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INTRODUCTION.

It was the remark of an eminent moralist,—one of that
high arder of spirits which cannot err without instrpcting,

¥~ —that there was scarce any man existing, from an account

of whose life some valuable information might not be ob-
tained. And, in truth, it 1s not easy to believe that any
one has been so listless a hearer of the instructions of
experience as net to have treasured up some golden sen-
tence whish the world might stoop to hear. The path of
life is thickly strewn with moral precepts, and hlinder than
the blind old King of Corinth must bhe be, who has not
read some wisdom as he passed along. The observing
will find it in the fate of others, and they that will not
observe, will feel it in their own. Whether we be these
whon others have thought happy, or those who have
thought themselves miserable, whether our Hfe has been
spent in the shadow of retirement, or the sunshine of
public business, we may all, at its clese, make some con-
tribotion to the grand magazine of prudential experience,
whereby the young are instructed and the old comforigd.

The scenes of retrospection differ from those of antiel-
pation, in coming to us heightened By the sense of their
reality : and the feeling which they excite, whether of
gladness or regret, is one which fancy and hope cannot
brighten, fear or despondency depress. Happy then are
those to whom the retrospect of life presents a scene of
virtue ; for whom, in a different sense from the poet's,
*the thought of their past years doth breed perpetual
benediction.” For them, the morning-star of memory,
twinkles gladly, in its pure and holy lustre, and Jeads, like
the star of old, to joys that cannot be measured. * Re-
splee, Aspice, Prospice,” said holy 8t. Bernard ;—and to
them 1t is a precept of happiness. They contemplate
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14 B INTROUVUCTION.

with serene satisfaction life's vessel gliding down the
stream of the past, and even in the clouds of the future,
they behold the picture of their little bark sailing securely
onward. But few, indeed, are those to whom such plea-
gure is allotted :—few are those who will not feel in all
its pathos, the saying of Ali, that “the remembrance of
youth is a sigh.”

Many years have past by me In their silent march to
eternity, but I regret not their departure. If they have
taken with them beloved friends and mirthful feelings, the
buoyancy of hope and the eagerness of enjoyment, they
have, happily, also taken the violence of the passions, If
they have brought me neglect, and weakness, and use-
lessness, and something of apathy, which I would not
have, they have also brought we,—which iz a blessing
that apnuis the evil,—a guietude of mind, a serenity of
feeling, which is the richest treasure that man can possess.
There i3 a joy in the free wild pulse of youth,—there .
s a pleasure in the strong and steady beat of manhood's
feel ng, but there is deeper pleasure, there Is a profounder
joy in the calm and lake-like tranquillity of senescence.

From the bosom of retirement, with a mind yet clear,
and a memory retentive beyond the common, while age
has shed around me its stillness, but not its sluggishness,
and ere the concerns of preparing for a greater journey to
be undertsken, have driven from my thoughts the remem-
brance of the lesser one I have completed, I take up my
pen to trace the record of some of the scenes that | have
witneased, and some of the acts that 1 have done.
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STANLEY.

CHAPTER L

Drenme, bocks, are each a world; and books we know

Are & substantial world, both pure and

Round these, with tendnls strong as fleeh a.nd blood,

Our pastime and our happiness will grow.
) ‘Woznewonty.

“I was born near the village of Merton, a small town in

_sne of the Atlantic States, not far distant from the metro-

polis of the east. T had the misfortune to lose my mother,
at an earlier pericd than I can remember. My father re-
sided alene with myself, who was his only son, in a small
house which stood by itself at a short distance from the
neighbouring village. He had inherited a large fortune,
and had formerly lived in ohe of the cities, with some
degree of splgndour, and not altogether undistinguished
for xgnk and talent. By one of thwse sudden reverses, to
which in a mercantile country even those not engaged in
commerce are liable, he at length found himself deprived of
a large estate, and reduced from affluence to a scanty
competenge. He continued for some time in his former
situation, enduring the misery of “one of the bitterest
struggles to which a man can he subject, that of ‘endea-
vouring to maintain the standing to which his rank en-
titles hjm, but to which his income is unequal, and being
constantly tempted fb a hopeless rivalry, and exposed to
the mortification of beirig excelled by his equals. Before
many years, however, his better understanding, and the
preasure of difficulties which had grown too strong to be
resimed, induced him to give up t:i_s city residence and

~



16 STAKLEY. . '

seek 8 dwelling in some humbler town. Shortly after
his removal to Merton my mother died, and the contracted
expenses of his diminished estahlishment, and the income
from a small office which he held, enabled him to su pport

. himself in comfort.

My father was exceedingly reserved in his temper, anrl
generally-left my conduct to my own control, and my in-
clinations and feelings to their natural course, Though
not particularly literary in his taste, he had a fine library
which contained good editions of all the best classics of
ancient and modern literature, This room was my
favourite resort from my earliest years. The loneliness
of my situation compelled me to seek some employment
to divert my time, and 1 found abundance there. 1 read
whatever foll in my way without much reference to sys-
tem or ulility. I found literature the best refuge from the
fatigue of thought and the yet greater fatigue of idleness.
My constant devotion generated a love for reading which,
after a long Japse of yeears, still remains in all its force.

My books became my constant companions, for I found
In the silent instructors that were ranged around my
walls, calmer disputants and wiser counasellors than the
living "circle of acqualntance could exhibit. Making
study both a businesa and an amuaement, | drew from
the same sources the topic of my toil and the light of my
leisure j——perceiving, with D’Aguesseau, that the best re-
laxation was change. My most habitual delight, how-
ever, was in the productions of the muse; to them I
turned as to a shady valley, for refreshment after every
weariness and repose from every anxiety. The effusions
of the highest sort of poetry, which are Wisdom speaking
In the volce of Pleasure, are the best diversion in houre
of gayety, and the best soluce in times of trouble.

1, at thig time, went rarely into company of any sort;
for the meditations which engaged my mind, and the sen.
timents which employed my feelings, had neithgr their
origin nor thelr sphere In the outer world around me, and
in the sensitive temper of my natural disposition, I found
much to detach me from soctety and much to Induce me
to my study. I call to mind one occasion on which I
accepted an invitation to tea at the house of one of my

'3
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o, BTANLEY. 17
acquaintances, It was in Aungust, and the broad summer
sun was yet gleaming through the trees, as I ascended
the steps of the little portico in front of the dwelling, and
descried, by ear and eye, the youthful company asseis-
bled in the drawing-room. As I entered the apartment.,.
and approached the gaily-dressed group which was col- ~_ =
Jected near the windows in animated converasdion, my - *.
eye fell upon one female countenance which was not M-
miliar to me, and whose deep, dark glance, as with one
flash it met my own, roused a feeling in my breast, before
unknown, and seemed in an instant to create a sense
within me and an atmosphere around me, which gave me
consciousness as of another being, 1 inguired from the
lady of the house, the name of her stranger guest. She
told me that she was a resident of the same village with
myself, who had been absent for several years and had
recently returned; and {aking me up to her, presented
me to her as Emily Wilson. As I came nearer to her, 1
thought that I had never seen features at once so exqui-
gite in form, and so interesting in expression. There
was in her eye a passion combined with timidness, which
agitated and attracted ; and while its fearfolness forbade
its trembling glance to fix for more than an instant on
what it gazed at, its fervour fitted it in that instant to
pierce and penetrate to the depths of the bosom.

A proposal was presently made that the party should
walk out into the adjoining grounds to look at the beauty
of the sunset. Lingering behind the rest, Emily and my-
selfl followed, until a diverging patbh, striking off through
the thick shrubbery, enabled us to take a course which
led to & sequestered part of the lawn, where our convef.
sation might not be overheard, From the first moment
that I had spoken to her, my sense had been wrapped in
an intensity of interest that searcely left me capacity to
note what [ was saying. The lapse of moments, and the
diversion of the splendid scene on high, which brought
the brightest magnificence of heaven to abate the engross-
ment of the best lustre of earth, conveyed a more intelli-
gent appreciation of the new feeling which possessed me.
While we talked of the scene before us, yet having an
earnest reference to unspoken sentiments within, and

2 *
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18 BTANLEY,

while the similarity of the unseen light, in which external
objects were regarded, proved an inward sympathy which
was yet onuttered, there thrilled through my veins the
depths of a joy which had hitherto been a stranger to
what I knew of bliss, and I recognised as among the con-
ditions of life a broad and full and fervent gladness, to
whose robustness of delight my past experience brought
no parallel. In the Impression of that moment, 1 appre-
hended how tenuous, shadowy, and like the stuff of
dreams, ie the gratification of that airy company of bor-
rowed thoughts, which till then, had been my sole de-
light: and I learned that the mental Jife which is founded
on what s allen and fed on what iz forelgn, is but half
vital. That ideal world which our own passions create
around us, and which is peopled with interests drawn
from the recesses of our own breasts, has a tone of strength
which is unknown to the vislons of fancy. 1 found that
the sphere with which my lonely meditations had encir-
cled me, was animated with only the moving shadows of
those feelinga whose substances were now around me,
and that the forms which there were only modelled in
design, were here carved in reality.

Our conversation was protracted in forgetfulness of the
advancing' evening; and it was not until the opposite
guarter of the heaven was glittering with its stars that
we rejoined the party which had returned to the house.
I left the company early ; but it was with an ardour of
soul and a strength of asplratlon which made me far
other than I was before, that I trod the path which led
me home, § was even as if a new spirit had entered into
Te,—a * mounting spirit,” that filled me with ambition,
and impelled me to pass from meditation to action. I feit
that it wae to Emily that 1 was indebted for the new
power with which I was filled, and that in her society
alone could I look for that energy of interest without
which henceforth existence would be a dull and dreary
thing. In the heart of every man that Joves, there is an
instinctive impulse that urges him to covet glory in the
eyes of her whom he would attach, and I now feit that to
attain an emlnence which would excite the admiration of
Emily would be both delightful in labour and plenteous
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in reward. 8he was wealthy and distinguished, while 1
wasg poor and unconsidered, and the native pride which
there ia in all the passions, forbade me to approach her,
except in the character of one who could offer in position
as much as she asked in peraan. To work out so rich a
gain, and dwell ever after in the fulness of the gladness 1
bad won, seemed to insure an exhaustless bliss for all
my coming life.. For any puarpose and an any spur I felt
that 1 had energies to grapple with all disasters and diffi-
culties ; and with so bright a star to gild my eourse, high
shintng from its bright conclusion, there was nothing
which could parallel the pleasure of my toils.

I called to mind the names and deeds of those who had
succeeded in life as statesmen and men of action; and 1
found within my bosom a courage which might buffet
such seas of danger as they contended with, I pondered
earnestly the means of acquiring what I so much desired,
and canvassed all the paths which the progress of the
world throws open to the daring and the active. [ per-
ceived that the time had gone by in which a man may
accuire by action, the sudden and romantic fame for which
I panted. Modern tactica have reduced the wonders of
the warrior to a mere caleulation of figures upon paper,
The employments of the state, either political or diploma-
tic, demand the devotion of & life-time, and the period
of happiness is passed ere the sources of happiness are
reached, 1t seemed to me, in reference as well to the
arvantages of the time, as to my own peculiar wishes,
that the trophies of intellect that are acquired by the an-
thor’s toil were more worthy of endeavour than any other
species of renown. To the power which & exhibited in
literature, there is attributed an undefined and mysterious
depth and extent, which are not suggested by the vouch-
ers, on which in other departments, genius founds its
claim to greatness. A given amount of ability, exhibited
in the composition ok a volume, impresses us more
atrongly than the same degree of talent evinced in the
taking of a city or the settlement of a treaty; for these
occur to us as single achievements of greatness which
mauny eircumstances have united to accomplish, and which
some accidents may directly have produced, while the
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other gives evidence of the possession of a power which
may be exerted upon all other subjects with equal cer-
tainty of success. In literary creation, it is less the act
than the ability which it implies, that attracts our admira-
tion. A triumph in the field, or in the cabinet, implies
only a victory over persons, and the advantage may have
been gained as much by the errors of the vanquished, as
by the skill of the conqueror ; but the reputation of the
poet is the test of inherent and essential strength, for he
deals with subjects that are constant in the character of
their difficulty, and what he has done once he may do
always. -

‘While I was thus accupied in conceiving and digesting
my designs of life, an occurrence took place which was
peculiarly opportune for the fulfilment of my schemes.
My father received, through the influence of some of his
friends, an appointment from the government, which pro-
mised him a handsome annual income, but required him
to fix his residence in the south. In communicating to
me information of this change in his arrangements, he
stated that it was his intention to leave me at college in the
north, and afterwards to allow me to make choice of what
mode of life I thought most desirable. . This intelligence
gave me high satisfaction, for the course of living which
it laid open was precisely suited to the accomplishment
of my wishes. It afforded me unfettered opportunity to
exert my talents as I chose, and left me afterwards to
follow up my success as 1 saw fit. Viewing the field
which was thus laid before me, and satisfying ‘myself of
the powers on which I could depend to sustain me, I re-
solved to bury, myself for three years in the retirement of
devoted study, till I had won some honour for my name,
and then to returh to Merton and claim the hand of Emily
as my reward. .

The few days which intervened between the intention
and’the time of departure, were gpent by my¥ father and
myself in active preparations for our respective journeys. I
had met Emily frequently, and without a direct avowal
of the sentiments which burned so strongly within me,
the tenor of conduct and conversation had abundantly
conveyed a knowledge 'ot" what were my own impres-

»
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slons, and broaght assurance that they were neither de.
spised nor disliked. I deferred till the last evening the
task of taking leave of her, and of communicating the in-
tention of those labofirs by which I hoped to make my
name, fn some measure, a worthy exchange for her hand,
1t was late in the evening of a fine autumnal day that [
set out for her father's houge, which stood at no great
distance frojn my own. The moon had been long risen,.
and was looking down through the marble ruins of its
temple of the clouds, as 1 entered the door. It was a
noble old mansion, Banked by a large cultivated garden of
flowers, and surrounded towardg the rear by an exten-
sive lawn, tagtefully enriched with various sorts of forest
trees and divided gracefully, by winding walks of pecu-
liar beauty and neatness. I found Emily sitting by the
window, and I thought that she welcomed me with more
cordiality than she had ever exhibited before. After some
conversation we walked ont into the park, and passed
along through the paths which twisted about the grounds
until we reached the summer-house in the centre. 1t
was a spof of singular loveliness, planted with almost
every species of odorous flower, and encircled at a smal]
distance by tall shrabbery, through the opening in whose
cireling branches.the cold, ¢lear moon was pouring down
the enchantment of its rays. We paused together and
gazed in silence upon the deep, bright orb. There is
always an intenseness of feeling attending on the evening
hour; and there is a nameless magic in that look of in-
animate intelligence with which the moon gazes upon us
from off her moving throle, that procizims her to be
queen, not only of the ocean of deep watersdhat embrace
the earth, but also of the sea of passions that flow deeper
and mightier, in the human breast. In this moment,
while the interest of nature added fervour to the emo-
tions of man, gnd while the gentle face 1 pazed on, and
the touch of the hand wibch T held in mine, assured me
of the sywmpathy which awaited the utterance of what I
felt, I poured out in hurried eloquence the story of my
passionate love, and Taid open the secret of the high am-
hitien of the course to which my coming days were to be
dedicated. While I painted the fulness of the passion
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which possessed me, ahd depicted the honours for which,
for her sake, I woyld task my utmost powers by night
and day, her bosoih beat with a generous delight as san-
guine as my own, and with the faith of an affection which
doubted nothing, she consented to all the ardour of my
hopes. And when under the witness of the gazing moon,
I printed & kiss upon her snow-white forehead, I felt as if
* the seal of our union were already affixed. In the vehe-
mence of joy that swelled through all my frame I tasted
a deep assurance of capacity to fulfil all that I had de-
termined. Giving In her smiles the one best omen of
success, and promising as long a constancy as I might
require, we walked again towards the house and I took
my leave. I returned to my chamber, and spent the night
in completing the preparations for my journey.

CHAPTER 11

In youth by science nursed,
And led by nature into & wild scene
Of lofty hopes, he to the world went forth
A favonr'd being, knowing no desire
Which Genius did not hallow,—'guinat the taint
Of dissclute tongues, and jénlousy, and hate,
And storn,—sagainst ull enemies propared.
WorpsworTH.

Ay, father !—] have had those earthly visions,
And noble anpirations in my youth,
Ta make my mind the mind of other men,
The enlightener of nations; and to rise
I know not whither,—it might be to fall.
Marenen.

L]
Taw college to which I was destined, was situated in
& neighbouring ecity,—a position vastly better adapted for
such an institution, in this country, than the more cus-
tomary one of a village. It had been long established,
was well endowed, and boasted a character and eminence
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Eh'ch were rivalled by few establishments of the kind in-

land. The buildings were spacious and venerable,
many of the professors illuatiious for their talents and ac-
quirements, the libraries large and judicioysly selected,
end the students whom I found, generally respectable for
their standing and mannera. In such & situation, I hoped
to pass the years vijiich I should dedicate to study, with
much prefit and some pleasure,

As my purposes were deeply laid, and my resolutions
were not taken without a knowledge that I could keep
them, 1 allowed nothing to occupy my thoughts or affect
my plans, which had not a strict connexion with the ob-
jects of my efforts. Aware of the importance of assuming
at once the ground which I meant to maintain, I deter-
mined to start such as I designed to continue. My views
and feelings were different and apart from those of the
persons whom I met, and néither in temper nor intention
was there any community between us; and I was accord-
ingly disposed te stand aloof as much as possible. Most
of the members of the college had their residence under
the same roof, and their meals were in common. Such
a commixture, I quickly perceived, would be as little
agreeable to my taste as to my pursuits, and I therefore
deviated from the usual custom by occupying rooms
where I could be alone, The sum which my father al-
lowed me for my expenses was sufliciently liberal, and I
bired for myself a small single house of which I was the
sole proprietor, and in which I could be secure from all
Interruption.

I thus avoided the ordinary error of young men,—that
of having a numerous acquaintance,—and the still more
frequent and more hurtful one, of having a single friend.
It is doubtless a true sentiment of the moralists, that
there are few pleasures in life more elevated or more pre-
cious, than that resulting from the wise security of friend-
ship. I would not contradict either the many wise saws,

“or the few modern instances, which may be found re-
corded in praise of this sacred tie; but the ordinary
attachments of young men, which pass, in these days,
under that honoured name, are the sottrces of more mis-
chief than a dozen enmities. The best that one can ex-

«
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pect of a friend, in these degenerate times, is that he will
be a person who will waste one’s time, rufle one’s temper,
betray one's secrets, and assist in spending one's money.

After all, to all men and at all times, the best {riend ie
virtue, and the best eompanions are high endeavours and
honourable rentiments.

T thus withdrew myself from all that might distract my
thoughts or squander my time, and devoted my days and
my nights to ardent and persevering stady. 1 had se-
lected and brought with me the best bnoks from my
father's collection, and had the command of the library of
the college. Hitherto my connexion with literature had
been almost entirely in the character of a recipient, At
home, I had no motive of duty to incite me to compnsi-
tion, and the stimulua of ambition was not yet roused in
my breast. Indolence end the porsuit of mental gratifi-
cation had therefore kept me content with reading what
others had written, rather than spurred me to write what
others might read. My sole object, now, was to obtain
fame as an author, and I accordingly made writing my
chief occupation.

As soon as | had fixed myself in my solitary rooms, I
began my lahours. . My first performance was slow and
doubtful. I sat for the whole morning, before my table,
and at the end of it had written but Jittle. I still perse-
vered, and by the evening had the satisfaction of finding
that though my progress was still to be estimated by lines
rather than by papges, yet that I had become master of
my subject, and could see my way clearly hefore me. I
resumed my pen with undiminished ardour on the follow-
ing day, and soon found that what I had taken up asa
painful task, was become a pleasing occupation. My
work proceeded rapidly, and I became happy in the em-
ployment.

I continued my habits of composition ateadily and de-
votedly, relieving my mind occasionally by the perusal of
the best English classics. [ read none but the best, and I
read them with the utmost attention. I studied them
closely, penetrated their merits, and saw wherein their
greatness consisted. F had formerly approached them
with the coldness of an admirer; I now followed their
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steps with something of the daring of a rival. I wroteon
for a long time, developing my thoughts on various snb.
jects, und acquiring power and ease in the use of lan-
guage, but without any direct reference to publication.
Writing is as much & craft as any of the mechanic arts;
and in it as in them, one must learn the use of his tools
before he can work with advantage. He must Jearn by
practice to arrest a passing sentiment, and teach the feel-
ings to become vocal gracefully. For weeks and months
I went on in perfect enthusiasm, familiarizing to my mind
the elevated conceptions of the old masters of the lyre,
and instructing it by severe but grateful discipline to pro-
duce the harvest of its own cultivation. [ lived in a
dreamy whirl of excitement. My intellect seemed to ex-
pand, and 1 grasped confidently things which formerly 1
woild not have ventured to approach.

Walpole said of Gray that during certain years of his
life, his mind was * in Aower;" a happy illustratipn of the
warm, and genia), and expanded state in which the un-
derstanding sometimes finds itself [ may with propriety
apply the expression to mysell doring this part of my
time. [ could take up every subject with equal facility,
and to each in successinn I eame with a mind acute in
ita perceptions and ardent in its feelings. My existence
was a state of the highest happiness. Sensations of un-
defined pleasure occupied my mind, and in the intervals
of employment, the thought of her for whom I wrought,

stood hy me, like a presence, lending interest to all my

meditationg and beauty to all my dreams. Nota mn-
ment was lost in vacancy or idleness ; for, spurred on by
ambitinn, and lured on by love, how could I choose but
be always busy?

