen, Esq., M.

D, Master of Dulwich College.

He was born in January 1770, at Redford, a few

miles west of Edinburgh—a beautiful small prop

erty to which he succeeded by the death of his

grandmother, and which was afterwards sold. He

graduated at the University of Edinburgh as M. D.

in 1791, and in 1792 he became a zealous and act

ive member of the Association then instituted at

that city to forward Parliamentary Reform, along

with Thomas Muir and many other promoters of

the measure, of whom Mr. Robert Forsyth, advo

cate, and Mr. William Moffatt, solicitor, are be

lieved to be the only survivors.

Mr. Allen gave lectures on comparative anatomy

at Edinburgh, which were of such excellence as to

have induced M. Cuvier eagerly to seek his ac

quaintance. At the beginning of the present cen

tury he left Edinburgh, and since that time was a

constant inmate, first with Lord Holland, and, af.

ter the death of that amiable and enlightened states

man, with Lady Holland. All who resorted to

Holland House valued his extensive research, his

accurate knowledge, his ever ready and exact mem

ory, and his kindness in imparting information to

those who sought it. His facility in unravelling the

intricate and obscure parts of history was remarka

ble. His articles in M. Edinburgh Review," and

his other works, attest his various and profound

learning. His zeal for the Constitution led him to

search for its foundations in the Anglo-Saxon laws,

and to study a language comparatively little known.

He published “An Inquiry into the Rise and

Growth of the Royal Prerogative, in England;”

“A Vindication of the Independence of Scotland;"

and a Reply to Dr. Lingard, who had remonstrated

upon a criticism of his History of England which

Mr. Allen had contributed to the Edinburgh Re

view. He wrote, indeed, more than one article

upon that work, at first approving Lingard, but af.

terwards censuring his partiality, particularly his

misquotation of Strada, with regard to the massa

cre of St. Bartholemew.

Mr. Allen was one of the members of the late

Commission on Public Records.

An inmate in Holland House for more than forty

years, Mr. Allen had the opportunity of becoming

acquainted with all the distinguished men of all

countries, and his long life may be said to have

been passed between the best reading and the best

conversation. Nor in a society where Romilly, and

Horner, and Mackintosh, were welcome and de

lightful guests, was there a single person who did

not listen with respect to the voice of one with

whom Lord Holland searched the records of history

for the materials of his speeches, and to whose

friendly eye were submitted those admirable pro

tests in which the cause of liberty was so eloquently

pleaded.

In the Exhibition at the Royal Academy last

year was a pleasing picture of Lord and Lady Hol

land and Mr. Allen, seated in the library of Hol

land House, painted by Leslie.

He was esteemed and loved by Lord Holland,

which is eulogy in itself, and there can be no doubt

that his affliction for the loss of such a friend short

ened his life.

* To Mr. Allen's article in the Edinburgh Review, XXVI

341, Sir James Mackintosh refers as having been written "by

one of the most acute and learned of our constitutional iqua

ries.” Hist. of England, 1.241. Mr. Allen wrote the life of

Fox in the Encyclopedia Britannica.



1843.] 575BibliographicAL NOTICES.

The warmth of his heart, and the steadiness of

his attachment to his friends, were indeed not less

remarkable than his high intellectual qualities. He

had a marked part in that circle so eloquently de

scribed by Mr. Macaulay, “in which every talent

. accomplishment, every art and science had its

ace.”

Mr. Allen has died worth about £7000 or £8000,

of which he has bequeathed £2500 to the descend

ants in his mother's second marriage, named Cleg

horn, and resident in the western states of Ameri

ca. The sum of £1000 and all his medical books

and manuscripts are bequeathed to his intimate

friend Dr. John Thompson, Emeritus Professor of

Pathology in the University of Edinburgh. In re

spect to his other manuscripts his wishes are ex

pressed in the following terms:—

“I bequeath to Col. Charles Richard Fox all my

manuscript journals, diaries, and letters, with the

exception of such as have been already devised to

Dr. *... of Edinburgh. I know that my

manuscript collections, which were made for pur

poses that I cannot hope now to execute, are of no

value to any one but myself; but I am loath to de

stroy them while I am still alive, and having the

same confidence in Colonel Fox which I had in his

father, to whom I had formerly bequeathed them,

I am sure he will take care that they fall into no

hands after my death where they can be used to my

discredit.” His Spanish and Italian books are left

to Dulwich college. The will is dated Oct. 29,

1S42.