Many writers. having reference to the Instinctive mirth-
fulness, e lively joy,

“The thoughtless duy, the easy night,
The apirile pure, the slumbera light,”

which mark that pericd of life, have spoken of youth ag
the happiest portion of human existence. My own ex-
perience is different, and though my own mogbidness of

feeling, and the pecullarity of my situation, ma. ha\: '

¥oL. L
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rendered my case an unfit test of the general truth, yet
T am inclined to think that the experience of most persons
will contradict the opinion. For myself I must confess

‘that my mind recurs to the days of my boyhood, not

without a sensation of pain. The happiest period in the
life of any man, is, in my judgment, that to which my
narrative now refers. In original composition there is
always an intoxicating delight, and to a young man it
comes coupled with the fresh pleasure of novelty, and
heightened by the wildness of fancy and enthusiasm: the
fates have not yet begun to weave dark threads in the
web of his life ; care has not spread her damp and heavy
mantle over his hopes, and experience has not yet availed
to make the golden clouds of glory fade into * the light of
common day.” Irecur to-these passages of my exist-
ence, whose days in passing seemed like long paradisal
years, but whose years now past, seem like a short sum-
mer day, with an emotion which I cannot describe.
Memory pictures to Fancy, my former self, seated by my
lonely fire, ardent in study, glowing in hope, untiring in
exertion ; the earth of my reality glad with a thousand
gardens, the heaven of my anticipations bright with a
thousand stars.

My thoughts now began to look toward publication.
My whole being was at this time, poetry, and I naturally
thought of making my first trial in this department. I
finished with the utmost rapidity a poem which I bad long
meditated, and by adding a few minor pieces which I had
thrown off in moments of peculiar enthusiasm, I had
matter enough for a respectable volume. I easily pro-
cured a. publisher, and the book appeared anonymously.

‘My success was immediate and great: the poem was

read every where, and from every quarter 1 heard my
praises: my fondest wishes and wildest dream of popu-
larity were scarcely unrealized by the actual reception of
the book. :

‘When Mozart had finished his mortal career, and was
just wavering on the brink of life, he is reported to have
said to his attendants that he began to see what might be
dope in music. A similar feeling attaches to every one
when he has completed a design upon which he has been

X
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engaged. When a literary man has just got his work
concluded, he begins to see what he might have made ount
of his subject, and the desire of commencing another to
which he can do more justice, becomes irresistibly strong.
80 I found it with myself: like the woodman, who in
felling an oak, pives the second stroke without waiting
for the echoes of the first, I paused not 10 listen to the re-
marka upon this work before commencing a second.
After little delay 1 again appeared before the public.
My second publication was a work of fiction, which was
followed speedily by another poem. |1 then directed the
channel of my ideas into another direction. I could turn
with entire ease and pleasure t¢ the driest and most tech-
nical subject. It ls a common mistake of authors to con-
fine their efforts to a single branch of literature, to poetry,
philosophy, or prose fiction separately. The mind by
devotion to one puravit becomes stiff, ungraceful and
onesided. From every change of employment we return
with renewed and freshened vigour. It was the great
and conatant endeavour of Goethe, to keep his intellect in
such a state as to be ready to exert itself upon any de-
acription of literary or scientific subject, and this wasa
source of his peculiar greatness. He altained higher emi-
nenee In all the subjects which he treated than he could
Jhave done in any one department by unrelieved applica-
tion to it. .
Week after week, and month after month, [ went on in

my enthuslastic laboura. Men often are not aware of !

what severe and untiring labour they are capable, until
they have made trial of their strength. I proceeded with.
out 2 moment's rest, and on gvery successive day found
myself better fitted for study and composition. Far from
feeling any exhaustion of intellect, or any impoverish-
ment of ideas, I found my mind growing imore and more
inventive, more ready in the application of its stores, and
richer and more novel in thought than before. 1 took up
In suceession every subject which can engage attent®n—
poetry, criticlsm, philology, history and mathematics, in
short, every topic which ancient and m 1

could suggest. '
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The period which I had fixed on for returning to Mer-
ton was now fast approaching. 'I‘Ine class to which I be-
longed—I had entergd the second~was graduated.

I was constrained, however, to remain in the city for a
few weeks after the termination of the course, and | then
began my arrangements for visiting Merton. On the eve-
ning of the day when all my preparations were completed,
I went out to a jeweller’s and purchased two rings, one
piain and the other richly set with diamonds. The latter
1intended for a present to Emily, when I reached her.

I retorned again to my room; every thing was packed
and placed in readiness about me, and having no occupa-
tion to employ the night, I sat down by the fire to think
over my affairs. During the whole of my absence 1 had
not addressed a single word to Emily, nor had I heard
any thing from her. I had wished to bory myseif in ab-
golute retirement, and in silence and obscurity work out
my triumph. 1 felt assured that she never could change,
and f could foresee no poasible circumstance which could
interfere with my happiness.

It was a proud hour that] there spent in lonely medita-
tion. The labour of three long years was brought to a
conclusion, a conclusion even more successful than hope
bad promised. I had written books which I had only to
avow, in order to obtain the highest reputation. I anti-
cipated the gratification which I should have in telling
Emily the secret of my glory. I amused myselfin fma-
gining how she had passed the long hours of our separa-
tion. I pictured her (o mysell as enduring patiently. with
high hopes, but somewhast of apprehengion and doubt, the
time which she wust pass ere we should meet again, By day
she could build her happiness “ on woman's quiet hours;” hy
night she could find a gentle solace in the tender memory
of my departure. [ asked myself—it was a fond but
enticing thought—whether it were not possible that she
hadAusfiected or discovered by some secret sympathy,
tmfQuthor of the works which had excited 8o much ne-
tice, At least, theoght I, she haa seen and admired the

I have published, and it remains for me,
1e purpose the moonlit bower, to enjoy the
closing to her the fact, and placing upon her
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*
finger this jewelled expression of my love. I retired to '
bed with the assurance of a bright and unclouded future.

CHAPTER IIL

Uberem vallem, salubrem venam,
Cursy fluminin amenam,
Letam eylvia, et frondosam,
Heree vultu speciosam.
Riceard Bratuwarr,

I rose early on the following morning and set out upon
my journey. The day was fine, and the air delightfully
fresh and inspititing; a gentle breeze from the west
served to enliven, without agitating, the feelings, and
produce that excited influence on the frame which thrills
through the mind with a glad disturbance. Gray, always
happy in epithéts, never applied one more expressive or
appropriate than when he called the morning * incense-
breathing.” We are pleased with the term when we read
it in our chamber, but when we stand on some lofty head- -~
land, looking toward the newly-risen sun, and the nncer-

. tain zephyr grows fresher and fuller in swelling strength,
we search the mind for some phrase that can denote the
delight, and the word * incense” flashes on ‘the under-
standing aa a discovery of the instant, and a moment

. elapses before we discover. that the word is another’s and -
not our own. As light which conthins all colours is
colourless, and as the perfection and completeness of
gound, according to Pythagoras, is silence, so the primary,
single and undefective perfume, is the inodorous breath
of day.

One who,—hke the genergl race of men,—has gone
from. youth to manhood, through common life, a common
man, can form no notion of the state of feeling in which
I existed at this time,—a state which was but one ok the

. 3 o
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many phases of the human character when it grows np
alope, and aloof from precedent, fellowship, or example,
acted upon by nothing save the grand impulses of natjre.
The infinite little distractions of a quiet emplgyment, the
hourly greetings in the street, the momentary expectation
of an incident; the sowing of to-day for the reaping of to-
morrow, the .constant sense of an external relation, all
form, as it were, a lote-like music to the heart of the
dweller in the high-way of life, which charms the passions
to sleep, and harmonizes the opposing infinities of the sout
, Inta the zerc that lics between: and man enveloping

. within him capacities for good that might dwarf an angel,

“* gpd energies of evil that might startle a demon, gnes
through the workd a harmless, worthless being, as little
conscious of what fies within him-ag the hirsate rind of
the oyster knows of the jewe| that it houses. To the
thousands who have never ingde acquaintance with their
awn soculs, what I shall relate of myself at this 1ime may
seem incredible beeause it is vousual; wanting sympathy -
with the feeling, they may lack intellipence of the condi-
tlon. As little resemblance have the habiis of the children
of society to the impulses of the children of nature, as the
spark on an electric point upon the earth has to the
mighty spirit which the thunder-clond has nursed,
bosomed in its depths as it saiis the air; as iittle as the
stunted hemlock of a2 grove ta the heaven-stretching
cedars of Mount Libanus. Yet be there many doubtless
in whom the germ has sprouted, though it grew not to a |
flower; men who have in youth dreamed wildly for a
moment, till the appeinted destiny drew them: back to
busineys, Such may from the actuai infer. the poesible,

* amd will know frogn & glimpse, once pranted, ever gar-. -
‘nered, that my deseription exceeds not the truth,

For three years I had lived in utter solitude, my mind
having no other cothpanion than: my héart. With all
curious speculations, mysterious imaginings, and pro-
found impressions I was intimately familiar: to all, in the
things of nature and the shoughts of nlan,-that could
awake affection, wonder and meditation 1 was exquisitely
ausceptible, Morbig in feefing and impracticadble in ex3
[*tion,l was as litfie adapted. to join actively in the

L “
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busindsyof the world, as a tottering hermit js fitted to rise
from the lonely musings of half g cestury, and mfrshal an
army on the plain of combat. I -was about to. mingle
with men again, and to"rest on them the foundation of
my romantid schemes; and it never oceurred to me that
thbse who lived under the influence of agencies the polar
opposites of orine, might in any respect be different from
me? [ whs aboot to tradsplant a dréam from air to earth,
thinking thdt a sky-bud would flower In the soil. In the
wniverslF of fancy I had created a world of iy own, and
living daily in that world, knew not that it was not the .
common globe 5 I thoaght that the azure veil on high which
not hid anﬂels from my sight, was the same sky that '
lonked dd'wn on the lahours and the pleawares of the whole
earth ; that the same Nature which looked, laughed, spoke
1o ge in vafe and hill and shady grove, spnke, tooked and
laughed also to woman and%o man wherever dwelling;—
hot reflecting that 1o the enthusiast’s eye lif is profoundly
masked in error; not considering that the vapours of
hope must be chilled and condensed ere they passed into
solid reality. My dreams were to the world's deeds as

——nacntide dew
Or fountain in a noonday grove,

is to the strumpet highway commen unto all, which sends - .-
to the sky no tribute bat the arid dust the earth throws off.
As T went on amid sights of landscape varying but to
lease, and gnder scenes of heaven changeless but to

-enkhant, 1 gdzed in a revery of rapture upon the lovely

‘prospect,

- till it berame n
. Far lovelier, and my soul eduld not dmelain s,
The beauty aiill more beauteous ! A

A wave of deep emotion swelled thr8uzh m'y bogom, as
I looked into the clear blue sky, and influences of sacred
joy fioated to me through the crystal air.

That grand old man, Lord Bacon, was wont when he

“#rode itk the eountry, especially if a slight soft rain was

fafling, to uhcover ‘hia head, dhying that « he Toved that
the Spirit of the Unwerse' should rest upon his temple*

.
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That such a spirit is, and makes itself to be perceived, is
‘an impresston which feeling suggests and philasophy
sanctions. And if the stern and the worldly, il the com-
monplace and the trivial perceive this emanation,—and
the squalid infznt who knows no more of nature than the
atill cape of sky that roofs its native alley, has pondered
its meaning with a heart of reverence,—if they whose
hearts are encrusted by sensuaslity have, in despite of
their hardness, béen awed, it may be imagined how sus-
ceptible wes I who had so nursed my 8oul to tenderness
that, often, as if it had been a harp-string of living nerve,
the faintest breath of passion could delight it almost to

- agony, .

In a tremor of. gladness, my frame quivering with emo-
tion, 1 looked back on the years that were passed, and
forward to the days that were coming, I had been suc-
cessful,—even to the craving fulness of romance, suc-
cessful,—in ell my plans and undertakings. I was
returning as a triumphant herg, with the proudest
trophies of victory in my band ; my veins tingling with
that sense of glorious success which makes the eye
quiver and the lip tremble. * Hope elevated and joy
brightened my crest.” When I looked forward, vision
rose piled upon vision in unexhausted profusion, and
dreams of happiness, each brighter than its predecessor,
flitted unceasingly over the scenmes of fancy. Of this
world of suggestive bliss Emily should be queen ! I would
enthrone her mistress over all that was mine, whether trea-
sured in the heart or bailt in the fancy, T® her I would
subject all my thoughts, my plans, my splendid wishes.

Referring to this period of my life, from the totally dif-
ferent state in which I pow find mysell, 1 feel it difficult

" to do more than thint at the high-wrought madness which
then possessed me. It is rather by memory acting upon
the result, than by.relating consciousness that I am able
to realize to mysell that strange condition. No more
than a far abler artist can I .+ paint what then I was,"
But from sketches, broken and imperfect, the reader may

. apprehend in some degree, how false and -unsound was

the position into which solitude and a heated mind bad

Erought me, and' ‘may anticipate the revulsion which
L 4 .

[
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reality would work In one of such jealons sensibility and
longinga a3 limitless as the universe.

I reached the viltage of my destination about noon, and
alighting at the edge of it, weat on foot over the fields,
intending to pass through the garden, and enter hy the
back way the house in which Emlly resided. Connected
with her father's house was a toterably extensive park or
lawn, tastefuliy disposed, and agreeably furnished with
trers and Bowers. It was the place in which I had parted
fromr Emliy three years before; and as 1 walked through
it now, almost entranced in visionary enthusiasm, 1 verily
expected to find her there waiting for me, as if by some -
secret sympathy she had known of my arrival. I looked
that she shoold have started up in love's own ecatasy,
and flown to my arms in the thoughtless innocence of
nature. But she did not. -

I reached the house, and ascending the steps which led
by a window tothe parlour, I raised the sash and enteved
the room. 'The object of my search was hefore nie; she
sat alone, fully dressed, vpon a sofa, reading & news.
peper. She raised her eye, and as she recognized me,
siniled, and with a very composed air advanced towards
we.

“ Mr. Stanley I giving me her hand, ¥ I am extremely
happy to see you. Pray sit down. When did you arrive
in town 1"

“ Lately.—-—immediate]y." said [

“ You found the roads very dusty, I am afraid. 'We
are very much in want of rain.”

“ Very,~—extremely so, indeed:” I replied, absolutely
stanned by the calm immobility of the speaker. 1In an
instant after, the sense of my ridiculous notions, of my
idiotical filly of expectation flashed upon me. Thissud-
den bolting of the actual wpon the vislonary startled me
a¢ the sudden awakin a sleeper who unknowingly
has wandered to a diuigecipice. My thoughts whirled
round to a conscinosness of the reality, like a windlass
furiously uncoiling when, with its heavy weight almost at
the top, the handle is forced off. My dreamns could never
be (ulfilied ! My affectlons never satisfied! Mingled with:
rage I felt a hopeless sinking of the heart. Great God}
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the being whom I had enshrined in the sefenth heaven of
idolatry, whoin I had- adgred Into an ambrosia-breathing
goddess, was here before me a neat young lady thinking
how a shower would allay the dust. I knew not whether
to laugh or to cry. .

“ The crops, I am #old,” continued Emily, “ are suffer-
ing very much. A gentleman said yesterday that the
wheat was nearly destroyed by the drought: the grass
appears to be exceedingly parched.”

With such observations was I entertained by the wo-
man whose lightest tone I thought could have thrilled me
with ecstasy. Though keenly vexed I sat {h mute com-
posure, while every moment *the cold reality” became
more intensely real. Presently I rose, and bidding her
good morning, staggered rather than walked out of the
room, entertained by the pleasing conviction of having
made a desperate fool of myself.

The readet, in the calmpess of ordinary feeling, may
laugh at so absurd a state of things.

1 can laugh now; nay, more, I can smile, as the scene
rises before me. But far different was it at the time.
The grief and the fury wherewith the disappointment
stung me, | cannot nndertake to describe,

1 rushed from the house, blind with anguish, and find-
ing a coach setting off for the city, threw myself into it,
almost insensible with sad amazement.

.

CHAPTER IV.

-Let ua cant curselves into the rushing of time, inla the rolling of
accident. There, pain and pleanure, success and disappointment may
succeed ench other ae they will, e

* Favar.
I nanory know how I got through that journey,—at
least, at this distance of time, [ cannot distinctly recall
what succession of emotiona started up and chased one

another through my mind, during that first agony of my

.
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desolation. - 88fisations of deep shame and mortification,
of inward rage and vexation, and of prostrate hopeless
grief, for some time followed each other in hurried confu-
sion. But it was not Jong ere I mastered the emotjon. At
" those seasons in which the mind isin.a desponding mood,
and the vigour of the heart slambersin inaction, the intelli-
gence of a great misfortune so conquers the spirit that it
submits to the infliction without & struggle, and the only
relief which can be hoped for, is that relief which is the off-
spring of Time. 8o did not I yield. Calamity, when it
visited me, found one as saltent in his energies as he was
keen in his sensibilities, and disposed to regard grief, when
it assumed the character of a settled enemy to his happi-
ness, with a militancy of inclination and & “resolution
never to submit,” My passions had been scunded deeply
and variously in the solitude of my study, when, for ambi-
tion's sake, I girded myself to wrestle with the stern dif-
ficulties of science, and to grapple with the elusive
mysteries of poetry. Those passions which had thus been
roused and drilled, as it were, for action, this blow tried
to the utmost; the struggie was intense, but the result
was victory. From the jrring chaos came manliness
and strength. I arose ftom the conflict another being.
The event was a climacteric in my life, The visions of
boyhood vanished; the pictures of youth faded: the
energies of the man were roused. I cast the grief from
me. [ threw from my thoughts all remembrance of
Emily and of my ancient hope. 1 resolived that former
feelings should no more be tepants of my heart ; that ‘sen-
. sibility should clasp other objects,—that ambition, warm-
ing in pursuit of other quarries, should feel no defeat,—
that the heart, filled by other and far distant employments,
should find no void.

Night was setting in when I reached the city. The
events of the morning and the occurrences of days just
passed, seemed at that time removed by a century’s dis-
tance. When they occurred to my mind it was in
glimpses ns over a Jong tract of years. Change of cir-
cumstance anticipates lapse of time; there is no interval
like the interval of feeling.

As I could not have endured to visit the house which I
had formerly occupied,—the theatre of a drama past by,

.
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—without disgust, [ betook myself to a hotel. Amid the
exciting bustle of. sych a place, I recovered a calm and
commonplace tone of feeling which it is among the
marx of our being. that we can wander into, even in .
the gt of the greatrst excitemsent. In the evening,
however, when 1 was left alone, the sense of my solitude-
and of my mournful disappointment came upgn me with
a cheerless weight, and filled me with the deepest melan-
choly, I felt as i[ I had sustained some lnss by death;
in fact, the being whon I had loved end worshipped waz
uo more. My Emily was pgone for ever, and it mattered
little to my heart or my hopes whether her place was
filled by another, or was void. Nat that the occurvence
left me desperate, or prevented my indulging in prospects
of future action ; but still 1 could not help recurring to it
with hitter regret; lamenting that my prospects were
dashed to the ground, and that all my labours were
lahours in vain, and laying the fault rather on the un-
worthiness of the ohject 1 had trusted, than the madness
of the fancy which had made me trust. To the nceupa-
tions of the future 1 lonked rather ag a means of forgetting
the past, ‘than of affording any pleasures of jts own, I
felt that sort of cheerful misery and contented despair
which the poet has so touchingly and so delicately ex-
hibited in a single soliloquy of Jaffier, and I was ready to
exclaim with him, reversing the cenditions,

4T will hear my waywnrd fute alone,
But nc'er know comfort more,”

On the follewing morning I sat down to decide upan
my future course of life. I felt that one act of my exist-
ence was concluded,—that I was going to begin another
era; and 1 wished it to be as opposite to the former as
possible. T looked upon my past years as a bright field
of joy separated from the present by a dark chill cloud,
Tao the little den In which § had spent three years of
strange, unusual bliss, I would - not return; my intention
was {o profess for awhile the business of pleasure, and to
taste the Aowing waters of life, as I had before drunk of
them. at rest; to oceupy myself as much as possihble
with society, and endeavour to divert the sense of that
dlstress the reality of which I could not obviate.
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It was the middle of summer, and none of the fw ac-
guaintances whom I had, were in town ; and although as
a residence in the warmest weather, the empty city must
be inﬁmtely preferable to the eonfin¥d quatters og coun-
try inn, yet my wish at this time was to sekk thodé places
where company most abounded, and to amuse myself
with the artificial interests of the drawing-room. 1
therefore sat ont at once for the sea-shore, and after a
day's ride found myseif the inhabitant of a house into
which three hundred persons had crowded themselves to
be comfortable and cool,

1 do not know any spot where a good-humoured phi-
Jodopher could find more to feed his mirth, than he may
meet with at a fashionable watering-place. We are toid
that Demecritus used to walk daily to the sea-side to en-
joy a laugh ut the oddities in human character and con-
duct that were there presented to hiz view. Doubtless
antiquity was as rich in absurdity as are our own times;
but if he found by the sea half as much to amuse him ag
we may now discover in the same place, he did well to
visit it. 8till it would have been worth a wish 1o the
merry-hearted sage that he could have lived to shake his
sides in the dining-ronm of a modern resort. To witness
the ridiculnus displays of vanity and pretension that there
occur, would -have afforded him a perpetual feast of
jollity ; and it might have roused a deeper {eeling of
scorn, and a sense of something like humiliation for his
race, to behold the contrast here displayed between the
majesty of nature and the littleness of man ; where, within
sight of the boundlesg sea, and within hearing of his eter-
nal roar,—-on the spot where wisdom might retire to muse
and poetry to feel the inspiration which it Joves,—a herd
of martals callect to play the antics of a farce, and to
show the motley meanness of “the noblest work of God.”

On the morning after my arrival, when I had completed
the ceremony of dressing for dinner, I descended to the
large public room, where all were assembled that nnne

"might have an vnfair advantage in the attack which was

shortly to take place. As I passed in, two or three shame-

leas gourmands were standing near the door of the dining-

room ready to rush to the assault vpon the first opening

of the doora. One young gentleman was sitting in the
¥oL, L 4
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hall, in that inclined position the discovery of which the
English do us the honour of ascribing to ovr nation. He
waa reclining in the most careless manner in the world,
apparenily courting the breeze, and intent only on a
newspaper; but a certain restfess fidgeting, and the hur-
ried glance which he cast toward the door when any noise
within indicated to his imagination that the important mo-
ment had arrived, manifested that he had pretty success-
fully simplified his wants into one comprehensive craving.
As | went by, one of the servants within, whether from
accident or design, placed his hand on the knob of the
doar, when the expectant's chair dashed Lo the floor, and
he was about to spring forward, bot discovering his mis-
take, retreated again in some confusion.

Leaving these hopefn) youths in the pious performance
of the command to watch and prey, I won the entrance of
a huge place yclept the parlour, and proceeded through
it to see if there were any within whom I knew. The
regions near the door were occupied by a host of coarse-
looking people,~fat round.shouldered men, with long
white waistcoats extending far below their buttoned blue
coats, and fatter women, with white pocket-handkerchiefs
In their hands and flaunting caps with red ribands stream-
ing,~lonking, on the whole, extremely like filleted oxen
going up to be sacrificed at the temple of Jupiter Capi-
tolinus.

I had heard that a friend of mine, a delightful person to
meet with any where, was at this time at the shore; and
while my eye was wandering in search of him it fell upon a
German with whom I had some acquaintance. I went up
to him, and demanded if he knew or had seen the gentie-
man I was looking for. Mr. Heineman was a naturalist;
and from long devotion to facts and their dry classifica-
tion his mind had become a meve catalogue of particulars;
he would heve formed at this time as singular a curiosity
in a cablnet of moral rarities as any specimen in his phy-
alcal collection.

# 8ir,” gnid I, “do you know Mr. Seward 1"

# Beward!" pronounced the philosopher, casting his
eyes to the ceiling and assuming a most abstracted air,—
«of Sewards I have known three, Philip Seward, re-
stauratear, at Calcutta,—John Seward, barber, at Buenos

‘ [
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Ayras, and Jehosaphat Seward, cook in the Danish ship
Tiger.” . .

« The person I allude to,” said I, * is probably no con-
nexion of either the restaurateur at Calcutta, the barber
of Buenos Ayres, or the cook on board of the Danish
ship Tiger. He is a man of good family, and his mother
was Lhe celebrated beauty, Miss Brown.”

«Of Browns,” said the German eagerly, protruding his
chin, staring intently on vacancy, and counting at the
same time upon his fingers; *of Browns I have known
just forty-six——no, forty-seven—aEliphalet Brown, of—"

* The important communication was here interrupted
by the approach of a well-looking young man, and the
names of the forty-seven Mr. Browns whom Heineman
had ehronicled in his memery were lost to me for ever.
My German presented me -to the new-comer. He was
one of those harmless simpletons who look upon talk as a
certain ‘formal exercise, who will say any thing “in the
way of conversation,” and are satisfied with themselves
if they can but make a remark., The youth extended hls
long neck, and bowing between his ear and his shoulders,
said, in a grave tone but with an extremely insinuating
air, * There was a Stanley died recently of the cholera.”

“ Same man, of course,” said 1, and turning vpon my
heel, left him to practise compliments upon the German.

“ + That sea-ing they might not see?! ” said a voice at
my shoulder, % Are your eyes so *shore-n of their beams’
that you cannot discover an old friend 1

Iturned and recognized Seward; thongh, had I only
% geen with my ears” I might have known the speaker by
the vileness of his puns. He was one who although his
mercurial temper and fondness for social notoriety led
him constantly to sacrifice digoity to diversion, yet ren-
dered himself universally acceptable by the unflagging
livelinegs and spirit of his conversation. He was often
extravagant and sometimes fatiguing, but never dull. To
keep himself excited and others interested was the whole
business of his life: and to this end, the purest wit and
the most despicable quibbles, a keen vigour of reason and
inexhaustible powers of buffoonery united in an odd but
delightful confusion. He could be serious on occasion,

_and with great effect: when the faste of his companion
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made it desirable, he was always ready to take part in
argument, and he never took part in vain. Bot still if
the cap was not on his head it was at least in his hand, and
at the slightest signal the grave debater was a dancing
hartequin. [ have seen him at one moment discussing
“ Edwards on Lhe Will"* with a learned professor, and at
the next crowing like & cock for the amusement of a
child. 1In this last accomplishment his powers were
unique; he would have dwarfed Braham, and even the
lord leutenant for Ireland could not have stood near him.
I hardly know whether [t was a greater treat to hear him
expound the » Aids to Reflection,” or repeat “ Christahel”
with a long-drawn-out accnmpaniment of the » tu.whit,
tu-whooa” For a mind like his whetein choice witli-
elsma, lcarned quotations and stories of humorous anec-
dotes, lay pited together as ander & mosaic dispensation,
there could be no antitypes in nature but the gizzard of
an ostrich in which pen-knives, bils of glass, old nails,
and fragmenta of leather repnse, an indigesia moirs ; or
the Index of a magazine, where « Hell” follows * Heaven,”
“Qmnipotence” is backed with “Oysters,” and = Freedom"
and ¢ Fudge” © Washer-woman” and * Washington,”
« Botled-egga" and « Bonaparte,” “ Divinity” and * Door-
nalla® stand in apt conjunction. In short, there were
nearly ae many different elements in his character as
there are distlnct orders of architecture in an American
bank. He was quite young, and althnugh he prided him-
sell on his powers of intrigue, was in reality profoundly
ignorant of the world, and more often imposed vpon than
any one | ever knew. Hig visage was as odd as his cha-
racter ; pale, lanthorn-jawed, worthy a man of eighty : his
brow knotted and wrinkled, and a couple of deep lines
running horizontally across the top of his nose,—an infal-
lible sign, by the way, of humour.

The heart of Seward was as true as his head was
various, and a firmer frlend, when his estcem had been
gained, existed not.

* You seem to be somewhat crowded here, mon ami,”
said L

% Thls erowd,” sald Seward, *like Hamlet’s grief and
the new-fyshioned coats, c knows not serms.’ 1t s as real
as any acllon known to the Jaw of England.”
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« Mized, rather, I should think,” said 1. * But pray
tell me who some of these people are : and, to begin with
the least, who is that little creature, that homuncle, that
differential of & man, who is illustrating himself to those
ladies with such consummate self-satisfaction 1

* True,” said Seward, ** Sapiens incipit a fine, we will
proceed from the lowest of creation, upward. That man
js the well-known Mr. Arish ; whoin talking of celebrated
authors, says, * we literary men.! He is a critic, which
-means an author run to seed ; and has been, in his tifne,
a great bug-bear to young writers, but to my thinking
the bug so predeminates over the bear, that I am sur-
prised that he is not rather an object o contempt than of
fear. He was bred up to no professicn, and being obliged
by the narrowness of his income to seek Jabour of some
kind, he resorted to that last refuge of unprovided genivs;
the unapprenticed trade of authorship. His produclions
however, did not happen to strike the public mind: in
short he failed. But the versatility of his genins was not
without a resource. * Every man,’ says Shaftesbory,
¢ thinks he can drive & whiskey, and manage a small
farm.! Every educated man thinks he canteach a school,
and edit a newspaper. Arish resorted to the latter; a
choice which I so highly commend, that I shall some day
or other adopt it myself. He had by nature, undoubtedly,
very peculiar talents for the post, especially, of a political
editor. No man could turn a paragraph better, or suc-
ceed more infallibly in rendering a sheet ephemeral. It
was beautiful to see a man so much elevated above prin-
ciple, and indulging such sublime contempt for decency.
He is understood to have commenced his course of prepa-
ration for politics by a diligent study of Turner’s History,
and Mrs. Trimmer’s Abridgements. He determined to
execute the advice of the philosopher in Rasselas, and live
according to nature. He fixed his eyes upon the moon,
and resolved to emulate her changes. He saw the osier,
and excelled it in pliancy. He imitated the seasons, too,
with most happy resemblances; and often when hig
friends expected from the mild and spring-like approba-

- tion of his manner, that the warmth of summer patronage

was to ensue, he would come oot upon them with the

. freezing guste of a Match wind. With such sxquisite
. FL N
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pang-froid did be pass to and fro from one party to ano-
ther, that it might seem as if he had merely done it to
beneBt his health by & change of air. He exhibited in his
oft repeated and most gracelul * forward and back, cross
over and turn vound, a dance of tergiversation, whigh
Almacks might have copled with applause, 8o thought
the world, hot in truth the men had no party but himself,
and no principle but to advance himself: and he never
deserted the one nor forgot the other,”

“ [t might be an interesting problem for the Board of
Longitude,” said 1, * to discover at what point of the com-
pass he might be found at any given pertod in advance”

Our conversation was here lnterrupted by the approach

‘of a fat and very vulgar wownan, with a very patronizing

air tn my companion: young men of pood blood are
alwaya particularly protected by rich purvenwes. *<La!
Mr. Seward 1" cried the vulgarian, * what terrible places
these is for gentility ! (placing the accent on the first syl
lahle of the word.} One don't find nothing here as one Ig
‘customed to, at homé: nothing but steel fawks, which,
you know, Is quite exploded now, We brung down a
dozen silver fuwks with us; and as you have always been
‘customed to ‘em, I know, we'll lend one of "em to you :
*cause [ know you can't eat your dinner without 'em.”

Beward who was thoroughly patrician in his feelings,
shrank from the coarse appeal, as if it had been a north-
easter, and replied with great coldness, “1 thank you,
madam ; fcan eat very well with steel,”

* Jh 1" renewed the other. *1 am sure you can’t; no
one can. I will tell our servant to put a silver fawk by
your plate.”

* You are exceasively condescending, madam !” replied
Seward, who was beginning to be vexed as he saw the
attention of the by-standers directed towards him, and
who was as little fond of heing victimized ae he was fond
of vietimizing: I must beg, madam, that you will not
give yourself any trouble of the kind: on this occasion,
I prefer ateel,”

The patroness was effectoally discomfited by the tone
of dignity with which this was uttered, and wilhdrew
without returning to the charge.

1 bad observed for some time a sickly, peevish-looking
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woman at no great -distance from us, apparently engaged
in pressing upon her husband soufe proposal to which he
did not seem much inclined to eonsent, and of the sug-
gestion of which he seemed to be somewhat ashamed,
From the earneatness of the speaker’s manner, her re-
marks seemed to have reference to some affair of not lese
than vital Importance ; and duoring a pause which pre-
sently ensned in our conversation, some part of the dia.
logue reached our ears.

“It is really tno bad,” said the women, whose voice
seemed to bave bepome monotoned te querulousness,
“too bad that they should take their places above vs at
the dinner-table. 1 wish, my-dear, that you would speak
to the keeper of the house. They have no right there.
You must prevent it."

“0Oh! my dear!” said the husband, who appeared to
be a man of blunt good sense, * it Is not a matter of the
smallest consequence. One seat is just as good as ano-
ther.”

» But,” reiterated the other, * we must have our rights.
The places belong to ns. I will not see such peopie go-
ing above us. It is too bad ;" and they went on wran-

gling. .

* “Pray,” said I to Seward, who like myself had been
listening to this conjugal colloquy, “can you tell me
whai duchess this is, who has thus been defrauded of her
rights, and who are the plebeians who are so shameless
in their encroachments upon rank ¥

“ I happened,” he replied, * to be present at the break-
fast.table this morning, when a perscnal encounter took
place between the parties, or rather when the other party
took possession of the disputed seat, and the present com-
plainant made an unsuccessful attempt to regain it. The
usurper i3 the wife of a rich broker whose connexions are
mean ; this woman is the wife of a poor broker, but hap-
pens to have a thirty-third cousin who married a gentle-
man, Upon the strength of the connexion, she assumes
a coat-urmour, and demands precedence accordingly. The
loss of the seat which should belong to her, as having ar-
rived here before the other, is the momentous argument
of this contest.”

_The dinner-bel} presently rang, and we. all went for-
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wafd. The rich expostulator for place, preceded ua in
‘entering the room, and I could hear her again whispering
tother consort, * Do apeak to the landlord ; it is too bad.”
Seward's place, by the by, ag he afterwards told me, was
equally interfered with by the tormentor of this poor suf-
ferer, but he quietly seated himself without any outery,
His inteYest with the government procured me a seat
near. Opposite was a Dutch baron, as he called himself,
who understood English badly, and spoke it worse. He
was perpetoally falling into blunders, into which Seward
acting upon Addison’s humane rule, was perpetually
plunging him deeper, .

CHAPTER V.

As hudding branches round s tree,—
Thoughts cling, with feclingas fraught, *
Around the silence of the sca,
Iteelf u feeling thought.

Meane,

THE sun had just set, and the evening breeze was
freshening from the waters, when I went out to pay my
respects to the ccean.  Upon the whole, perhaps, I would
as lief bave gone alone, but encountering accidentally on
my way a person whom I had formerly known well and
esteemed very highly, I proposed to him to join my ram-
ble, He assented and we went forward together.

William Herand, was one of my earliest acquaintances
at school, and without any very tender feelings upon
either side, there existed a tolerably warm friendship be-
tween us during the whole period of our connexion as
fellow-students, From some poetical compositions of his
which I had seen, the production of his youngest years, I
had formed a high opinion of his genius; and I was ac-
customed to think of him, when in subsequent days my
memory recurred to our former acquaintance, as one,
who if occasion were propitious, would probably be dis-
tingnished in after life. He waa one of those persons that



& " @TANLEY. 45
we occasionally meet with, who seem formed for pre-emi-
nence, and to have that pre-eminence yielded by all; ong
whose frank and cordial character excited so warma
personal regard and interest, that in admitting or asserting
his claims to superiority, each seemed to be gratifying his
own private pride. He was undoubtedly the mpst ad-
mired of all who were at the school while I remained
there; and bis perfectly good temper and constant readi-
ness to engage in amusement rendered him also the most
popular. To tasks requiring either original genius, or
acquired learning, he seemed equally fitted; he appeared
to reach by a certain instinet of mind, that familiarity
with difficnlt and unusual subjects, which others by the
most plodding diligence, less sucoessfully attained, With
decided and wnquestionable poetical powers, he united
none of that mondiness of feeling and that lawlessness of
passion, which the history of Lord Byron, and the theo-
ries of Mr. Moore, have taught the world to consider in-
dispeneable attributes of the poetical character. If the
practice of one member of a profession conld have justi-
fied a doubt of the necessity of those qualities which are
usually demanded from the rest, I might have believed

from the evidence which he afforded me, that one might

still be a bard without ceasing to be 2 man of honour, of
principle, and of decency, and that, after all, there was no
such inevitable divorcement between the writing of
verses and the performance of the reasonable duties of
life.

As we walked on to the shore, we passed & large party
of men and women, who were loudly proncuncing the
gea and the sky to be “ very fine,” while a femnle of the
company was repcating with an air of Pythonessan in-
spiration, what she called * those sweet lines of Buyron,”

“Oh! that the deserl were my dwelling.place !

# O that it were, Indeed " cried Herand ; “ you cannot
" -, wish it more devoutly than I do. Gracious Heaven! If
these vulgar and illiterate admirers of Lord Byror could
imagine the ineffable disgust with which that haughty
poet would regard them, were he again alive, I think that
their enthusiasm would be somewhat cooled. Pish! let
us escape from these romantic fools, who realize the Per-
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sian description of a sacred animal of that country, whose
ears are so long that when he lies upon his side, one of
them serves for a matiress, and the other for a coverlet.™

“ He must indeeg be greedy of admiration,” said 1, “ who
can relish the morsel from so foul a plate.  One is almost
reconciled to insignificance when it is among the penal-
ties of distinction to excite such applause. A man may
be content to allow his skiff to lie dry upon the beach,
when he sees what wretched parasitel shell-fish cling
about the keel of those vessels which have ventured on
the ocean, in numbers sometimes great enough to break
up the voyage.”

We presently reached a retired part of the heach,
where the broad expanse of the waters extended before
the eye in all their silent majesty. The sentinel surges
gleamed far along the shore like & white-plumed triple line
of soldters, to guard the rest of the deep.

“Jtis a glad and glorious pastime to the spirit,” said
my companion, “to look upon this type and token of Al
mighty power—to wrestle with the living thoughts which
dwell like things amid the stir and strife of these eternal
waters-—to encounter the atrong breathlessness of awe
which is dashed upon the soul as we inhale at a glance
the vastness of the scene. Upon the face of the deep, the
spitit of eternity still iz brooding: as we pause before
this wide unbarriered space, and our naked mind stands
bold against the wunveiled, eternal universe, a silent
thought of homage swells through the endless space;
ehd that thought is God. The ocean is the material
image of the Almighty: what attribute of Deity is not
here substantial? Power, of an infinite fulness ;--beauty,
of that particular pervadingness of essence, that rain
end tempest, and the beaks of winds evolve and not
efface it;.—life, abstract and indestructible, that never
wearies and that never wastes——whose days know not
repose, and upon whose bosom the cloud of nightly slum-
ber never weighs, If the dancing water breok should
ceaseto chant his praises who inspired its gladness,—or
if the infuriate storm-blast as it gnashes through the
forest, shonld burst from its bands, and disown its
Maker ;—if men should ever gaze upon the western sun,
and forget whose countenance ita brightness mirrors, or
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rest upon the mountain turf, nor own from whose om.
nipotence the strength of the hills has sprung ;—if the
knowledge of the Infinite One shall ever pass away from
the earth, the roar of the ocean wil] thunder it back,
It was the sublime intention of Nicholas Ferrar that
a perpetual chant or solemn service of music “should be
established at Little Gidding, to be sustained by genera-
tion after generation, and continued to the end of time
without the interruption of a moment. He wished that,
whatever might be the condition of men or the character
of the times, the voice of praise might ever be ascending;
that it should rise amid the roar of contest, like a smiling
lotus through a tangled ruin, and be the blended harmony
of* all the thoughts of peace; that the ancestor and his
deacendant might unile in the same song of thanksgiving,
and century be bound to century by an allembracing
stream of worship.-' What the saint designed, the sea
performs. There are times perhaps in which from human
lips throughout the broad extent of the earth, no sound of
prayer or praise is heard; but the listening seraph who
looks out from the windows of heaven, bears the organ
of the waters peal everlastingly. It is not without an in-
fluence which may be termed holy,—for its beginning is
- fear and its effect is cleansing,—that we muse within thig
great cathedral of the sky-roofed deep. When first seen
by man, it gives him a thought and a disturbance, which
though nothing can have ever before started such emo-
tions within him, seem strangely familiar to his feelings.
And when we claim instinctive brotherhood with that
which stretches back, like a broad sheet of light, Lo the
first moment that the gush of sun-beams flowed down
upon the waves, and forwards till the depth of the hea-
veng shall be opened, we realize one of those moments of
existence in which man feels his immortality and trembles
at it. There are thoughts of mystery and dreams of
magic floating around this scene; and there are those
who have feasted on them till they have become maddened,
and their life bas turned to parching thirst for the fulness
of these unearthly sentiments. But such thoughts are the
food of heaven; and while I would Jabour for their recog-
nition as the proof of heaven, I would postpone their en-
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joyment to ancther life, and gbide in hope till the vell of
the flesh which dims them, s withdrawn.”

“ There are,” said I, * many faculties of the heart whose
true sphere of exerclge is not in this world, and which bear
in the fact of thefr being, unequivocal testimony that the
intellectual frame whereln they are lodged, is destined for
employment in another field of éxistence. And you have
indicated truly the use which should be made of them:
we should question them of their secret, elleit from them
the truth which they have to impart, and then dismiss
them to be more fully developed in the due revolution of
time. And I cannot help thinking that much of the
scheme of practical Christianity has the same prospective
reference. We do wrong in supposing that to the earth,
only, or even chiefly, Is confined the application of the re-
quisitions of the Scriptures; that this globe is the only
acting theatre of man, and that the future is but a scene
of calm and impassive enjoyment. Qur preachers err in
limiting to this small arena a struggle and an endeavour
which will last through eternity,—in confining within
mundane limits, a mystery which fills immensity. Instead
of a benignant blessing to man it were a bitter mockery
of his helplessness, to expect him to attain the full mea.
sure of that perfection, than which no more belongs to
consummate puority: to demand of him to famiiiarize to
his bosom and to expound by his conduct a system be-
fore whose unfathomable obscurity angel and archangel
bow in humility ; to comprehend which, cherabic wisdom
must pray for edded intelligence; to fulfil which, seraphic
ardour i not too sufficient. My opinion is, that those
commands which are enjoined upon us here, are intended
in their completeness to apply to our conduct in futuye
worlds, when by cucmulative energy through successive
stages we shall arrive at a moral vigour in some measure
adequate to the task. And in the very mode of the expo-
sition of these matters in the Scriptures, [ read a con-
firmatlon of this opinion; for the doctrine of faith Is
therein fully and satisfactorily laid open, bul the precepts
of practice are imperfectly and in many cases impractica-
bly developed; glving glimpses, a8 it were, of that com-
plete acheme, whose revelation ia reserved for other
spherea. For epiritual existence in the great archipelago



STANLEY. 49

of worlds that fills the ocean of infinity is not indepen-
dent, but sveccessive,~death being but ‘a sleep and a for-
getting,'—birth, an awaking with extended power. The
great sacrifice which was exbibited, in our own globe
two thousand years ago, believe me, was not confined to
it. It was a divine immolation for total sin on the great
altar of the universe, and its manifestation was simul-
taneous throughout the whole array of planets; to each
there was a darkening of the sun; in each a rending of
the veil in an o)d temple of superstition. Those who
have been cast on these shores prior to the revelation of
atonement, will learn the healing truth in some fature
abode of their souls. It would require & mighty argu-
ment to convince me, that I have not lived before this; it
would, require an almighty one to persuade me, that I
shall not live hereafter. Meanwhile, whatever may be
our future lot, there are incumbent upon us, here, mo-
mentous duties as members of society. Let us, therefore,
secure of the developements of future time, lay aside the
pursuit of these unprofitable speculationa which the con-
templation of naturé forces on our mind, and girding our-
selves to the task before us, actively meet the exigencies
of life, and calmly ' wait the great teacher, Death.' "

“I have always consented,” said Herand, “to the
maxim of the great moral poet, that the proper study of
mankind, is man: and 1 hold that communion with na-
ture is only valuable to freshen and relieve the spirit, and
to strengthen the heart to pursue the study. Deeply, ag
from long acquaintance, I am attached to the solitary
haunts where nature reveals herself to her votaries in al]
her majestic loveliness, and, familiar as 1 am with the
strong charms of those fair spirits who preside over lake
and stream and mountain, I must still, in the sobriety of
reasoning judgment, confess that those poets, who, like
Shelley and Hemans, linger for ever beneath the cope of
air, and weave not one valuable moral reflection, not one
maxim of prudence, among their verses, are not my most
cherished favourites. The light which they dispense may
be ¢ fight. from Heaven,’ but it is not for Earth: it is ail
thrown upon the by-paths of romance and the groves of
seritiment, not a ray illuminating the high road of human
conduct,—that path of action which, while we are men,

VoL, L 5
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must be the chief field of our footsteps. They render
that the essence, which, in reason, is but the accident of
Jife; they make that the substance of our business, which
ahould, in truth, be but the giiding of our leisure. It s

. Indeed of advantage to retire occasionally from pursuing
the realfty of virtue to dally with its romance; but these
“writers make the argument of the volume of what affords
Jbut matter for & parenthesis. When the recess of evening
brings repaose from labour, the reveries of the freside are
in place; but it 19 worse than idle to linger dreaming in
the twilight of the valleye, when midday duties await uz
on the piain."