HENRY NElson ColERIDGE, Esq.-Jan. 26. In

Chester place, Regent's Park, Henry Nelson Cole

ridge, Esq., M. A., Barrister at Law.

Mr. Nelson Coleridge was the son of Colonel

Coleridge, a brother of the poet. He married his

cousin, a daughter of the poet, a very learned and

accomplished lady; she published some years ago

a translation of the “History of the Abipones,”

from the Latin of Dobrizhoffer, and more recently

a beautiful fairy tale called “Phantasmion.” He

was educated at Eton and at King's college, Cam

bridge, where he was elected Fellow, and gradua

ted B. A. 1823, M. A. 182–. He accompanied his

uncle, the Bishop of Barbadoes, on his outward

voyage, and the result was a work entitled “Six

Months in the West Indies in 1825,” originally

published .."...". but with his name in the

third edition, 1832, which is one of the series of

Murray's Family Library.

He was called to the bar by the Hon. Society of

the Middle Temple, Nov. 24, 1826; practised as an

equity draftsman and conveyancer; and was ap

pointed Lecturer on the principles and practice of

equity to the Incorporated Law Society.

In 1830 he published an Introduction to the Study

of the Greek Classic Poets.

In 1836 he published the Literary Remains of

Mr. S. T. Coleridge; and he has since been the

editor of several other posthumous editions of va

rious portions of his great relative's writings.

He also wrote several articles in the Quarterly

Review.

W. H. PvNE, Esq.-Ma

Place, Paddington, after a i.

William Henry Pyne, Esq.

As an artist, Mr. Pyne possessed a great facility

of pencil, and a charming taste and fancy for matu

ral and picturesque objects, whether animate or in

animate. His publication in quarto entitled “The

Microcosm of London” is a most pleasing perform

ance, and the character of the varied population of

29. At Pickering

ng illness, aged 84,

the metropolis struck off with wonderful accuracy

and amusing effect. His rustic figures are no less

true and excellent. In his larger work, The Royal

Palaces, the engravings are splendid, and the text

replete with talent, whether applied to graphic re

mark or antique anecdote and research. His Wine

and Walnuts (originally published in the Literary

Gazette, and then collected in three volumes,) at

tracted much public notice, and induced him to start

a weekly periodical of his own, which was called

the Somerset House Gazette, but lasted only for one

year. The pains he bestowed on his anecdotical

inquiries were extraordinary; and every little inci

dent and fact which he stated, if capable of confir

mation, were as carefully investigated as if he had

been composing national history. This gave great

value to his pictures of elder times, his biographical

sketches, and touches of manners. Latterly he

communicated some agreeable papers to Frazer's

.Magazine, in which it is believed the last of his lite

º essays have appeared.

uring his long career Mr. P. was intimately as

sociated with all the principal artists of the time,

and also with very many of its literary ornaments.

His conversation was original, instructive, social,

and entertaining, and caused his company to be

much courted by all who could appreciate these

agreeable qualities. He was connected with the late

Mr. Ackerman, and the suggester and main-spring

of many of that worthy publisher's most successful

undertakings, from the issue of a print to the institu

tion of the famous subscription for the sufferers in

Germany. His mind, indeed, was ever full of cu

rious projects; but perhaps his perseverance was

not equal to his invention, and fortune did not re

ward his efforts so liberally as to bless his closing

days with the independence his genius so richly de

served.

He was, we believe, the son of a respectable

leather-seller in Holborn, and displayed so early and

strong a predilection for the arts as to induce his

father to place him on trial with a clever draughts

man and print-colorer. But when the time came

that he should be bound an apprentice, much as he

liked the pursuit, he refused to accept the master;

and at fourteen left him in disgust because he had

called his word in question . This sense of respect

and right grew up with William Henry Pyne; and

to the end of his life, though afflicted with much

suffering, his temper was placid and amiable, his

conduct affectionate and unworldly.—Literary Gaz.