“You are of course, then,” said 1, “ an admirer of
Pope 1"

* 8o much so, that, with the exception of a few.of his
avowed followers, who have caught something of his
splrit, I question whether there has been any true poetry
since his days. Ah! my friend, when 1 see the age about
to crown with the title of Immortal, a pnet whose great-
est productions are Hymna to a Botterfly, and whase
most elevated occupation is the * sentimental ogling of a
tullp; I fear that we are in the sad condition of the
degenerate Israelites, having abandoned the God of ouar
fathers, and gone a-hunting after atrange idols. The old
Egyptian plague is renewed among us, and grasshoppers
and locusts have gotten into the king's chamber. The
community of letters has indeed become & republic; all
ere now equal in insignificance. And the extinction of
monarchy in song, like that of the palitical monarchy of
France, I& followed by a rabble of daily aspirants, whose
fame is as brief as their popularity was vehement”

« I am afraid,” sald I, “ that your simile extends its ap-
plication to your disadvantage. If the judges will not
edmit Byron into the line of legitimate « kings,’ the pecple
will crown bim by the title of * emperor.'”

“1 would rather,”” replied Herand, * subscribe to By-
ron’s opinion of Pope, than the people’s opinion of Byron.
Of the poets now in vogue you must unman yourself to
read one-half, and unchristianise yourself to admire the
other. Aristides, being guilty of nu other crime than the
crime of belng just, was banlehed vpon that charge; and
Pope, in the dearth of fault, is condemned because he is
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“moral’ The ostracists of Pope talk much of the neces-
aity of * invention’ to constitute a true poet, and descant
much on the importance of < imagipative’ topice; bui it is
yet to be proved that a subject riseq in poetical value in
proportion as it sinks in every other value. How can it
affect the beauty of the structure that its foundations rest
upon a rock? Are the garlands of Fancy the less lovely,
or is their odour the less fragrant, because they are en-
twined around the aceptre of Truth?! 1Is the splendid
Pharos that sublimely sllent gazes o'er the deep, {he less
picturesque, becauvse its main purpose is utility? Is the
architecture of the Doric portico at Athens the less ex-
quisite in its impression, because it was built for a market-
place? Those critics must be arrant poetical Calvinists,
who deem so vilely of their own species as to deny it to
be a worthy topic of the poet's pen. What subject can
be more interesting than the conduct of man? more va-
rious than the nature of man! more sublime than the
duties nf man? 1 admit then to Byron the title of Poet of
the Ocean,—to Hemans, of Poet of the Lily ; | admit not~—
[ demand for Pope the title of the Poet of Man.?

# Jt was the stern sincerity of an honest freedom,” said
I; “the consciousness that he battled singly for the right
—that with a magic transformation made the pen of Pope,
as Paulus Joviug suid of his own, sometimes a pen of
gold and sometimes a pen of iron, and caused his couplets
to Bow around the land with a might of sarcasm nnwith-
stond. Conservative in all hig feelings, he yet hated cant
with & fierce defiance ; an¥ious to impress his age, he yet
conciliated no sect and truckied to no party. Buying no
voices and leaguing with no confederates, he stretched
forth hig hand in the name of Truth, and in that name he
wrought his miracles ;—*alone he did it Such a man
haz no need to concern himself abgpt popularity; he
creates it, as the son creates the day.”

* While Pope, in action, wandered into no enormous
vices,” szid Herand, “he proposed in theory no extrava-
gant standard of virtue: hia precepts were.guarded, ds
Mackintosh finely seys of Paley, * by a constant reference
to convenience and practice.’ Hdow opposite to this is the
modern school of teachers! Look at Shelley complaining
of wrong and tyranny, and evlogising purity and heavenly
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love, and then marrying two wives and leaving one of
them to die of a broken heart. Look at Coleridge,—who
together with Wordsworth is essentially of the same
tribe,—writing songs * that bid the heavens be mute,’ and
leaving his wife to the charity of Mr. Southey, who is
about the only literary man of our time who ig not
ashamed to do his duty, and is vpon the whole the most
perfect character of his age. This poetical fanfaronnade
about virtue and affection, is disgusting in the mouths of
these worthless vagabonds:

* Remamber
. How ensier far devout enthusinar in
Than a good action; and how willingly
Quy indelence taken up with pious rapture,
Though at the time unconnacious of itz end,
Only to suve the 1oil of ueeful deede.* ™

“ Pope,” saild I, * has certain!ly done as much to exalt
the dignity of humanity by his life, as to improve the be-
haviour of men by his writings,—an article of commenda-
tion which can be extended to but few of his brethren.
That tissue of putative meanness which was woven by
the unnumbered foes which his genius had created, and
which Johnson was not unwilling to extend, Roscoe has
blown away ltke the filmy gossamer of the morning ; and
presented us instead, with a story as touching to ouwr
feelings and as bonourable to our common nature as any
other with which I am acquainted.”

* ir,” cried my companion, warming with enthusiasm
as his mind d welt upon the character of his favourite poet,
“the hand of Biography does not present us with a finer,
or more generous instance of a man giving himself up
solely and without reserve, to high literary ambition ;—
with the sclemnity,of an Hamilcar dedication, congecrating
himself at the altar of Fame; bringing to it the tender
blossoms of his early boyhood,—to it, the ripéned fruitage
of his elder years. Withdrawing himself from the world,
and nursing In solitude the fire of his heart, that youthful
ardour, which in most cases is suffered to play objectless
Hke the ground-fire of the tropics, was by him concen-
tered on a single object. 'With no vices, with few foibles ;
free from domestic cares, and safe from all political dis-
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turbance; wasting not A moment on the transifory,—-he
dwelt apart in his heautiful villa, looking out upon man
as from the window of & castle, and sketching his charac-
ter and his destiny with the calmness and fidelity of &
superior nature; in youth creating richly, in manhood,
refining slowly ; living out hia sad and shattered age with
no other purpose before him than

To betier his life and better hin Iay,
To virtue's improvement and vice'a decay.”

Justly might he have exclaimed, *quantum alii fributnt
tempestivis conviviiy, quantum afeae, quantum pile ; tan-
tum mihi egomet ad hze studia recolenda sempsi.)

« But might not the individual {o whom those words
were self-applied, contest the claim of Pope to superior
devation to lofty fame 1"

« 1 think not. The part which Cicero took in public
life; his military longings; his labours as an advocate
and prosecutor; his cccupations as questor and consul,
to all of which he looked for merely temporary distinction,
would remove him from the comparison. Besides, you
aee clearly that to present duties, Cicero gave the pre.
ference in his owa mind, and the time which he dedicated
to labour for immortaelity was fragmentary, not continu.
ousg; snatched, not assigned. 1t is true that in the midst
of popular applause and judicial approbation; amid the
tumults of officia} triumph and the distractions of private
luxury—the stili small voice of eternal aspiration reached
and stung his iInmost soul: but it was occasional, like the
dim vistas which ever and anon open and close upon the
eye of one who wanders through a forest. But Pope
stood with his face full-turned upon the future, his eye
resting nowhere short of the remotest posterity; know-
ing well that the incense of Fame is the smoke of sacri-
fice, and that the diadem of genius fs the martyr's crown.
His was the sole glorious task to conquer immortality ;
unambitious to light an earthly lamp which might attract
the sidelong glance of the passing traveller, or kindle a
trangitory fire which might draw together the idie and
the vain, but emulous to plant a star in the eternal hea-
vens, which though so distant that the first rays which
reached the world might shine upon his grave, yet which,

a *

v
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when seen, should be seen for ever, and living on in
still-abiding Justre, become a ﬁideless portion of the very
frame of nature™ .

« 'The change,” said I, * which has come over the whole
character of English poetry within balf a century and has
extended so deeply as to have transformed the principles
of criticism, has not yet met with satisfactory analysis.
*Poetry,’ says Johnson, * has rurely been worse employed
than in dignifying the amorous ravings of a lovesick
girl”"” what a revolution in taste and opinion does the date
of that remark exhibit "

“ And .stranger than all,” said Herand, “the verses
upon which that bitter sentence was pronounced, have
been repeatedly quoted as the sole evidence that Pope
was & true poet. If the definition of poetry by the king
of poets be adopted, Byron and Wordsworth and He-
mans would fare badly. *'A poem,' says Milton, speak-
ing by the mouth of hia nephew, Phillips, *is an illus-
tration or embodiment of some important moral truth,
not drawn from individuality, but created by the imagi-
nation, by combining, with taste and judgment, Ingredients
selected from the stores of Fancy' Had a description
been framed with the express object of commending Pope
and excluding Byron, it could not have been more scru-
puiousty pointed. You cannot discover in the noble poet,
8 single notion or feeling which is generul in its nature,
or true upon universal application. The ability to rise

. Bbove idiosyncrasy—to project general consciousness into
imagined circumstance—so to expand the particular, and
peculiarise the common, that any given sentiment shall
be universal in reach and iadividual in impression—to
widen views into principles, and point axioms into person-
alities, ao that ali shall embrace und each identify—this,
the keystone of poetic power, was utterly wanting in him.
If Byron seems to have penetrated move deeply into the
homan heart than Pope, it is because the one digged so
narrowly that the smailness of the extent assisted the
depth, and the other opened so expansively that the wide-
ness of the labour seemed to leve] the profundity. The
brilliance of Byron's flashes proceeds from the ray being
broken: Pope’s light is the white light of unrefracted

. truth, To present a thought which shall be purely, pre-
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cisely, and perfectly just, requires so many modifications,
Hattenings and smoothings down, of the first hold im-
pression, that most artists have been deterred from the
undertaking; and in the hands of the few who have at-
tempted it, the work has commonly. slid into the vague
and the commonplace. Pope with unequalled felicity
has united trath and power, Search the roils of poetry
from Orpheus to the newest-born, and of philosophy from
the first who ever guessed to the latest who has ever
-reasoned ; explore the enigmatic revelations of the dark-
‘thoughted Brooke, and the lucid demonstrations of the
mastiff-minded-Bobbes, and find if you can, 8 passage
so profoundly affecting and so exquisitely unerroneous;
-so-full of dignified pathos, and so instinct with majestic
wisdom-—as his description of the state of man :

¢ Born but to dis, snd reasoning bot to err;
Great lord of u]l things, yet a prey to all;.
Sole judge of iruth, in endless error hurl'd ;
The gloty, jest, und riddle of the world I*

Think of these words amid the din of worldly business;
think of them in thé ardour of stadious toi!; think of them
in the silence of your midnight chamber-~and they shall
seem to you the utterings of a prophet’s voice.”

« Bolingbroke,” said 1, * somewhere remarks, that we
might give to certain learned plodders, as chronologists
and annalists, the praise which their eminence challenges,
If we could persuade ourselves that they couid have suc-
ceeded as well in any thing else; and the thought, though
false, is natural and common. If Pope's claim to reward
for the philosophic be contested, as it often is, on the
ground that he wanted powers for the pathetic, the con-
futation of the doubt is complete in a single stanza. There
is not in the wide compass of our literature a more moving
passage than that in which this poet, so morbidly un-
egotistic, turns from the attack on the miserable detrac-
tors of his time to make one allusion to his cherished
mother. The man who could write thus avoided the
pathetic for a reagon.” :

* A far deeper pathos than the pathos of sentiment,”
said Herand, *is the pathos of wilsdom. Lord Byron's
tppeals to the heart are about as elevated in their charac-
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ter and managed with about as much arlistic skill as
thoge which form the tale of the last beggar whn was
wrecked on the coast of Barbary. There ia more of the
very heart and sou) of genuine pathos in one of Bir
Thomas Browne's magnificent sneers, or in Goldsmith's
anticipation of the fate of England, than in & thousand
dyspectic Laras and costive Glaours. But whatever may
bhe the defects of Byron's poetry, considered mevely as
poetry, his real fanlts are of another description : it i3 not
the want of genius that [ discern, but the want of genero-
sity that 1-lament. Who is there that, fascinated as he
mlght be by the novelty of the thoughts; the beauty of the
images; and the splendour of the diction, is not utterly
disgusted by the peevish and vnmanly enmpiaint; the
paltry protrusinn of self; the miserable vanity and per.
sonality ; and the total want of dignity, elevation, and
independence? A misanthrope must he a man of a nar-
row soul: it must he a small mind, which when Irritated
by ill-treatment, finds a satisfaction in the impotent re-
venge of hate. No admiration to which the gemina of
Biron might prompt me, could ever check the repulsive
gcorn which is stirred within me by the sight of one thus
having *his eyes Ior ever on himself,’ and coming before.
the world orly to tell it how keen are his sensibilities and
how painful his indigestigns; that he has not loved the
world, and that Wordaworth is his aversion: never will
1 8o far debase my own inward dignity as to listen to
these wretched egotisms of another, much less will | dwell
upon and applaud the miserable petulant out-breakings of
a disappointed and jealous lordling. I respect mysell 100
highly to treasure up what despicable inuendoes againat
others, or ridiculous mystifications about himself, any
other may descend to, to gratily diseased ambitinn, or
sooth his fretted vanity, No! let me dwell among manly
poets; among those exafted older spirits from whose
hymnings one rises rebuked, chastened and purified, and
learns to ! venerale himself as max:' messengers whao for-
got not their mission, but made their heaven-descended
genins parent of heaven-ascending graces; whom you
read with a free soul, and an expansion of mind like that
bred by the wide ocean-scene we now survey, and whom
we lay down in a better frame of feeling than we took
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up; in better obedience of God's great laws; in better
love of our fellows; and far better appreciation of our
own state and value. The transition from the morbid
and self-dissecting poets of our times; the stove-room and
hot-house species—to the clear and trumpet-volced min-
strels of an age gone by ; Spenser, Dryden and Thomson
-~ig like the passage from yonder heated and dizzy bil-
liard-room to this clear, freshening, bracing air. To them
and to it we turn as to exhaustless sources of high im-
pression : from it, and from them we return as from baths
of the soul, nerved with gladness and springing with en-
thusiasm. For to nature and to those kings of song only,
it belongs to ever fascinate with never changing: we
look to the moon with not the less joy, because we know
that we shall see but what we have seen from infancy,
and read Milton with interest undiminished by life-long
familiarity. Tbose great intelligences of young time, are
commensurate with nature and similar to her; their uni-
formity ig like the uniformity of the heavens, the neces-
sary oneness of complete perfection; for when part has
reached the summit, how can the reést differ but by de-
scending? What vgrfdtion can there he, but the variation
of inferiority? The sun varies not, nor does Homer:
his monotony is the level line which is pencilled on the
sky, by the highest ridge of the high-looming hills. As
the soul cast alune into the ‘gulfs of space, del:ghts to
fix vpon some starcy object unshilting amid a vniverse
of shifting shadows, that it may feel firm on some part,
and know surely of its whereabout; so does the mind
love to seize on some great watch-towers upon the shores
of thought, and brace itself against a mental rock in the
absorbing ocean. Surely, the intellect woold craze with
{ltimitation, if there were not in the wide view some eter-
nal bounds of power, like Dante and Shakspeare.”

Thus talked we by the banks of the sea, through the
calmness of twilight, till the moon shone clearly and the
power of its light proved the presence of darkness.
# Well,” said Herand, turning to me efier a pause, «if
you wish to cateh inspiration or a cold any longer from
this scene, I see no reason why you may not; but I, yon
know, am & poet, and it will never do for me to study
nature too Jong." .
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* But 13 not that yonr very business and profession 1"

“Fudge! Take my word for it, that those who have
best described nature have known least about her, and
the noblest sonnets ta the moon have been penned in the
presence of a sea-coal fire, with shutters closed and cur-
tains drawn., 'When we gaze corporeally upen the earth
or sky. feeling chokes intellect, and sense stiffes imagina-
tion ; and thus the right hand and the leRt of the poet are
paralyzed. Nature presents a thought too big to pass
through the channel of expressing, and the reason must
grasp and wring it. €'er the drops of Castalia will trickle
from the cloud; yet the reason is dashed by the tyranny
of vision. 1t ls this overpowering incumbency of one
gast idea which renders the inhabitants of mountdinous
countries, idiots, We become great. not by putting im.
pressicns into the mind, but by drawing them out; for
they ave all in there. For the infant sounl was nursed in
the bosom of Gnd ; and the point where all the converg-
ing end diverging rays of thought and feeling meet, i3
Gaod ; she therefore eontaineth in herself al! consclousness
of trath and all sentiment of nature in like manner as the
centre contalneth the clrcumference. But titnid are these
fnward emotions, and slighter than the crisped amethys-
tine air-curls of the spirit that sleeps on the rose-leaf in
the shade of the rose-down; and therefore when the
-armed idras of externality troop rudely near, they lurk
within and pretend themselves dead ; but when the moon-
crowned midnight of mental quietude circles the som with
its still white drapery. then step they forth, lightly, slowiy,
falleringly, like the fear.vestured fady from a sentinelled
camp to meet her hostile lover; and ever by the day,
sleeping in their caverns. lulted by the music of the heart,
dream Lhey audibly, and if we can but stilt the bumming
cares and chattering excitements of life, we may hear
them dream, and ‘tis that hearing which dnth make us
‘poets.  Come, won'f you take a game of billiards 1"

« Certainly,” said I; * we should take the poetry and
prose of life together, like bread and cheese”
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CHAPTER VL

He was 2 man to look upon, snd turn, and look upon again.
Miss Bauix.

T'wa or three days after the conversation which I bave
recorded in the last chapter, I happened to stroll into the
drawing-room of the public house, in the evening, and
there, to my astonishment, 1 beheld Emily Wilaon and
her father. Her presence surprised but did not agitate

me. As | looked at her from the other side of the room,

I felt no other emotion than the sight of a perfect stranger
would have caused ; perhaps even less, breause one whom
"I should see for the firat time might excite curiosity and
even interest, but her I regarded with complete indiffer-
ence. The sentiment which I had once cherished towards
ber, which was a minglement of fancy end feeling, had
paased away like a vapoor from the valleys,

Which moveth all together, if it move at all.

8he, to speak accuratelv, was never, personally, the
ohject of my love, but another and ideal being, fashioned
by visionary cnnception, atanding in her place and bear-
ing her name, but having no greater identity or even cor-
respondence with the real person, than that representative
phantasm which aur mind conjures np, when we hear the
name of some distingnished man, and invests with cha-
racter and circumstance, and loves and hates by accident,
bears to him whose title it usurps. I, in respect of the
point whence I regarded the world, and the medium
through which I looked, was as an alien and & stranger
to .y former self, A frame and a system of feeling, created
by the imagination may change at the bidding of imagina-
tion. However wide it he extended, deeply seated and
long established, it will always change when the view
changes; and man,*who o regard to his. inward nature
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and self- relatlon. never vaﬂes. may, a8 to his pltans and
external sentiments, be transformed for ever in an instant.
Such difference had oecurred to me ; I had come out into
the active world, and become a man among men; the
visionary eye had"turned to a calm scrutinizing look ; the
Wglory and the dream™ had passed into common light, So
completely findshed mnd rounded off were those former
dreans that I eould turn them over in my memory and
feel how fully they were past and gone. Of my love
there remained naught but a great recollection; and as I
gazed upon the being before me, I could recur to my
former feelings and their object as to matters, whence to
the form | viewed there ran no chain of sympathy. 1 had
left, as I thought, those yearnings with the years which
owned them, and henceforth another race was to be run.
Alas! I was unaware that the soul knows not to forget,
and that feeling which once has flowed, though it may
ebb, and its ebb may be for years, yet ceases, as little as
the sea.

I pavsed for a moment to review the relation in which
we stood and had stood. Whatever I might be or have
been, Emily it was quite manifest had no regard for me;
and this_ conclusion I reached by a knowledge of the ordi-
nary state and course of feeling among the ordinary
tenants of the world. She had smiled at our youthful
attachment,—perhaps forgotten it altogether: and now I
was to her but an unnoticed point in the circle around
her. Whatever shadows might lie upon her heart, none
could be cast there by the thought of me; whatever lights
might sun her vision, none could be brought to image my
form. 1 could not err in a conclusion which was founded
on the copinion that a three years' silent absence was on
the calendar of a woman’s heart, an absence for ever, I
felt well assured that my presence would be observed
with perhaps greater insensibility by her than hers had
been regarded by nle.

As I approached her, ] saw a person of very striking
appearance sitting near her and conversing with her in
that Jow and winning voice which is so irresistible in its
influence on woman ; which, though the remarks may be
ever so impersonal, yet,—like sitting in a low chair at a
respectiul distance, or any other of the thousand tricks of
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An ingenious Iow;er. suggws. where suggestwn is evergr ¢
thing. She seemed to be tistenimg to him with great in-

. terest, and plainly exhibited in her manmer that emotion
of regard which, when it exists strmgly, it is scarcely
possible for woman to conceal,

« Aht Mr. Stanley 1" said she, =as I aajuted her, "l
understood that ypuswere here, and fam #ud to see you,
for the last time I met you, you disappeared so suddenly
and so oddly that | bad scarcely time to renew my old
acquaintance with yon. Pray, what became of you that
day that you came inte our house like & shadow and de-
parted like its shade 7"

# i The dust’ drove me o the sea,” said I; “ and [ can-
not but applaud the happy instinet which led me to the
place which yon were about to visit.”

Bhe presented the stranger to me as Mr. Tyler. The
gentleman rose with dignity, and as he came more fully
under my notice, I thought that I had scarcely ever seen
a more remarkable countenance, There was upon it that
stamp of individuality which would have arrested obser-
vation under almost any circumstances. His face indi-
cated a man of about twenty-eight years, and yet his
hair was a good deal tinged with gray. His cqmplexion
was clear but something pale; if I may use the expression,
singularly clean. His keen but steady gray eye, very
slightly closed,—a circumstance rather visible in a
wrinkle on the cheek than by any diminution of the orb,
—met an ohserver with iron resolation. His mouth, a
little compressed, as with musing, had an air of pleasant.
ness which was on the point of being a faint smile. The
whaole air of his face, though beaming with intelligence
and marks of soul, was wonderfully coid and composed,
and gave him th® appearance of one constantly on his
guard against all excitement, His brow,—a peculiarly
broad and noble one~—was constantly iined by a faint
and not displeasing frown,—=a circumstance which afford-
ed a remarkable contrast to the calmness of his lipand
gave his countenance an expression at once pensive and
firm. One would have felt a liking for such a man on the
shortest acguaintance; but would not, I suspect, have
ventured to take & liberty with him even after the longest
Intimacy. 1 have been somewhat particular in my de-
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seription of this person, for { hed subsequently occasion
to compare the appearance with the reality. His conver-
satlon was rich and wvarious; he rever introduced the
topic of diseourse, and never appeared inclined to take
the lead and control of the company; but opon every ~
subject that was bronght forward, he spoke so and so
much as less tn display the positive wealth of hia mind,
than to leave upon you the impression of an inteliect
vigorous toward every quarter, and of resonrces limited
by no ecommon bounds. There was no eflort to please,
apparent in his conduct, but rather a tone of reserve, and
carelessness of the eflect of his conversation; in fact, in
the manner of his remarks there seemed to be a want of
aympsthy with others, though there was none whatever
in the matter of them.

There was a fine damask rose lying npom the table,
and to interrupt the awkward silence which is apt to oe-
cur upon the meeting of entire strangers, Miss Wilson
took it up with a trifling ohservation.

“ My cousin,” said she, * brought it to me to-day, and
1 have rarely seen a finer one. We were talking, Mr.
Tyler, of some of the productions of the peneil. but what
has art 10 show in any department comparable to this
simple production of nature? After all, that which we
can do, is but a sniled image af that which we can find.”

“ Permit me,” said Mr. Tyter, In a fine, educated tone,
“to carrect your observation as to the fact. and to qualify
the inference which yon deduce from it. It is to human
skill that you owe the chief heauty of the rose; eulture
has, indeed. added nothing new, but it has so multiplied
the leaves, and 8o enriched the tinty, that the improve.
ment looks like a new creation. Man is as useful in ri-
pening nature's beauty, as nature is useful in reflreshing
man's taste.”

« Are you any thing of a botanist " said I.

“} know the science, generally,” replied Tyler, + but
not minutely—the extent and variety of its objects, hut
not thetr technical system and classification. 1 am, like
the poet,

Contented if I mey enjny
The things which others understand :
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and while I have observed with pleasure that there is
herein matter for a scienee, I have resolotely ignored all
its details. To apprecizte fully any one of the fine arts,—
and the remark is especially true of what may be called
nature’s fine arts,—all that is required is a superficial ac-
quaintance with the method of composition, and an in-
formation of the difficulties which have heen overcome in
the construction ; any knowledge, fartler than that, cre-
ates a taste mechanical rather than asthetical. We look
upon a flower, a pictere, or a temple, not to discover in
what new form the spirit of beauty has been evolved, but
to inquire with what number of petals, what mixture of
colours. and what principles of praportion the production
has been fashinned. As knowledge advances, love re-
treats. There are no mortal minds capacious enough, at
onre, to knnw accurately and lo love warmly: none in
which intelligence and feeling advance together. In man's
mental character a single feature mnst predominate ; the
frame of his spirit, must he one, the direction of bis tastes,
exclusive. And it is in this that lies bis inferiority to the
highest intelligence-—that the march of biz intellectoal
proeregs is linear, nnt circelar; his capacity for every
end is perhaps unliniited. but his destiny is, to chooxe In
the nation which [ form of almighty mind, I do not con.
template merely one faculty infinitely advanced, and
separately exercised. but all modes, forms and branches
of spiritual manifestation eo-existently infinite ;—a sensi-
bility of feeling to which the highest ardnurs of the lyre
shall he ¢oldness —a stern omnipotence of power which
can transfirm while it gazes—and a eomprehensive reach
of knowledye which can count the downy fratures of a
rosc-leall even while it is exploring the fertile machina-
tinns of a demon: all harmonising in perfect and equal
developement 1f man, however, be confined to select be-
tween knowledge, and love, whose base note also is reli-
gion, there can be little doubt as to the choice, if its guide
shali be the happiness and elevation of humanity., Know-
ledge raises us ahove the hrutes, but love erects us ahove
ourgelves. Still botany is & gentle science, and, 1 doubt
not, as lovely as the ohjects which it contemplates, and
the sex which generally affects it.”

“ It ig the only science,” said Emily, “ with which I
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have any scquaintance ; but I dislike the name of a pro-
ficient, for a learned lady iz a kind of monster."”

« 8o is the garden rose,” replied Tyler, ¢ the queen of
flowers, the flower of Venus,—a monster by the laws of
the science ;—but & lovely one.”

“I love fowers excessively,” said Emily, “and I do
not like to be without one at any seasson of the year. A
work just finished is always engaging: they are the only
things in nature which are always young—whose time of
life ts ever in the dawn. There ls in them neither sene-
scence nor decay, but death arrives withouot a precursor.”

« There is certainly,”. said Tyler, addressing himself
solely to the lady, and speaking with more enthusiasm
than from his ordinary manner I should have anticipated,
“ nothing more Interesting than the world of flowers.
‘With what careless prodigality earth throws them out,
masterpieces of infinite finish ; all different, each perfect.
Their very frailty and evanescence is argument of na-
ture’s power; for how unbounded must be the resources
of that artist who can lavish such ornaments upnn the
playthings of an hour. Perhaps nothing has afforded so
much delight to 50 many, as these simple objects: no-
thing has gladdened so many bosoms, brightened so many
eyes, cheered so many hearts; nothing has enlivened
philosophy by so many allusions and enlightened troth by
80 many illustrations. Lord Bacon loved to have flowers
near him when he wrote, saying they refreshed his spirits
and memory, and in one of his essays he has expressed
his fondness for seeing them growing together on their
banks ; with that infantile gentleness of taste which ever
belongs to genius, he writes to one of his friends, in the
darkest hour of his misfortunes, » I hope to be with you
in & few days, and to gather some violets in your gar-
den ;" a beantiful and wise affection. Much as I always
preferred Erasmus to any of his contemporaries, I have
loved him better since I saw in Durer’s portrait of the
acholar, a small vase of fresh flowers standing on his
desk.”

*1 never so fully realised,” said I, how essentially
stern and fierce was the temperament of Lord Byron, as
when it once occurred to me, thdt saving one allosion to
the rose for the purpode of mentioning the pagsion of the
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nightingale, he has no reference whatever in his poetry to
flowers. When we remember in the case of Words-
worth, how inwoven with every suggestion of his heart,
and every conclusion of his intellect is the worshipping
love of Aowers, the circumstance affords an interesting
evidence of the relatinn of these two poets 10 one another
by showing their bearing and distunce in reference to a
common point "

v Yes,” said Tyler, * Wordsworth’s genius has heen
fed upon daisies ; nor has the aliment been unsufficient.
Far, though to the unpurged mortal cars, there be neither
voice nor language among them, yet to the soul how
audible, how significant is their speech. Gay as their
robes, they can discourse a deep divinity preaching.in
their silent seats; but. the janguage which they best
know, ig the pushing language of love. How often have
the tender stalk and frail cup of the lily borne the weight
of a heart’s deep affection, and delivered their burden
safely ¢ How often has the rose-bud expnunded what the
tongue could not tell, and interpreted hetween a beating
heart and a downcast eye! Verily, it likea me not to see
these bosom-cherished, world-worshipped treasures, these
chaste pledges, which have been the honoured memorials
of a Queen’s affection, the hallowed testimony of a pea-
sant’s love, falling into the hands of a * ngering slave,’
who. tears them to pieces, numbers their stamina, and
Bings them into the dust beneath his feet.”

v [ can searcely bring mysell[" said I, “to believe that
knowledge has this benumbing influence on feeling. The
fault seems to be jess the fanlt of learning than of its fol-
lowers. It is nnot science which injures the nature of its
cultivators, buat its caltivators who injure the character
of science. A professor’s heart is the very aliar of crea-
tion's chnicest marvels. I cannot understand. the cold-
neas of one always *i'the sun’ "

* Yet an altar inay be of marble, end the sun may hreed
agues.” replied Tyler. -+ Natural want of sensibility is
never 5o militant in its aversinn as that disgust which
succeeds the exhaustion of sensihility, When subjects
of feeling hecome inatters of business, a hahit of ruth-
lessness is induced, by nature’s instinct against pain, of
which the mildest degree is apathy. Man does not seem

ﬁl -
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capable of deriving two distinct sorts of gratification from
the same object at the same time ; and when we begin to
draw pleasure, which we soon do, from the mere percep-
tion of beauty in the order of a system, we cease lo re-
gard the independent attractions of the objects of that
- aystem. Scientific coolness is not less isevitable and
acarcely less shocking than professional coolness. As
there is no wickedness so remorseless as that which has
marched over the ruins of virtue, so there is no insensi-
bility so rampant as that which scowls above the wreck
of tenderness. Who is the person that cares least for the
sufferings of the sick ! Precisely he who most frequently
witnesses them ; not the one from whom sympathy has
never been evoked, but the one in whom it has been crushed
by use. If inquiry were made for that person who should
feel least emotion at the sight of any given scene of in-
terest, a statue or a battle-field, it would be found to be
he whose office it is to exhibit and describe its beauties.
Ignorance may prevent the birth of sensibility, but fami-
larity strangles it when full-grown; and from that grave
there i3 no resurrection It is for this reason that I am
fnclined to doubt whether an intimate acquaintance with
science will ever produce a favourable eflect upon the
mora)] system of even the most happily constituted natures,
and whether the modern technical and artistic edueation of
young ladies js likely to excite that generous enthusiasm,
which, when righily directed, is the mother of so many
virtueg, That which we understand, we are, unless we
exeri great caution and self-contro), apt to deem common-
place ; and inexhaustible in their impressiveness, as are
the miracles of nature, I doubt whether, constituted as we
now are, that appreciation which springs from intelligent
compretiension will ever keep pace with that admiration
which is the offspring of wonder. Hence the richer poe-
try and deeper piety of the popular mind of antiquity.
And, let me tell you, the virgin instinct of downy feeling
is the potentest guard of virtue, and the most inerrant
guide of intellect.”

Mr. Wilson, who had joined his daughter a few mo-
ments before, now entered into the conversation. He
was something ol a politician by nature,—men “are born
#0,"and a good deal of a monarchist by education. An
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ardent admirer of the Anglican form of government, he
rarely suffered an opportunity to pass without contrasting
its several merits with what he deemed the antagonist
faults in the system of his own country.

# The study of which you speak," said he, “in common
with all the sciences and nearly all the arta, needs for its
support in this country, all the assistance which ever mis-
guided enthusizsm can lend to it. Under a policy which
directly encourages study by providing its ancillaries,
where the honours of its professors give dignity to the
- profession, men may speak with moderation of the advan-
tages of mental effort without fear of degrading it in the
eyes of the multitude ; but under our unfortunate ungo-
vernment It must be permitted to studicus men to exag-
gerate the benefits of their oceupation, if we would have
it attract regard amid the din of “ noiseful gain™ and the
distractions of commercial pursuit. To expect that the
government of a large republic like ours, shoold be the
foster-father of an abstract stndy, is idle. Such studies
. are countenanced, not by caleulation, which iz general,
but by sentiment, which is individual; and monarchies
always exhibit a persenal form of feeling, republics a cor-
porate want of it.” '

* You are a hopeless tory, Mr. Wilson,” said Tyler,
“and I feel that you are much beholden to my good
nature for answering your objectlon quietly, which I am
going to do, and not handing you over to the tender mer-
cies of Sir Mob. The argument in the precise form in
which you present it,—I1 regard merely the political face
of it, ag the purport of your remark is manifestly to shift
the conversation from a defence of science to an attack
on the republic,—admits of no reply. That the American
goverament will never show itself so generous a patron
of all that is merely honourable and of good report, as the
English government, is most true. But let us not be de-
ceived by the misuse of terms, and infer from this any
thing discreditable to the nation or discouraging to
science. The word government has widely diverse
meaning as applied in these two cases. The govern-
ment of England doks not signify a temporary assembly
of two companies, variously gathered and slightly con-
joined, for the purpose of passing a few general regulations:
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it reaches more deeply, and numbers among its eonsti-
tuents ufl the interests of the people upon all subjects.
The whole municipal, educational, and religiona systems
of the conutry, the wealth and the blond of the land. are
integral parts and members of it, and not, as among us,
things apart. It is 80 interwoven with the nation, that it
expresses the whole feelings of the nation, and is the
nation's own form and image,—itg very bndy. The En-
glish people act on all occasiung through the channel of
government. . In short, the British government is but the
synanyme of the British nation, But the American con-
stitution is a very different matter ; it represents only so
mu. b of the general interest as shall remain in the cruci-
ble, after all individual feelings have been evaporated, and
all partial predilections molten down. The great mass of
the popular action yemains with the people; it has never
been put into representation. To demand. then, that the
government should embody interests which have been
furmalily discorporsted from it, is to demand what it was
not intended should be found, In England the public
acts by the government; in America it acts apart from it.
In one country the government purchases a musenm ; in
the other an individual or a priviate corporation does it;
in both, it is the public which does it, by suthorizing the
ane and supporting the other. That patrenage and eoun-
tenance for which in England you look tn the governiuent,
must in thiz country flow from societies, companies, or
the general public,  Hitherto the example of England has
inrpeded the develapement of the irue character of the
American system, hy leading us to look for similarities,
and even ocrasionally to foree them, in the details nf &
policy, the principle of which is utterly distinet: but
when, in the course of time, Lhe true nature of our consti-
tution shall lave heen generally apprebended, and popu-
lar feeling and effort learn to flow through the proper and
Intended conduits, the result will be as honourable as in
the rival land. A bird may reach the some end that its
human owner does, but it cannut he expected to do it hy
the same means j-—the principle of progression is dif
ferent.”

» Your nation,” said Mr. Wilann, * is certainly deserv-
ing of consideration. I yaderstand you to wean that, in
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one case, government is actually the associated nation, in
the other, only the ligament which affects the association;
that in England the state is to the people what the body
is to the soul, the one instantaneously acting the volitions
of the other, and both so intimate in their junction that a
political Hobbist might presume them identical: that in
America the government is to the people what the feet
are tn the rest of the hody, merely carrying the person
along, while the head and hands act distinctly. This
severance of the institutions of the country from the poli-
tics of the country is assuredly most wise for the interests
of the latter; for it, together with the slightness of the
political bond, which is not a Aard knot, but a system of
compensating alip-knots, well nigh renders ¢revoiution’
a word of none effect. In England. if you prostrate the
universities, the church, or the gentry, you revolutionigse
the government; here, you may lay every thing low, and
that abstract thing, the government, lives on. But the evil
is on the other side. Is there not danger that public im-
pulse, wanting appointed channels, may for ever ‘lose the
name of action,—that the soul unvested in a body, may
be *an airy nothing.' "

“ There is no moral phrenology, Mr Wilson,” satd
Tyler. = by which to read in the forehead of the infant
people, the career of the adult nation. All that we can
do is to note the advantages and the means, and trust
to the innate virtue of humanity, that the means will be
adopted and the advantages improved. For my part,
though no patriot, and having neither feeling nor profit at
stake, I am interested as a philosopher in the zame that
is playing. I assemble around me a family of bright-eyed
hopes, and when fortune seems to frown, I say calmly
with the knight in the enchanted cavern of Montesinos,
¢ Patience ! and shuffle.the cards. »

“ As to the stability of the government,” said 1, “ T have
no fears; for what has it to fall from? The only cause
which ever occarred to me as likely to interfere fatally
with the administration of power, and disarrange perma-
nently the organisation of the system, is the want of
ginecures and rewards, and offices of dignity. When a
general or an admiral Teturns victorious in England, the
nation’s obligations are expressed by a pension or atitle,
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officea of recompense and honour; here there exists no
mnde of displaying gratitude but by the bestownl of an
office of trust. This noticn of regarding a public office
of trust as a reward to the occupant js so false as to be
almost lwlierous; and if there he any fatal error in Lhe
American policy it lieg at that pnint ; and the pation will
perish by its own diginterestedness. Over the water
* heroes’ are disposed of in another way, and those whose
very eminence in war is merely proof of their incompe-
tency as statesmen, are not allowed to fire the ship
within, by way of reward for having saved il from the
externa) danger of the waves,”

“ Yat, on the othey hand,” said Tyler, © this popular
predisposition in favour of military inen may be of high
service by way of untagonist tendency in & sysltem of
compensation of evil, For the master danger in our
state seems to me to be of another complexion. The
fear of what is called a ¢ military despotism,’ you ag well
as | know to be ane of those idle weeds which has been
transported from the old world, and which has no pnssible
existence in this country, The only probable source of
monarchical power,—rnd that is a very probable one,—
is in the effect of interested and diplomatic arrangement,
in the organisation of party. The elelents of pucific
despolisii axe how more pumerous and combinable in
America than they huve ever hefore been in any country.
The possibility of despetisin is always in propartion to
the existing means and facilities of abstract taffuence.
No means of influence is so great as the press.  ‘There
are offices ennugh in the disposal of government tn buy
the whole press; and a party combined by the possession
of office and its expectation, muy quietly held predomi-
nence by a bare majority, and perpetuate itself.  Heye,
then, is the advantage of *heroes,” that when matters are in
this condition, one of them may be brought forward on the
other sile, and by force of enthusiasm, beat down calcu-
lation ; and thus. as oceasion shall demand, the tiger may
be brought against the crovodile, and the two monsiers
may, Munchaugen-wise, devour one another.”

» Bat," said Mr. Wilson, * these incessant conflicts and
struggles will surely wrack the system to pleces; there
18 nothing can stand such knocking about.”
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« Qur government,” replied Mr. Tyler, “is framed for
the very purpose of being kicked about; and, like the
Gizaour in Vathek, its being occasionally used as a foot-
ball, does not prevent its resuming at any time its original
character of erectness. It is like a ship-compass, hung
for sea service: wherever it may be pitched it never loses
its centre of gravity. It may lowever be doubted
whether our system, admitting its continunance, is likely
to advance the character of community over which it pre-
sides in the same degree with nther forms of government.
The great defect in our nation lies in the want of an aris-
tocracy. Without it no penple can make certain progress
in refinement and efevation of character. An aristocracy

represents the past; it treastres up the experience and-

impravements of ages: it furnishes a touchstone to the
husty changes of the present, and reminds men of the
jadgments .of memory, and of their connexion with pos-
terity. But we must wait for time to establish those ad-
vantages which time only produce. The fewness of the
benefits held nut by the American experiment strikes me
as a mnst lavourable indication of the success of the
undertaking. It began with no such high auguries as
have presided over the commencements of other commaon-
wealths; its aim was vastly lower,—itg inception vastly
maore restrained ; and the omen of moderation has attend-
#d the birth of no other republic. The anticipated advan-
tages which Jed to it were not conceived in the teeming
brain of & poet; but coldly calculated in a ledger-book,
It was a bhard, dry, prosaic scheme,—an arithmetical
revalutinn ; resting not on a mntto from Plato, but on a
gmall refractory balance of dollars and cents on the
sdehtor side of a Quaker's account-hank. It was calmly
suggested by the cool-hearted Washington, and delibe-
rately planned by the dry-headed Franklin,—a man whose
mind was a cyphering machine, by which he enuld in an
instant calculate the par value of an idea,—who was a
walking snuare and compass, and might almost be said to
have thought in figares. 8o far farth, our republic has,
for practical purposes, the advantage over alt which have
gone before it. Its local superiority is also great; it has
no one vast city upon which a!l depends ; and its capital
1s a place which never can -be large. This protects the
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political structure from the danger of perishing in muni.
cipal broils. Rome was the Roman Empire, and the
want of ‘Panem &t Circences' in the metropolis might
destroy the government. This state of things ameng us,
though favourable to the exercise of a despotic spirit by
our rulers, is a happy circumstance for our tranguillity,
and the day of the removal of our seat of government to
a populous city will be the last day of our union. The
extent of our country, which creates a dispersion of pas-
sion and an equilibrium of divellants, is also fortunate,
Local interests are large enongh to absorb the foating
factiovsness of the people, and prevent its settling on any
one vital question. Even if the topic of the union ever
sbecomes paramount, and the four great sections of the
"country all pull asunder, there are always three against
any one: so that the union is like a pillar which stands
erect by being drawn equally towards the four quarters
of the compass, The progressive extension of the States
towards the south-west is to be regarded with especial
complacency: for that part being southern by climate,
society and soil, and western by its trade along the river,
becomes the clagp of those two great chains; and our
whaole circle will be a double arch, with one key-stone at
New York and the other at New Orleans. But the great
ark of our safety is the spirit of trade. Commerce as a
conservative or destructive element in modern states,
has never yet been fully estimated. It strikes me as
by far the most potent of all the influences now in
operation; and it alone is revolutionising Europe. To
us, however, it is an unalloyed blessing; for it is daily
wearing away those local prejudices and that stiff
regard to principle which- was most likely to pull our
house over our ears, You observe that its tendency is
to break down passion and substitute a calculation of
interest as the mainspring of action. A rail-road from
Charleston to Philadelphia would knock nullification in
the head for ever, America is by far the most interest
ing spot in the world to'a phitosopher. Here is a people
growing up as free as the oak on the summit of a moun-
tain; with no contral,—no precedent,~no history,—no
past. 1t Is a splendid sight, and I am glad that I live to
. bahold if. We shall see what man will become when

4
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“there fs nothing within him but a heart of oak,—nothing

around him but the open race-ground,—nothing above

him but the God of Heaven:

All starting fairly, all equipped alika,
Gitted alike, and eagle-cyed, true-hearted.
See if we cannot beut the angels yet!"

In a few minutes Me. Tyler withdrew and I remained
alone with Emily and her father.