It is with much regret that we inform our readers

of the sudden and painful death of the Rev. Samuel

Kidd, M. A., the talented Professor of Oriental Lit

erature in University College. The Rev. gentle

man fell down in a fit of epilepsy on Monday morn

ing, and died before any assistance could be rend

ered him. He was an erudite scholar and a sincere

Christian.—Court Journal.

BIBLIOGRAPHICAL NOTICES.

Great=13t ſtafn.

1. Arts, Antiquities, and Chronology of Ancient

Egypt. By George H. Wathen, Architect. Long

man and Company.

Egypt, as the birth-place and cradle of his art,

must ever be a country of peculiar interest to the

Architect; but if he is also an antiquary, the at

traction is irresistible. Mr. Wathen visited Egypt

partly for professional improvement, and also to

gratify a liberal curiosity. The result of his inves
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tigations leads him to conclude, that many incor

rect opinions are current regarding Egyptian anti

quities, and particularly as to the age of some of the

most interesting monuments. In his very elegant

work, Mr. Wathen, with diffidence, submits these

views to the judgment of the public. This is the

original feature of the volume. It is embellished

with architectural and other plates, mostly taken

from the magnificent works published by the French

and Tuscan governments, and with tinted litho

graph plates from views made by the author.—

Tait's Magazine.

2. History of the Haucaian or Sandwich Islands,

embracing their Antiquities, Mythology, Legends,

Discorery by Europeans in the Sirteenth Century,

Re-discorery by Cook, with their Ciril, Religious,

and Political History, from the Earliest Tradi

tionary Period to the Present Time. By James

Jackson Jarres, Member of the American Oriental

Society.

There is always something intensely interesting

in watching the gradual development of civilization

in any country, and we know of none of the little

green spots of earth rising out of the bosom of the

ocean for the habitations of man where this is more

true than of the Sandwich Islands. Considered as

bearing upon the interests of France, England, and

America, these islands are of vast political import

ance, yet to the eye of theſº and the

philosopher, they furnish other material of abund

ant speculation and contemplation, and the history

which the American traveller and author, Mr. Jas.

Jackson Jarves, has here given us, is as really in

teresting in its arrangement and management as in

its material. Writing from personal observation,

we have a faithful description from the best means

of its attainment, since no hearsay evidence can

equal that of the bodily organs; and while the pre

sent is displayed in the colors of existing truth, the

past has been narrowly investigated to furnish its

own history. Thus Mr. Jarves has produced a

really capable and interesting work, into which is

crowded a vast mass of inforination, of which per

haps the most important feature is the theology of

the land, though its domestic usages might seem to

rival such a preference.—Metropolitan.

3. A Practical Treatise on the Laws, Customs, and

Regulations of the City and Port of London. By

./llerander Pulling, Esq., of the Inner Temple.

8vo. London : Stevens and Norton.

This Work may be read with advantage, not

only by the citizen of London, but by every person

who wishes to obtain a comprehensive notion of

the present state of the last relic of the old munici

pal institutions of this country. ... These institutions

are extremely curious, and well wºrthy the study

of the politician. The explanation, however, of the

functions of the Lord Mayor, the Common Council,

the Aldermen, is more than a mere object of curi

osity. These names are almost of daily occurrence

in life, and comparatively few are acquainted with

the whole extent of their duties. To those who

feel a desire to rescue themselves from this state of

ignorance, we cannot recommend a better guide

i. Mr. Pulling. He will tell them all they need

know, not only of the principles on which the city

is governed, but also of the mode of administering

justice; its courts, its police, prisons, &c. The

laws relating to the poor are also very fully

detailed in the volume beſore us. But the most

important portion of it is, perhaps, that in which

the machinery of commerce is entered into. The

public, we repeat, have long been in want of this

kind of knowledge; and Mr. Pulling gives ample

details respecting the regulations of the port of

London, the conservancy of the Thames, the pub

lic markets, the Exchange, &c. He has made ex

tensive researches, and compiled his volumes with

considerable method. We can, therefore, confi

dently recommend this “Practical Treatise” to the

attention of our readers.--Monthly Magazine.
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