“ A person of bold opinions,” sald Mr. Wlilson,

“ A very agregable persen ! said his daughter.

A strange thing is the vocabulary of woman! fncom-
municable and often unimaginable are the notions which
they attach to words! I have long since learned that
. where they are concerned, a thing can never be uader-*
stood with certainty from & word, and a word not often
be understood by inference from the thing, But of all
the mystical words which a woman uses, the most mys-
terious is the word * agreeable.” They apply it alike to
the grave and the gay, the pious and the profane, to the
rattling wit who is never silent, and to the dull dunce
whose existence is only lestified by an occasional mod,
What the lady, in the peesent case, could have meant by
saying that a person who had discoursed for haif an hour
upon politics, was agreeable, it might be difficult to as-
certain with precision. Probably the speaker's ardent
sympathy In a tasle for flowers had gratified the feelings
of his auditor, to which his subsequent grave comversa-
tion bad added an impression of respect, and fram the
two conjoined sprang that indefinite liking, which was
embodied in this cabalistic word * agreeable.”

Iturned to Mr. Wilson to inquire who Mr. Tyler was.

#1 know nothing of his history,” he replied. » I have met
him occasionally in snciety, but scarcely ever conversed
with him before. He is a student, I' believe, more than

any thing else.” There was a calm resolution in hiseye, "

v

and a rich confidence in his flexible lip, which indicated _

to me, one who had gazed upon scenes more brilliant and
exciting, than the eold, still page of the learned tome.
VoL, L

.

)
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CHAPTER VII

8i fractus illubatur orbis
Linpavidum facient ruin=.
Honar.

Wagtner I was excited by the conversation to which
I had been’listening,,or whether the bright moonlght
made me restless, by an influence which | havéwe often
felt that 1 attribute it to a kind of lunar magnetism, T
know not; but I found it impossible to sleepy that,-n!;ght.
The heavens weve as clear and serene as the intelligence
‘of ar angel, and the moon was logking down in queenly .
splendnur. To court repose was useless; so after toss-
ing wakeflully for several hours 1 rose, and descending
Juietly, made my way into the open air. The portico of
the house was shaded by a small roof; and 1 paused uo-
der it a moment to lnok out upon the scene. There ran
from the sea towards the honse at a little distance a thick
row-ol large trees, whose deep covering completely in-
tercepted the light of the moon, *While | lingeredi on the
porch [ perceived the faint image of two men standing
under these treeg, apparently engaged in earnest conver-
sation, for occasinnally a low and suppressed sound of

.
r .

words reached my ear, though no part of their rémarks .

eould be distinctly heard Unwilling to be even the ac-
cidentel witness of a communication in which [ had no
concern, antt which was plainly intended to be private, [
gave an indication of my whereabout, by walking with
some noise, along the portico in the opposite direction,
On turping round after a little while, the men were no
longer to be seen, and I dismissed the circumstance en-
tirely from my mind.

* While I atrolled along the beach meditating various
fancies. I saw at some distance upnn the hank above me,
two men eoming upward in the direction in whieh I was.
Asg far as I could judze from their appearance, they were
the same persons whom 1 had seen before conversing in
the shade. There happened to be a large rock near

on the shore, and willing to avoid the awkwardness of

[ ]
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.meeting persons at such an hour, I withdrew behind itg "

shadow, intending to remaln there till they were ppat
As they cgme opposite to me, their conversatinrn was sé "

loud that in the stillnest of the night 1 capld nol -belp

hearing it.

~ % The boy,"” said oné of the men in a calm clear tone,

and as he spoke | was sure that I had heard the voice,

» buhwhen and where I'eoulid not by any effort call to re-
membrance, » the boy, Seward, though treating me with
great’ civility, has, [ perceive, taken a dislike to me. 1
reguiretwo dayaio remove the impression ; on tpe second
night after this I will send him to you. You w:ll of course
recejve him kindly."

M Never fear for that,” said the other, with a low, chuck—

,,llng laugh. »
- As for Stanley,” resumed the first speaker, * we will
leave him till bis returp to town.

* He will"—and herg ghe increasing distance prevented
my hearing any more.

"The fear of being seen and being thought an intentional
auditor of a private discourse, compelled me 1o remain
till they were out of sight; and 1 Jost the opportunity of
discoverihg who they were,

The remarks which I had heard, filled me with a good
deal of surprise and curiosity. 1 had heard my own
name and that of Seward mentioned by these men in a
connexdon, and for a purpose which [ did not nnderstand.

" 'Who they were, and what was their plot, 1 could not
iwagine. Excepting the persons whom 1 Nave before
mentioned, there was no one at the shore who knew me ;
and why I should be selected as the victim of any scheme
was what [ could not well discover. The voice of one of
the speakers was certainly familiar to my ear; and this
circumstance increased my perplexity.

1 vemained beside the rock for a considerable length of

time, reflecting uwpon the extraordinary conversation
which I had heard. Presently the sound of footsteps
struck upon my ear, indicating the approach of some one
along the beach from the quarter toward which the others
bad gone. 1 waited unconsciously in the shade wntil he
quite near me, when, as [ did not wish to be detected

& hidiog-place, for he was coming directly towards

-

-
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me, I stepped out a Mitle distance into the moonlight. 1
perceived after a momeént's observatlon that it was Mr.
Tyler, the person to whom I had been presented on the
preceding evening. ’

He came uvp to me with frankness and an air of plea-
sure, and said in a very hoarse tone of volce, " Good
evening, sir, or rather, perhaps, good morning! for I
think that the noon of nlght must be passed. I owe it
to my character to tell you why I am found here at this
hour, and to relieve myself from the charge of romantl.
cising by the sea at midnight. The mere truth is that
the moon stared so fiercely into my windows that I found
it impossible to gleep, and so [ came forth to refresh. my-
self in the air, The eplendour of the night has tempted
me to walk farther I fear than I ought to bave done, and.
the dampness of the sand has given me a severe hoarse.
ness” '

“]am rather surprised at that” said I, « considering
the extreme warmth of the day and the dryness of the
night. Although in general very susceptible of cold, I
bave not perceived any moisture in the snil.”

“ Have you been long here 7" said Tyler, looking vp at
the moon and gaping, as he swung his cane round his
hand.

« For some time;” 1 replied, *“and we are not the only
watchers, for there past me just now two persons in the
directinn from which you came. 1 am surprised that you
did¢ not meet them.”

« 1 did not see them,” said he; “they probably turned
off to & gambling-house which i3 just above us. before 1
met them, Let the virtuous and the studious labour iate
as they may, the vigil of passion will outlaat their waking.”

* [ know not why you should apologise,” said I, “ for
being met on a spot like this : for there is to the man and
the philnsopher, as well as to the poet *excellent voice’

.In the silence of this air. The ¢ontemplation of 2 scene s0

pure and vivid is like a mew creation of the celestial

spirit. We long retain the influence of soch communion,

in the calmness of the temper and the dignity of the mind,

in the concord of the energles and the repose and har-

mony of the passlons: and it hag power as teacher ofsa

higher and more sanctified conclusion. Few will fail to
.
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trace the form of Deity in the o'er-mastering tempest and
the impetuous whirlwind—the storm, and the struggle of
the elements—but t¢ me there is in this eminous stillness
~this expectant silfence—inore emphatic mark of an Al-
mighty presence.”

Tyler listened motionless to my remarks, and when |
had finished, replied with resolute accent, * There is but
one God, and his name is, Paupence. His seat is the
human intellect; his minister, the right hand of man,
Suffer not yourself, sir, to be the slave of your own fancy,
or, worse, of your own fears. You stand here amusing
your understanding with notions of an external and all-
pervading power, and heguiling the time, harmlessly, ag
you think, by the strong visions of the mind ; not per-
ceiving how poisonnus is the air you breathe—-not know-
ing that your folly is forging adamantine fetters for your
wisdom. [t is by thiz fatal indulgence, from youth to
manhood, of the creative powers of imagination that the
original vigour of man Is enchained and crippled ; that
the lord totters to a slave and the weakness of nature
prevails over its strength. In another sense than the
poet's—intellectually and morally—the *« child is father of
the man;' and he mostly rules him with the sway of a
Jewish sire. Man goes through life, terrified by the de-
mon apprehensions which scared his unformed youth,
The foolish suggestions of an idle nvrse are the tyrant
terrors of his manly being. Notions pianted by the cra-
dle, overshadow and davken his mature existence, and
the ripened intellect is the vassal of the ungrown fancy.
Men thus prepare their own subjection—rough hew the
sceptre of a liege. They wander on crouchingly, with
fuces hent towards the earth, till anon there arises one
who knows to think, and dares to act his thoughts, and
he, mounting upon this trellis-work of superstition and
niental tyranny, rears an empire over the weakness of
his fellows. Such men become the demirods of a nation
and give name to eras. Were these men stronger thant
their feilows? No, but they were freer! Were they
clearer-minded, or farther-sizhted? No, they were only
freer! Were they wiser, beiter, more Jaborieus, more
-ghduring ! None of these things: their freedom was the
magic of their might! It was not that they could think

f i id
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deeper ; ft was that they did think ! it was not that they
could act more vigorously; it was that they did act!
‘Resolution was their guide, and confidence their strength,
‘When danger, or the dread of {t, encompasses the soul—
when timidity fuctuates and excitement rogrs—who then
controls? Not he, whose intellect is most logically prac-
tised— whose memory is richest stored—whose tongue is
brightlicst eloquent: but he whose eye blenches least—
whose heart beats the calmest: he, it is, i3 master of the
hour. Reason, learning, and worda perish in such mo-
tnenty, and the hand of iron turns the scale. Feeling and
fancy are the creeping plants that rise and rend the founda-
tions of the mind. They are cumbrous garments which
the athlete of ambitlon must Bing to the ground : he must
strip for the contest, and come naked to the encounter.
If you would' place yourself at the summit of your most
daring wish, frust your own intellect ; hold it equal to
all things, and rest assured that by the law of the uni
verse, matter yields to mind, and the feeble will is go.
verned by the stronger. Inscribe upon your portfolio in
the time of peace—engrave upon your breastplate in the
hour of battle—* Who trusts himsell, is magter of man-
kind! Upon thla alone,” placing bhis finger upon his
forehead, * upon this alone have I depended in life, and
amid all the trials of a most tempestuous life, it has never
failed me. It has pratected me amid the clash of swords,
when | stood unarmed--amid the wily machinations of
diplomatists, when I stood unsupported, and amid the
confusion of human passions, when [ stood, the central
alm of circling hate.”

“ But surely,” said I, * sentiments s0 exalted in thelr
orlgin, cannot he so degradmg in their influence. Religion
came from heaven.”

“ And so did Satan.”

“ But what is move noble and more ennobling.” said I,
“than the great scheme of Divine superintendence ; and
%8 such it has been accepted by the most elevated mind.
There |s a stooping which exalts.”

« Religion,” rephied Tyler, * is sometimes the resort of
virtue, but oftener the refuge of cowardlce. The idea of
a God and of moral responsibility was invented by the
strong to establish thelr dominion, and accepted by the

.
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feeble to excase thelr weakness. By the doctrine of a
hopeless perdition by nature, man is kept everlastingly
in a state of tutelage; by the notion that atonement
for the past is to occupy the whole life, man can never
look forward to enterprises for the future, and his whole
strength and resources are applied under direction to the -
removal of en imaginary evil. No one can believe what
he has not seen, except by the force of imagination; and

" in proportion to the vigour of that faculty will be the ful.

ness of his faith. The evils of religion, then, I charge
directly upon the culture, developement, and indulgence
of imagination; for without the vislonary faculty, no
scheme of religion could exist.”

“ You forget,” 1 answered, “that Christianity was
framed for this very purpose, to withdraw men from this

- world and to lead them to ancther: if then by the practi-

cal workings of the scheme men are unfitted for life, the
result but forcibly conspires with the design.”

w I cannot understand,” replied he, « the justice of that
view which overlooks the duties of one great portion of
our eternal existence; which expunges all the natural
and necessary obligations of our human condition. God
who works never without design, surely intended great
results from our mortal state, planned a great and inde-
pendent system of worldly destiny to join and fit in with
the whole continuous scheme of everlasting human action,
ahd meant * our noisy years' to be a distinct and import-
ant element in *the being of the eternal silence” That
system of which one of the parijculars ig Lhat the world
and all that it Inberlts is a zero in value, 8 ruin to the
soul, and a blemish in creatlon, is nothing else than a
system of pructical blasphemy.”

“ What permanent, external obligations,” said I, “can
reasonably exist in a world so fleeting as this? Or what
gettled plan of present and jzolaied performance can pos-
sibly be intended for a life which we hold by 8o precarious |
a tenure! Talk you of the value of worldly schemes®
when the proudest schemers are dropping constantly
around you in the very centre ahd crisis of momentous
“action? When the planter in one field is struck down
with the seeds in his hetid, and the reaper in another lies
dead with the sickleat his feett Shall man + whose breath
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is in his nosfrils, build himself the habitation of a god!?
His palace shall be his sepulchre, and his hopes his wind-
ing-sheet. Before you ask me why we are placed here,
answer me why we are taken hence; the death of a sin-
gle infant confutes your theory. When Ferdinand visited
Ximenes at his new University, he objected to the frailly
of the structure, that it wus built but of wood and plais-
ter: *Thus, O king! replied the prelate, * does it be-
come man to labour, who lives in continual expectation
of death, and may be covered with marbie hereafter,
The warld was made for man: Man end the world were
made for God. 8ir, you have a wisdom which is not
wise"

“You, I perceive,” raid Tyler, afler a pause, » are &
Christian. So am not 1.7

« [ believe in Christianity,” said I, ¥ as I believe in my
own existence: with the same certainty, and on the same
ground—consciousness, But the course of the modern
professors, in attempting to establish it by erguments has
been so monstrously ahsurd, that I am not surprised that
infidelity is every where ahounding: 1 am only astonished
that any Christians are lelt on the earth. The Gospel
will never triumph until the whole rubbish of * evidences'
be swept away, and until the great truth be recognised
in action, that * with the hear! the man believeth.! A re-
velation that needs to be proved is no revelation at all.
Let the truth which Christ told of eur nature and destiny,
be separated from the accidental concomitancy of mira-
cles, and the superfluous appendage of precepts; let that
naked truth be sfated, and, my life upon it, not & soul be.
neath the cope of heaven shall reject.”

* By what new and extravagani theories,” replied
Tyler, * you may in your own mind, reconcile Christian-
ity with truth, [ know not. Taking the matter, however,
as it is received ; and the general gloss is as likely to be
divinely suggested as the particular text lo be divinely

*uttered ; I reject the facts which support it, and scorn the
doctrines which attach to it.  * I cannot hrook the accent
of reproof” God made me so, and I must be so, [ will
not cast off my manliness now and put on the vestures
of a god hereafter: I am contented to be a mMan. Give
me free room, with band unbound and hair unshorn; ‘tis
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alt 1 ask, Energy will never but be blessed, for it brings
us nearest o the source of all energy. 1 will meet the
humming drones of religion, at the throne of God, and
there dehate my claims, and receive my reward,

Pardon fromm Him, who ealls- mo to Himeelf
To teach me betier and exalt me higher!
He might Jaugh as I leugh.

But I interrupt your meditations; and for myself, it is
time to retire.”

He left me, and 1 remalned alone upon the shore. 1
followed him with my eye till 1 saw him enter the door
and close it behind him, Short as was the period for
which I had known this person, and our acqualntance
was not a dey old, I had seen enough to excite in my
mind respectlng him, the most intense interest; There
was in his manner, his voice, his language, a power which
ewed the listener, and seemed to proclaim a mighty spirit
within, ‘There s a magnetic quality in genius which in-
fluences those who approach- Its possessor, rather by an
impression on the consciousness than on the understand-
ing. Intellect stowly vindicates its due mspe& by the
exhibition of irrefragable proofs and we bow the knee but
not the heart; but genius leaps at the foregone conclu-
sion of triumph ; ita very presence rebukes the by-stander,
and the instinct of submission anficipates the compulsion
of defeat. It was a sensation of this kind, more then by
any striking exhiblilon of superior mental power I recog-
nised in Tyler an object of interest; and the apparent
contradiction in his character increased my curiosity.
He here professed bold and even coarse principles, and
seemed to be a man of daring action ; but when I call’to
mind the refinement of his manner in the drawing-room
but a'short time before ; his gentle wit ; his deep, digested,
various learning; the thought-worn, meditative look that
spake the man of study rather than of deeds, I was ex-
tremely puzzled. To me, though little experienced among
men, and guided, as the young mostly are, by some in-
ward conviction more than by any externai observation,
it seemed that an intelligence so strong, so refined, so
calmly reigning in its masterdom, gave evidence of a life
of serene meditation and sufficlent assurance that itw
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possessor did not struggle with the dominion of evil pas-
aions, and did not writhe under the memory of evil deeds.
It was the union of ever-burning ardour of soul with
never-shaken calmness of mind which made the marve]
of this man's nature; for, with rare exceptions, the seeth-
ing of a fiery spirit sends up fumes which dim the reason,
To the mind of the ordinary man of action there may
come grand suggestions of truth, strong apprehensions,
and brilliant guesses, but the unimpulsive progress toa
wary conclosion, the composed meditation of a just re-
sult, seem impossible in that nervous haste which the ex-
citement of enterprise vsually generates. The agitated
waters may flash the light more bravely; but to reflect
an undistorted image of the orb of day belongs only to
the settled lake. The restless spirit argues; the peaceful
mind judges. The strong arm may load the scales, but
only the quiet hand can hold the balance. This cauticus
end qualified mannoer, ag of one who coolly weighed his
deductions and patiently reconsidered his opinions, 1 had
noted strikingly in Mr. Tyler's conversation. Few could
have even looked upon his clear, intellectual features,
rigid, yet glowing with fervour, like a mask of animated
steel, without inferring from his face that he was an ex-
traordinary man. His large gray eye combined an iron
strength with a gently-musing thoughtfulness; his com-
pressed under-lip seemed the index of an inward energy
that never relaxed; and every feature of his face was in-
formed with a breathing meaning, and partook separately
of that individual character and impressiveness which in
an ordinary countenance belong only to the eye.

I lingered long upon the shore pondering these and.
similar thoughts. Despite of myself I conld not help say-
ing of Tyler, »I fear thee, Ancient Mariner!” and yet
reason as well as my experience assured me, that genius is
ever essentially magnanimous, and that to highly-cultured
and strongly-exercised intellect, gemerous and elevated
feelings attach themselves as essential concomitants. The
speculative daring of his doubts and the bold unmasking
of his proud sentiments drove away suspicion before
them; for though there be a diabolic majesty in the wick-
edness of a Carathis or & Lady Macbeth, yet common
villapny is inherently mean, and social vice Is always
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cowardly. I could at least entertain no personal distrust
of one who, by the studied exhibition of his scepticism,
gave me notice of his prineiples, and put me on my guard
in any intercourse I might have with him.

The hour was late, but it had been a fruitless effort to
attempt to sleep in the state of mind in which 1 then was.
I was too much excited to be capable of repose, and the
interest which I felt in unravelling some of the mysteries
that Jay around me, drove all thoughts of retiring out of
my mind. The conversation of the persons whom I had
seen upon the bank again cccurred to me. The voice,
the figure and the language of the one who spoke of me,
were toa striking not to be noted, and they seemed to be
familiar to my mind. There was just enough peculiarity
to suggest a doubt, but not to embody a distinct suspi-
cion,

"I seemed probsble that the men had gone on directly
to the gaming-house of which Tyler spoke to me, and [
determined to go there at once with the hope of meeting
them. [ walked, therefore, along the shore in the direc-
tion in which they had passed. I had not gone far hefore
it occurred to me, that it might not be prudent to welk
in a place so entirely exposed ; my movements might be
observed, and the lowness of my path below the adjacent
bank and the daylight-like light which the moon shed
upon it, rendered it visible to a great distance. I Jooked
round for some more circuitous and concealed way of
appreaching the spot.

I must here explain more distinctly the situation of the
ground, and the position in which I stood. At a small
distance to the right of the lodging-house, hetween it and
the opposite shore, there extended a double row of large
shady trees, forming a complete interruption to the view,
and a sofficient concealment to any one passing under
- them. Beyond these was a field enclosed on all sides by
& high Tence, which I had observed during the day, not to
extend farthét than the termination of the row of treea
At this time 1 was considerably beyond the trees and Be-
yond the outer fence which ran near them; I walked back,
therefore, with the intention of ascending the high bank
and going under cover of the shade compleiely round the
field, so as to approach the gaming-house on the rear.+ A



B . BTANLEY.

rude peir of stepe brought me to the plain above, and

from that point the house which [ sought was visible at

no great distance. 1 listened for & moment to catch the
] gound of apy footgteps in the vicinity, but nothing waa

audible save the Jow plash of the waves beating on the

shore. Moving silently along, | went up the avenue.

The tangied grass and the high rootg of the old trees
obllged me to walk ve[y cautlously. The shade was
deep and concealed me perfoetly, while the objects beyond
were exhibited with meridian clearness. The wpite light
of the moon Jay upon the opposite house like day, and so
extraordinary was the distinctness with which every ob-

_-; ject was visible to the sight, that I could not help pausing

’ to look at the prospect; a distinctness even greater than
the day, for the glare of the sun forms a sort of conceal.
ment. While I was looking at the house, [ saw the door
of it slowly opened. I instanily drew back and.conceal-

* ing myself behind a tree awaited the result. After a short
Pause a man came out and closed the door carefully be.. 1
hind him. He was enveloped in a long cloak, with a
broad hat over his eyes and very large whiskers and
moustaches. He walked noiselessly along the porch and
then leaving it, came towards the trees, apparently to go,
as [ was going, by the back way to the gaming-bouse.
When he reached the shade, instead of taking the direc-
tion 1 had expected,-he turned down the avenue, and to
my dismay came directly towards me, [ remained
breathlegs in my concealment,

* The stranger came silently on, not through the middle
of the path, but very closely to that row of trees under .
which I was resting. He walked very slowly, his motien * -
apparenlly impeded by his cloak, and looking round him
with great caution. The trunk whleh sheltered me was -
large, bat I felt almost certain that I should be discovered
by him as he passed; and & detection, besides being awk-

. ward, might defeat the object which [ had in view. As
o hg came near, [ stooped down and crept silengly round the
. tree 20 as to escape his eye if poasible as he went by. He

* was at this time almost upon me, and as I moved he

. stopped, and then camwe directly towards my hiding-place.

*He paused agaln and I could hear him breathing. [ gave

‘my’df up for Jost. Without a hope of escape [ remained

-

F Y .
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motionlegs; and he passed on, apparently without having
seen me. When he reached the bank he stopped a mo-
ment, and looked carefully along the shore and then de-
scended the steps. When he was gone I came from be-
hind my shield, and proceeded cautlously to the end of
the trees. I then ran rapidly round the field and reached
the gaming-houge. The back door stood a-jar, and I
entered. . '

&3
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CHAPTER VIIL

You paid me but a hangry compliment
‘To think I shoold be looked for, there.~—
Iam right glad it wan a folly.

Ben Joxsow.

Tre gaming-room was quite foll. Several tables for
whist and ecarré were ranged along the sides, and a hil-
Hard-table stood in the centre. The apartment was a
large one and did not connect with any other, excepting
by a single door on each sidé, which was closed. At a

- glance, [ perceived that the hero of the cloak was not
among the company, but I determined to await his ar-
rival, having already taken it for granted, that it was to
thls place that he was coming. At the card-tables slong
the sides, there presided silence deep as *“ere the winds
were born:" the space to the mwiddle was filled with
persons moving noisily about and conversing about the
biliards. The contrast between the excltement of a mo-
derate interest and the composure of an intense agitation,
was highly impressive, 1 walked round the room to
make my cbservations on men and things, and to ob-
serve the strange varieties of that Jandscape of infernal
passions—that demon-hoofed highway of hellish contest
—which is called the “human face divine" .

Glorious art thon, O man! and more glorious nowhere
than in the depth of thy abasement. As Satan was never
more superb in attitude than when he defied the Almighty,
from where in the lowest deep he lay confounded, * low,
but mighty still,” so from amid the thick darkness of de-
grading vice, thy nature rays forth its heavenliest splen-
dours, and thy visible Immortality sita nowhere more
divine than behind the well of thy vilest acts. The
Interest which thou canst lend to a paltry trial of chances,

- 80 that the result shall engross and satisfy the aspiration

of heaven's helr, proclalms the all-boundleas and exalling
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nature of thy inward resources; and the springing pes-
sion, and the sweeping fury, wherewith thon followest
the basest ends, sound, thunder-tongued, thy splendid
spirit and thy godlike destiny !

Other conclusions equally edifying I might have drawn
from the scene before me, had not my meditations been
interrupted by the opening of the front-door of the build-
ing. opposite to the one by which I'had entered. By the
side of this door and bending round in front of it was a
movable screen of green lattice-work, behind which 1
was standing, and which entirely concealed me from the
observation of any one coming in. There appeared to be
two persans at the door, and though they still lingered
outside of the feom, their conversation reached my e
very distinctly,”

. % He certainly could not have come in by this doo;
said one of them, ¥ for I have been standing out here for
aome time."”

« If he is not here now, he will be soon,” replied the
other, and I recognised the remarkable voice of the

. speaker on the bank, which it now fashed upon me was
that of Tyler, as [ remembered it from our conversation
jn the drawing-room; “if he comes, you may as well
take advantage of the occasion. 8i popolus vult decipl,
decipiatur,—if the fellow will be fleeced, let him be
ficeced ;™ and the speaker came into the room. |

To whom this obliging speech applied there could be
little doubt, and I came from behind the screen to see to
whom [ was indebted for these charitable intentions. To
my astonishment it was the man in the cloak! He had
moved some distance off and was looking round the
room : in the course of his survey his eye fell upon me.
1 tooked keenly at him, but he did not testify either by
start or look any surprise or embarrassment. .-His eye
fell coldly upon me for a moment and then wandered
carelessly to some other object; the next instant he
walked slowly into the adjoining room and closed the
door behind him.

I remained for = moment irresolute as to the course
‘which [ sbould pursite. I was determined at &l hazards to
penetrate this mystery, and to discover who was the per-
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gon that had thus selected me for the victim of a gaming-
table plet. Though all the probabilities were against it,
the voice of the man gave me strong suspicions that it
might be Tyler. But I could not think of any way by
which ! could certalnly meet him. The rcom into which
he had gone was manifestly not intended for the public,
and the consequences of attempting to enter it might be
unpleasant. [ had, however, just made up iny mind to
do 8o, when the door opened and the cloaked personage
himself came out. The whole time of his absence had
probably not been half a minute. Cautiously concealed
as he was, by cloak, hat, false hair, and other methods of
disguise, it was quite impossible to distovet hia real fee-
tures: | was resolved therefore to liear his voice again. As
was walking through the room with a careless air and
lodking on the tables, I went up and apoke to him.

# Thiz room,” suld 1, “Is extremely warm; I should
think you would find your cleak uncomfortable.*

41t is rather heavy,” sald he with frankness, throw-
ing it on his arm: "1 have just éoiné In, and T had drawn
it about me on account of the night air.”

As he removed his clodk I could see his figure, and
upon looking closely I could discover his real features.
It was not Tyler, bat a person altogether different In face
though about the same helght, His voice, too, upon hear-
ing it more attentively, was guite different in expression,
though it had something of the same cleatness of tone.
When I coupled with this the entire calmness of hls man.
ner when he had first seen me in the rbom, I perceived
that I had fallen into a groundless error. It was evident
that I was in the company of an ordinary sharper, of
whose intentions | was fortunately aware. To increase
the mystery however he made no attempt to induce me
to play, but proposed that we should leave thé room,

1 came from the hotel,” said he, « fo see if Mr.—] for-
get the name—was here, but I find that he has just gone.
Perhaps you are ready to go home, and If so, we may go
in company.”

Perceiving no advantage in remaining, and feeling some
curjosity to see more of this person, | assented to his pro-
possl, and we Jeft the room together, On our way home
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I asked him if he knew Tyler. He said that he had heard
of him as a man of fortune and fashion, but did not know
him. We parted on the second floor of the lodging-house,
as his room, he said, was in that story, Mine was in the
fourth. .

Upon reaching my chamber I was anxious to light &
candle, but had no apparatus for the purpose. .1 had ob-
served one room, as I came through the passage, in which
a light was burning, and I went out to beg permission to
light my own.

1t was Tyler's room. He was in bed, reading. As]
looked at his refined and thoughtful face, I could searcely
help smiling at the absurdity of which I had been gullty
in supposing him in any way connected with the gamblers,
while at the same time I reproached myself for the injus-
tice I had done the studious and philosophic thinker. .

As I returned to my room, I saw the man in the cloak
coming up the slairs.

R*
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CHAPTER IX.

If T bul knew mgofoe, the victory half’
Were geined. ubes trouble more thun iile.
Tims must ynfold the mystery.

Mancowr.

Whuen [ awoke the next morning it’ was far into the
day; and I was not sorry to have drawn vnconsclously
on the waking hours to make up the deficiencies of the
night. While I was seated at my solitary breakfast, a
servant put into my bands a note which he said had been
left for me by a gentleman who had gone out on an ex-
cursion for the day. The note was from a person whom
I remembered as a friend of my father, and with whom I
was myself slightly acrquainted: its contents were as fol-
lows:

“Mr. Roberts presents his compliments to Mr. Henry
Stanley. and lets him know that he arrived from town
last evening, and has the honour to be the bearer of a
verbal communication from Mr. Stanley’s father. The
latter had come from the south just hefore Mr. Roberts'
leaving the city, for the purpose of arranging some
affairs which required the presence of his son at the
earliest convenient time., He desired Mr. R, to say that
the peried of his stay In the north was limited, and that
he awalted the coming of his son at Hotel, Mr. R.
would have had the pleasure of presenting his communi-
cation in person, but an engagement formed last night
compels him to join a party of pleasure at an early hour
of the day,—a circumstance which he farther regrets, as
it prevents his renewing an acquaintance which he fiat-
ters himself is not forgotten.

“ The Shore, Thursday morning.”

L
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This was something of a contre temps, for it prevented
my pursuing eny farther the developement of the myste-
rlous plot which I had accidentally detected, and In which
I was now a good deal interested. However, tny filial
obedience prevailed over all cther considerations, and I
made up my mind to set out at once..

Beward indeed, as | had gathered from the conversa-
tion which I hed overheard the evening before, appeared
to be the more immediate object of the intended attack,
and by communicating to him what I had heard, and put-
ting him on his guard against any temptation, I might ac-
complish as much as I could do by remaining. Ihada
warm regard for Seward,—one always has for a wit
without malice, especially if he loves us,—and [ was
anxious to save so well-natured and unsuspicious a person
from the unpleasant predicament of losing his cash. |
therefore applied at once to the landlord to know if he
was in the house,

» Gone out, sir,” said the landlord, squeezing a lemon.

* And when will he be in 1" .

« About five o’clock in the evening, sir. He went out
about two hours ago with Mr. Wilson and his daughter,
and Mr. Tyler.”

“ You could deliver him a note, I auppose, as soon as
he comes in."

“ Certainly, sir,” replied the landlord.

I immediately sat down and wrote a short letter to
Seward stating all that I had heard and seen, and what
suspicions | had, and having sealed it I delivered it with
particular injunctions into the hands of the master of the
house, and sat off immediately for the city.

On reaching toewn d drove at once to the hotel which
had been indicated in the note of Mr. Roberts as the place
where my father wasg staying. [ was surprised to learn
that no Mr. Stanley was at that time lodging there, nor
had been recentty. Thinking that some mistake had
been made as to the particular house, I went to another
in the neighbourhood, and successively to every respec-
table lodging-house in the city, but with no better snccess;
none of them remembered that any person of that name
had ever stayed there. To add to my astonishment I re-

* . L
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celved that evening a lette¥ from my father if the south, 7
dating a ftw days before,Bnd maklgg no mentiop what-
ever of any intended visit to the north, Mappening to
be acquafnted with the handwriting of Mr. Rnberts, I
again consuited’ the n_ot%w!:ich I had in mw pocket, and
after a close éxamination I felt satisfied that it had been
written by him, As be lived, howevgr, in the vicinity I’
enclosed it in a letter to him and begged to know whether
it had really proceeded from him. He assured me in re-
ply that the letter was certainly not written by him,
though it was so closéan imitation of his hand as at first
almost to have deceived himself. I waa profoundly amazed
at this, and cou!d not for a long time form any plausible
conjecture to account for the occurrence. At length it
occurred to me that the whole affair might be a con-
trivance of those gamblers at the shhre to get rid of me,
and preveut any communication between myself and Se-
ward. The note, if originating with them, must have
been written by some one who had a very intimate ac-
quatntance with the céncerns of my family, and who that,
person could be was more than I could imagine. There
was a mystery in the whole affair which I could not
fathom.

The aulumn was so far advanced that I resolved to re-
main in the city and refer the resolution of my wonders
to the * coming on of time.” As [ was intending to de-
vote the following winter”entirely to the amusements of
society, I hired a decent house in a * fashionable™ quar.
ter of the town and occupied myself for a good while in
furnighing it according to my taste. There is no busi-
ness, by the by, that I am acquainted with, more enter-
taining than thaf of furnishing a boypse, especialty if you
are & poor man; for it calls forth the greatest pleasure of
which man is capable—the pleasure of running in debt.
Shenstogne somewhere remarks—and it Is the only strik-
fng remark which I have met with in the whole cnmpass
of his prose writings—that we always feel a gratification
{n paying a bill, and he proceeds (o infer from it tMe innate
goodness of the human heart; whatever may be the
truth of the theory, the fact, though ingenious, scarcely
supports it, for great as may be the delight of paying

L
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aebts, the daybt of incurrmg i I3, to my miad vaﬂy: .

greater. + 7
The sense of boundless dominatlon with which one en-
ters a shop—bg it book-store, or bther, wherd one's credit
is yet good—limited by no mean dpunds of agtual pocket-
money, yet tempered throughout and so far forth height-
eneg in zest by the f@ling circum pracordia of the future
inevitable consequence—the heroic and soul-ennobling
resolutiohs and cheering schemes for geiting the money
by the time if is due, which one goakes stronger and
wider a5 one goes deeper and madlier into the depths of
credit—the delight of breaking from the customary bonds
of poverty and ruling for 2 while with Crassus’ sceptre—
all form a rare and admirable combination of pleasgures.
‘Wher one pays dewn for & purchase, one has a sense of
the same loss in money that there 18 gain in goods—
there’s the minus of a veritable pro quo as an offset to the
valuable guid; but the debtor has, till payment, the pure
gain without any loas.at all—his purchase is as good-as
fgift or a treasure trove. Then, when & aman buys a
hing and settles for it, it is s out and out, and there's
&n end on't ; it sinks into a common undisputed posses.
sion: but the taker up of goods on tic (or tiek), while he
has the dear and full enjoyment of the affair, as much as
the other,—yet has hesies,—which the other lacks,~—that
high appreciation of the article, which we always attach
to property that is not ours,~he has, during the whole
time that the credit runs, the two distinct de!ights ofa
calm possession and a ficklish title, Then, again, there
is the mild interest of difficulty, and the healthy excite-
ment and agitation of raising the ¢ waye and means;”
Hfe grows spirfted; one has something to think of
. o'nights: as Carlyle says of the French Revolulion,
“ there's a comfortable appearance of work going on.”
Moreover gince it is * solamen miseris socios habuisse
doloris,” and agreeable also to have something that links
us sympgthetically with departed greatness, we may
smuse misfortune, as Bolingbroke did his exile, by ret
counting those that have been in like predicament: we
may remember how Miraheau was © phéré de deltes,”—
how Talleyrand could not pay for his white carriage, the

1§
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+ tastefullest in all Paris,—how poor Savage.' gold at the
"stalls the books which Lord Somebody (Grosvenor, was'nt

it 1) had glven him,—how Parr bad to part with his Ste-
phens's Greek Thesaurus at Norwich, “ from sheer dis-
tress.”—how Goldy was in for £4000, as the story goes,
when he died, —how Byron had an execution in his hovuse
eight times during the first year of his marriage, and how
his beds were taken, and how he stamped on his grand-
mother's watch, and groond it to atems in a fit of despair,

——how 8wift, ar Shenstane, or somehody else. expatiates,

with the eloquence of anguish, on the misery of compel.
ling one hundred pounds to do the wovk of two; how
Lord Cutts had to get a writ of profection from king
William, (the Dutch partner of the firm of Willam and
Mary) to prevent his being outlawed by his tailo-; how
Johngon wrote to Richardson frem a spunging-house to
boregw two guineas; how Fox lost his last farthing at a
hell and then lay on his back and read Thucydides; how
the nation had to pay the debts of Pilot Pitt and the heir
appurent; how Sheridan— but here my heart heging to
bleed.” Besides there is a certain dignity in being in
debt; of having distresses and cares which every body
has oot the honour of having; one becomes a subject of
friendly-comcern.  May lose one’s appetite on sufficient
cause, and look absent and frown in the street for a rea-
son. Then one feels a personal importance; there is a
responsibility resting upon one: you have stakes some-
where ; somebndy cares for you, thinks of you often;
¥you are not utterly alone and lost in the world. Perhaps
if you don't pay your creditor, he may fail; others may
* ga” in consequence ; and thus upon your conduct hangs
matter that may make o talk on 'change: All which is
extremely pleasant and amusing to a gentleman of leisure
and a quiet book-builder like myself. Other conveniences
of * blest bopk credit” there are, which nothing could
worthily portray save that silver ever-pointed peneil which
Lamb carrled off with him in his waistcoat pocket. Upnan
the whole therefore I differ with Shenstone ahd rather
stde with the wisdom of that French proverb which as-
similates debts to children; if the reader knows what it
is, very good; if not, all the better. One of the most

1



ATANLEY. . o3

C

¢heerless sensations I ever remember to have experienced, *

wag that whidh stole over me when I awoke one morn.
ing, “ many a year has past and gone” since then, and
remembered that I was out of debt. My *occupation”
was gone ; I had nothing to trouble me, nothing to work
for, nothing to swear at. I was condemned to % meditate

.and gaze," and suffer from * the waste of feelings unem- -

ployed ;* and I did not recover my usual spirits tilt | had
gone out and ordered a cart of bricks into the cellar ; not
that [ wanted the dusty things, but for the mere pleasure
of having a creditor. Since then, I have never suffered
" the evil to arise again, as my geoed (riends Mr. ——, and
Mr. ., and Mr, , feelingly know, They should
thank me, {(though I fear they do not, ungrateful dogs!)
for 1 cause them that would never pray, to pray for my
life. As they are well aware that when I die, I won't cut
up worth a

Ahout three weeks gfter my arrival in town, as I was
strolling through the satreet, L encountered Seward gazing
with ludicrous gravity at a caricature in the window of a
print shop, )

“ 8a," said 1, #you are  studying humorous pictures
for the illustration of mnalicious bon-mot.” .

« Sir,” said he, mechanically, without moving lis eyes,
“the charge is as baseless as a Grecian Doric column :®
then recognising me, “ my dear Stanley ! I am mast hap-
py in having a St. Thomas proof of your existence, for
you vanished so mysterlously from the shore,

.

i Like snow.fulla on the river,
A mement white, then gone for ever.’

that you had either been alienated or escheated to the
Lord™

« There were some gentry down there,” said [, * who
I suspect would willing'y forward any such scheme,
whether of cheating or escheating. 1 hope you received
. the note I left for you I

«1 received no note,” replied Seward. “ Although I°

parted with a gond many. Do you mean that you left &
note for me when you went away from the shore 1"
"« Even s0. ] happened to overhear a converaation which

K
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informed me of a plot by some gamblers to relieve you
of some of your loose cash. When I was compelled to
leave there on business I left a written account of it to
be given to you, and I am amazed that you did not re-
sgeive it, for I put it into the hands of the landlord himself.”

“1t s certainly very strange,” said Seward, “and as
lamentable ; for that person’s neglect, or roguery, and I
am somewhat inclined to suspect the latter, occasioned
rather disastrous consequences to me. To give you the
history in brief, you must know that on the same day on
which wou left us, I went out with Tyler; who by the
way is a charming and an honest fellow, though at first
] did not like him ; and two or three other persons on an
excurslon of some distance. In the course of it we fell
in with two very gentlemanlike persons who Wwere pre-
sented to us by Mr, Wilson who was of the party and
happened to know them ; though as he afterwards told
us his acquaintance with them was of no longer standing
than since his visit to the shore. In the evening, these
persons who had during the day much commended them-
gelves to both of ug, were sitting with us in a private
room, and one of them proposed cards. Tyler chose me
for his partner and we sat down. Tyler played extremely
well, and I am something of an adept myself; but we
rose in a few hours with the loss of a very large sum of
money. I as you may imagine was half ruined, and the
loss to Tyler, though he bore it like a phllosogher, was I
suspect extremely inconvenient. We were both con-
vinced upon talking the matter aver, that the cards had
been marked.”

Remembering Tyler's proud boasts of the superiority
of cool-headed men, which he professed to be, I mention-
ed his remarks to Seward with a smile at his being out.
witted,

« Poor fellow " said Seward, « he seemed, jn truth, to
be more vexed at his defest than his loss. He has a
aplendid Intellect, and is a monarch in theory, but has not
enopgh alloy in his natore to clrculate to advantage
among wmen. Though deeply read in books, he I3 green
in the world’s ways. He behaved so well, however, under
hig misfortune, though ill with & cold, that I guite love
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him. He told me he knew you, and that you were a per- -
son of fine understanding.”

# That observation certainly shows judgment. »

‘We talked a good while about the mysteries of these .
gaming plots, putting together the different facts whigl ¢
each was acquainted with: but the more we pondered »
the matter, the more mysterious it becamé, and we finally
parted after attaibing what my lord Coke would call « the
exclusion of a conclusion.”

vOL. I. g
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CHAPTER X,

For gentle girls the country's fit,
The town was made for man. Hrrnicx,

Fenating hereon, we will philosophise.
Surrryy.

Tue summer was over and the town was again foll,

I went constantly into society, and no man can do that
long without baving the form, if not the character of his
feelinga changed. The maxim which tells va that man
. can ndver alter his character, is practically rather a quib-
ble than a truth; for though, perhaps, and } speak doubt-

fully even of this, every one of strongly defined qualities

in youth, may be seen to exhibit on striking occasions in

life, these peculiarities, and may be found at the close of

his career to possess inherently the same dispositions

which marked his boyhood ; yet the influence of these in-

clinations may be so long suspended by the power of cir-

cumstances, or 80 often interrupted by the power of pas-

sion, that in view of the brevity of man's exlIstence, the

Jnotion may probably be deemed false in theory, and in
view of the results in action, may certainly be pronounced

wseless in practice. My sentiments and my estimdtion

of things became greatly modified. 1 lost the morbid and

self-centered view which I had formerly taken of the

world. My passions became healthy, and cleared of the

blindl and dazzling fervour that once made every hope a
certainty and every doubt despair. I learned to know

that there were thousands of men in the world of like
passions with mysell, and that [ was not alone among
my fellows in the pature of my endowments and my feel-
tngs,—a simple truth, but one which solitude can never
teach us; for, whatever may bhe the wisdom.of the clois-
ter, the truthe which concern man as he is, are not among
itadearning ; for the relations of man to himself and the

-
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world, it teaches but by halves, and the relations of man
to his fellows it teaches not at all, Extensive and fami-
liar usage in society ia as necessary to complete one's
psychological education as one’s social. The metaphysi-
cal and moral systems of those bookmen who have gone
from the college to the hermitage, are necessarily scarcely
more true than a description of the ocean would be by
one who had only seen it in calm weather., But it is the
misfortune of the broken state of man that every thing is
ruptured and detathed ; the experiments are in one place,
- and the results stated in another, one who has not seen
the premise ruakes the conelusion, and causes and conse-
quences Jie in different hands. What a magnificent crea-
ture would be one man made out of all men! litile less
than God: if the partial knowledge of one gould be added
to that of smother, the suggestion of one brought to en-
lighten the learned doubts of another, If ope could feason
on what another has felt and seen, and all the trials, con-
jectures, observatiors and surmises of all men brought to
one focus, what & world-lightening star that focus would
be! Light is combination, and so is trath.

A few weeks after the conversation alluded to in the
last chapter, I had accepted an {nvitation to dine with a
gentleman who held among his equals meridian disting- *
tion in that meridian art. Mr, Benton was one who had
metitated with that earnest and chastised devotion which
so great and elevated a subject demands, on the best
mode of dining; and it is paying but a merited compli-
ment to the genius and stody of this good man, to declare
that he understood the subject better, and practised it
with more success than any person I have ever met with,
At yarious tlmes I have been favoured with his views
upon thie interesting subject; for, though not obtrusive
in his proselytism as most discoverers are, Mr. Benton
was always glad when an opportunity occurred of dis-
seminating correct notions on this important topic, and
he had none of that selfishness which might impel him to
conceal from mankind ‘what is necessarily never alien to
homanity. But that timidity which is the fatal Cleopatra
of genlus, that proud resilience from, the homage of the
vilgar, which makes greatness splendid and impr:

. A
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ble, kept him always from appearing before the public.
« He died and made no sign;” and the sauntering travel-
ler as he steps carelessly over his modest grave, little
knows that he treads above the remains of one whose
genjus the shade of Lucullus might venerate, and before
whose labours the star of Orleans might dim its glories.
When [ have sometimes expressed to him the sense
which I entertained of his valuable researches, and the
hope which I cherished that he would not suffer his dis-
coveries to perish with him, * I confess that I have some-
times thought* he would reply, ¢that what you are
pleased to call my discoveries are not altegether without
value, nor without interest; as indeed nothing can be
that regards a science which, to say the least of it, is in-
dispensable. My regard for the welfare and melioration
of my fellow-creatures, has sometimes impelled me to
wish that an easy and safe method presented itself of con-
veying to the world at large, some auggestions which the
kindness of my frlends has induced me to fancy not en-
tirely valueless, and to perform that duty which every
one owes to his race, by handing down to posterity what
might be a * possession for everlasting’ of culinary meta-
physlce. I have sometimes thought of publication, and
trdeed, I have employed some occasional hours in a few
past years in the composition of a small volume on the
subject of cookery but independently on the reluctance
which I feel to intrude upon the grave world a book
which must necessarily be ungraceful in style, and insnf-
Eciently supplied with learning,~-which, at least, from my
want of famillarity with the pen, would lack that melody
of words and- harmony of sentences, that Ciceronian
charm of aptly balanced language, which would be re-
quired in treating of this, the first and most finished of
the fine arts,~—independentiy on this personal objection,
which my vanity will not atternpt to deem slight, there is
a greater one inherent in the attempt itself; I mean the
combat which in its tender veal-like infancy it must sus.
tain with those butchering critics and reviewers who
ever stand at the gate of knowledge, pen (knife) in hand ;
* for these gentlemen.rudely; gracelessly, and unreasonably
ofipugning and running counter to the precept of the im-
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mortal Louis Eustache Ude, to whom be honour, long
life, and the gratitude of grateful men

* Amen, and amen " cried L

* Opposing, I say, that precept of His, which forbids us
to slay a calf in its tender youth, but to sheathe the knife
til his beef-hood shall be attained; they rosh savagely
upon a scarce-Bedged writer, and kill, serve him up with
a garni of sauce, before he has grown robust by age,
Whether it be, as Goethe conjectured, that by some per-
sonal misconstruction of mind; by a peculiar obliquity in
their moral constitution; by the frame of their mental
powers ; by the very condition of their existence—these
people are prevented from telling the truth, certain it i
that such a thing as a generous and genial criticism is as
rare as half-boiled beef. To me, much reflecting upon
these matters, it has appeared that the evil arises from
the unfortunate position of these anti-authors: for authors
and professional critics hold much the same relation to
one another that England does to France; a relation,
according to Mr, Fox, of national enmity. They have
adapted the lying maxim, that ridicule is the test of truth,
where In fact, it is the greatest enemy truth has ever had; -
being much such a test as proving a sword upon a stone,
trying a liquid by evaporation, or searching for vitality
with a scalpel; whatever may be the result, the object
examined is destroyed for ever. They have let in the
Iaughers Into the gardens of Philesophy; the baying
hounds into the still coverts of the ruminating stag. And
they are sure to be supported by the populace, for the
poulace loves to demolish; I never heard of a mob as-
sembled to constroct. 'The more I consider this affair of
laughing, the more absurd and unworthy it appears to
me, But the reviewers can do nothing else, being like
those tormented spirits, the ghosts of scoffers, described
in an anclent Jegend, who are condemned to expiate their
sins by grinning painfully through all eternity. Similar
is the critic's destiny; for, humanity and the fresh feel-
ings of unshackled sympathy being dead within them,
they become even as dead men, and like skeletons de-
riding humanity ; and they thrust forward their ever-

9 L]
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grinning visages into the Egyptian feast of literature, and
humble their author by the claim of fraternity.”
Unfortunately, Mr. Benton could not lock with such
" tranquil philosophy on these things, as Sterne* did, and
the world lost for ever the benefit of hls meditations. His
beat and most honourable * worka,” however, were such
as could not well be communicated to the world, in sub-
stance, nor could the world give them a tribute meet for
their desert. One of these I waa about to allude to, when
interrupted by this digression.

I arrived at the house before any of the company were
assembled. Boon after I had reached the drawing-room,
& vefierable but most cheerful-looking man, whem 1 knew
at once to be an eccleaiastic, entered, and with an wn.
certain step, something between & trip and a totter, made
his way to the host and bowed with entire simplicity, but
with the air of & man perfectly accustomed to the great
world, He was short in stature and his feet were the
smallest I ever saw; his person was firm, and face un-
wrinkled, although to judge by his total baldness, * bis
eightieth year was nigh.” His figure was a good deal
bent, but apparently more from study than age; and his

- head generally rested on his breast, but was very fre-
quently thrown up with & mild impatience, or forward
with a kind of restless nod. He had a habit of drawing
in the air between his teeth every few moments with a
curiovs noise; an action which he incessantly displayed
when another was speaking, together with many other of
the innumerable tricks of a nervous man. Mr. Benton
named him to me as Dr. Gauden.

“ 8ir," growled the doctor, with great urbanity, mum-
bilng and biting his words as he apoke, 4 I'm very happy
to make your acquaintance. I knew your grandfather
very well, very well, indeed; poor man,” throwing up
hig head and muftering almost to himself, “ah! ah! s0
it is! dead and gone!" then turning his back on me and
limping off to a chair, he continued soliloquising with an

= v As we rode along the valley,” says Sternc in one of his letters
from France, * we saw a herd of asses on the top of one of the
mountaine. How they viowed and reviewed ns !
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alternate nod and toss of the head: “ah! as Varro says,
¢ yetustas non pauca depravat, multa tollit. Quem puerom
vidistt formosum nunc vides deformem senectu. Tertiom
seculum. non vidit eum hominum, quem vidit primum.’ ™

Dr. Gauden had been educated for the Catholic priest.
hood at one of the old colleges of France, which have
formeed for many years the noble nursing-mothers of the
Romish clergy, of protestant countries, There he had
been thoroughly imbued with ancient lore, and taught to
know the ancient writers and the fathers as famgiliarly as
the divines and classics of his native tongue. When, in
later years, he departed from the church of his fathers,
he took with him all the tastes and habits which he had
formed in its bosom; and though becoming an active
Protestant clergyman, * the scent of the cloisfer had clung
to him still.”

Testa recenn
Qoo semel ent imbuta, diu secvabit odorem.

He lived entirely among the old, illustricus authors; for
modern books, he szid, only repeated one another. He fedy,
his mind upon the golden pages of Tertullien gand Chry-
sostom, of Cicero and Plato, for it was the aliment to @
which it had been accustomed. His memory was “ rich
with the spoils of time;” and his conversation abounded
with choice fregments of Pagan and Christian eloguence.
His quotations had nothing of pedantic in their frequency,
but seemed to be the natural overflowing of a full mind.
If he wove into his common discourse, & * thread or two
drawn from the coat of an apostle,” or gave his hearers
« a smack of Augustin of a sprig of Basl),” all knew that
the display was not an exhibition of vanity: ignorance
was not alarmed, and taste was not offended.

A few minutes after, Mr. Rolle entered the room; a
man of singularly feeble and delicate frame, and a coun-
tenance full of feeling and poetry; & vague, uncertain
smile played constantly about his mouth indicating one
whose thonghts mostly floated in some inner sphere of
gentiment and rarely appreciated the reality of the real
things around him; an impression which was assisted by
the dreamy stare of his large, moist, gray eye. He en-
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tered the room in an amusing state of excitement, and
trembling with emotion, addressed his host in breken and
almost tearful accents. .

«“ My dear Mr. Benton, could not you have dinner
postponed for a little while until I recover my composure?
You see how excessively I am excited : I cannot appear
at the table with any propriety.” .

“ Do not concern yourself about that, my dear sir,”
said Mr. Benton. “ The company consists of your own
particula friends, and I am sure that they will excuse
any disorder in your manner.”

“ Oh!" replied the other, «it is not for them that I
care; it is for myself. How can I enjoy my dinner in
such a state of embarrassment? How can I come with
agitated nerves and an excited mind to a task which
above all others requires ¢the conscience pure, the easy
mind,’—a reason undisturbed by passion, senses cool,
critical and keen in nice detection,—a body and a spirit
perfectly at rest, like the stone beneath the Agis of
wisdom?! Could’nt you put off your dinner till to-mor-

arow? I am sure these gentlemen would a3 leave come

to-morrow.”

“ My - dear friend,” said Benton, laughing heartily,
while Rolle stood the picture of humorous perplexity,
“you shall dine with me both to-day and to-morrow;
and to secure you the degree of coolness necessary to
the free and full exercise of your unrivalled powers of
analysis, you shall be brought here to-morrow, like a sal-
mon, in an ice-basket. Meanwhile, as a dinner is not
like a debate, a matter which rgay be adjourned, I hope
that if you sit down in that corner and unbutton your
wrist-bands, and suffer me to fan you gently you may at
length be recovered into a tolerable condition for dining.
But what has been the cause of this terrible disturbance?
Have you been waylaid? Have you been fired at? Have
you been robbed ?”

«“Worse, worse!” replied the other. ¢ Sit down and
I will tell you about it: but do not look so strongly at me,
for it excites me more; look naturally. The event which
has so much discomposed me, is this: I was coming here
when I met, two corners off, a servant-boy, with two
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magnificent rock-fishes—a rarity in these times, more
golden than gold. They were fishes like those described
in Athenzeus, déavérads Ddues guiv xai dideg dipoe, *in shape
and nature like the immortal gods.' The wretch, to whose
care some malignant demon had entrusted these spoils of
Neptune, instead of carrying them with cautious -solem-
nity, as the charge demanded, went swinging them hoth
in one hand, with utter carelessness and bruising thém
by striking them against one another. Instantly I per-
ceived this barbarous and atrocious conduct, I rushed
across the street, and seizing the boy, demanded to know
by what infatuation he was possessed to treat those fishes
in such a manner. He replied, insolently, that the fishes
were his master's, and that if the latter knew how he
carried them he would have no objectien. Enowing well
that a man may, like a corporeal hereditament, fie in
Zivery, I told him that 1 shouid go with him to his master
and seé whether he allowed such animals to be destroyed
in that manner, and that if e did not resent it, I showd’
punish him myself for such a public outrage. Her .
the boy fled, leavmg me alone with the precious
upen examining them I found one of them utterly ru ned
by the bruises it had got. Hine ille lachrymaz: and
judge thou if there be not cause. The other, I thank God;
is safe,”

“ And where is it?™ cried Benton, with some cn-
riosity.

“In my hat in the entry,” replied Rolle, in a whisper.
# Come and Qine with me alonc to-morrow at ten, and we
will eat it."

This conversation, which gave me a glimpse of that
most curious of all characters, 2 sentimental gourmand,
wag interrupted by the entrance of a gentleman of Her-
culean proportions, oddly habited in a scarlet hunting-
jacket, loose pantaloons, and a coloured neckcloth loosely
tied abont his neck. His face had a fine, frank, but firm
egpression ; and his large keen eye denoted high intelli-
gefice. His manners were patural and unrestrained—
the behavicur of a man who lived, not against, but above,
the usage of the world; and was directed to such con-
dact by his strong love of perfect freedom, and supported




108 STAKLEY.

fn it by the calm consciousness of powers and a reputs-
tion which would protect him against remark. Such a
style of address adopted by & man of fresh and rich intel-
lect and tempered by native delicacy and refined taste,
renders intercourse delightful. It is a high relief to
escape from the wearisoine mistrust and the unworthy
egotism of artificial manners, and from the confinement
of small talk which good breeding imposes, because all
may not be capable of lurge telk: you have the keen
pleasure of {reely coping a generous intellect, together
with the gentle gratification of being, as habitual vanity
suggests, in one respect above your companion. There
was an odd mixture of rudeness and refinement in the
character of Mr. Wilkins: he was at once a scholar and
a boxer, a poet and a good fellow.

After the entrance of two or three other persons dipner
was announced.

« What is the reason,” said Mr. Wilkins, as the tureecna
were taken off, “ that we always find soup served before

ur meats?  Vermicelll is at best a tasteless affair, and
ly takes away that appetite which should be reserved
for worthier viands.”

“ Bir,” replied Mr. Benton, * you have hit upon the very
reason., Soup ls provided for the purpose of removing
that keen animal appetite whose violence disturbs the
mind in the nice perception of the harmony of tastes.
Criticism is feeling; and it ig too delicate to distinguish
finely when the senses are craving the strong. physical
gratification which nature and habit have made'necessary
to them. There are two distinet pleasures in eating : the
first consists in simply appeasing the appetite,—the second
in calmly exercising the sense of taste. The [atter s the
natural delight springing from the action of one of the
physical sources of enjoyment; the former is the inde-
pendent pleasure caused by supplying or removing a
peinful want, on the general principle ‘

That cvery want which stimulates the breast
Becomes a source of plensure when redrest,

You are a snuff-taker, Mr. Wilking, and you know that
every pinch of snuff gives you two distinct delights,—
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that of pleasing the smell, and that of gratifylng an ani-
mal want which customn has created. You as a sportsman

" also know how inconsistent is the exetcise of taste with

strong appetite ; for at the end of a day’s hunt you find
cold beef ag agreeable as terrapins, and perhape more so;
because the more delicate pleasure is absorbed in the
stronger, and what most gratifies the latter is most accept-
able, As but one of these pleasures is worthy of a sen.
tient being, we provide soups to extinguish the other;
that is, we destroy honger to create taste.”

« That is reasonable encugh,” said Rolle; * but surely
no man of sense ever allows himsell to get hungry.
From the firat moment that I could reflect justly on the
tend and aim' of human existence, I do not think that 1
have ever been hungry.”

“Jt is curious, by the way, to observe,” continued Ben-
ton, * that the wise ancients had the same custom. Their
supper, which corresponds to our dinner, was preceded
by an anfe-cenum, which consisted chiefly of wine thick-

- ened with honey. The commentators say that this was

to quicken the appetite ; but honeyed wine must certainly
have had an opposite effect.”

“ The succession of dishes,” said Rolle, “is & subject
worthy of the most profound consideration. Iregard the
architecture of an entertainment as one of the highest of
the fine arts. When, at the close of a well-cooked and
well.arranged dinner,—such & dinner as Mr. Benton
would choose to give, and I would choose to eat,—I[
review the whole, it rises upon my mind like a symphony
of Beethoven’s,~—a succession of elements harmoniously
combined and exquisitely diversified. The beaux arts,
by-the-by, are vastly more humerous than is commonly
suspected, Dancing is unquestionably one of them and
eating is another. The latter is a science, which, as Sieyes
said of politics, je crols avoir achevée; 1 have brought it
to perfection. But there is another of the senses to which
there' is no corresponding fine art; for while the hearing
has music, and the sight has architecture, the objects
which address the amel)l have never been reduced to &
system. 1 have been engaged in investigating the matter
#sthetically, and have nearly succeeded in constructing
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+ & gamut of odours, and 1 hope scon to present to my
friends-ansoveriure of flowers, But let us postpone this
discussion till dinner is over."”

% 'The notion of Mr. Rolle is true,” said Wilkins.
“ The great principle of the universe, moral and physical,
is relation ; and the sole business of the mind,—the only
thing about which it can possibly employ itself—the
primary point &t which its operation begins, and the ter-
minating bound at which it stops,—the first step it takes
from the domains of the sensible, and the last progress it
achieves in the regions of the intellectual,—is the percep-
tlon of relation. The soul, says Plato, is a harmony;
and by the sounl he means that mass of crganised thought
and feeling which belongs to, and is our moral existence;
and by harmony he means jost relation ; these hoarded
perceptions of just relation throughout all things, make
the soul, There is a mental and a physical perception of
relations ; that is, & perception by the mind and by the
senges. The former gives rise to sclences and the latter
to fine arts. The fine arts therefore may be defined the
evoiution of harmony in the objects of the sensea. Meta-
physically they are but one; physically they are indefinite
In number. Wherever there is 2 harmony in sound, mo-
tlon, size, form, smell, taste or touch, tkere, there is room
for a fine art. This notion which I but obscurely hint at
now, gives rise to a new metaphysical system. Iam a
materialist, and regard thinking as one of the fine arts.
I shall some day or other publish a guarto volume on the
aubject, with an appendix of maps,”

“1 hope,” said Dr. Ganden, “the chepter on the #sthe.
tics of eating will be illustrated by plates.”

1t is curious to observe,” continued Wilkins, * how
often poets and others, writing not from a priori reason-
ing, but from the natural instinet of impression, have
alluded to harmony in matters of form. The word music
which they employ denotes mere harmony ; and both of
these words have been restricted to or derived from mat-
ters of sound, probably because the mind being greatly
under the tyranny of vision, deemed the relation of what
was perceived by another sense, more abstract and un-
material than the perceptions of the sight, and so gave to
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that science or drew from it the generic namer of Al « .
whole cperation. 8ir Thomas Browne says, WI'here is a
music even in beauty, and the silent note which Cupid
strikes, far sweeter than the sound of an instrument.
Byron, in ¢ The Bride of Abydos,’ speaks of *the mind,
the music, breathing from the face’ Milton says, * The
band sang with the voice, and this the argument’ An
old reporter dwells with delight on ¢ the musjc of a well
wriiten act of parliament.’ From a feeling of the same
sort the Greeks gave to coloured stones arranged in
varied order the name of *mousaic,’ which modern
speech has corrupted into * mosaic.* When the old phi-
losopher spoke of the music of the spheres, he meant the
harmony of form and motion, and had no allusion what-
ever to sound: neither had Wordsworth when he heard
* the still, sad music of humanity, nor harsh, nor grating,’
—he was referring only to the melody of virteous con-
duct in the midst of suffering. Bacon, in a similar spirit,
speaks of * the breath of flowers’ coming and going in
the air, *like the warbling of music.’—7There is another
consideration connected with this which affords scope for
talent. If these arts ere the relations of homogeneous
clements, mathematics, which is the science of pure and
abstract relation, is certainly capable of being applied to
them. There can be no question that aigebra or the cal-
culus possess within themselves the capacity of express-
ing composite sounds and solid forms, and alt other mat-
ters, as well as numerical quantities and linear shapes. 1
do not yet despair of seeing the formula of a temple or
an overture. Indeed I am persuaded that even thought
ts reducible to definite primary elements, and that an
equation might be constructed whieh should express all
the possible combinations of these elements, and so con-
tain all that man can think on all subjects. No human
head perhaps could do it, and no human sheet of paper
contain the equation; but still theoretically the thing is
possible.”

During the delivery of this harangue, Mr. Rolle had
been diligently engaged in  unlocking the hidden soul™
of flavour from a cancre commun, and I had overbeard
him ejaculating audibly, *Lord! how good!’— Oh!

vOL. L 10
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how deliclous !"’—¢ O—oh Lord, O—oh Lord;” and oc-
casionally exclaiming fretfully, “I wish that Wilkins
would hold his tongue; how can a man eat when there
is so much talking

« Besides this,” continued Mr. Wilkins, resummg his
argument,—

Mr. Rolle rose upon his feet: “ Mr. Wilkins, it is my
duty to inform you, that unless you cease making a noise
I shall leave the room ; yes, sir, unless your discourses
are deferred I shall dine in the entry, with my plate on a
chair. It is impossible that, amid the distraction and men-
tal harassment which listening and thinking occasions,
any man should bring to the dishes that calmness of soul
and concentration of mind which such a profession as
eating demands.”

“Mr. Rolle,”” said Wilkins, “ will you allow me the
honour of a glass of wine with you ?”

« With great pleasure, Mr. Wilkins,” said Rolle, re-
lapsing into his chair.

“ The ancients, Mr. Rolle,” resumed Wilkins, “ thought
it well that something should amuse the mind during the
moments of dining, so that the senses might be at liberty
to gambol in delight ¢ at their own sweet will.’ They
therefore provided music at their entertainments, to ab-
sorb the spiritual part of man. Talking, if you would
talk, might serve the same purpose. Is not my authority
correct, Dr. Gauden ?”

“ But Euripides,” growled the doctor, ¢ objects to music
at feasts, as being a superfetation of enjoyment, and
directs the song to he reserved for dolorous occasions.
¢ A concert of music in a banquet of wine,’ says the au-
thor of Ecclesiasticus, ¢is as a signet of carbuncle- set in
gold.’ In general, I think, the custom has prevailed
among barbarous, rather than cultivated nations. Indeed,
Sam Johnson says the Greeks were barbarians: Sed
quare de hoc.”

“ The Greek mind,” said Rolle, ¢ was essentially ency-
clopadic ; it craved totality ; its perpetual strife was to
embrace all ; it mistook universality for perfection, and
sought not the all-complete so much as the naught-defec-
tive. This glorious error led them to paint their temples,
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to colour their statues, to dance as well as sing their odes,
and to bring musicians into the dining-room. They de-
siderated all that the genivs could do in creation, rather
than all that the taste would admire in contemplation:
and in porsuit of the might be sometimes missed the
ought to be,—not always acting on that fine critical prin-
ciple of *Jack Birkenhead's,” which Bishop Sprat has pre-
served, ‘that a great wit's great work is to refuse.’ The
modern capacity may have contracted, but certain it is
that no man, as men now are, can fully taste one kind of
pleasure while another is at hand to distract the percep-
tion. Architecture is the beauty of form; if colouring is
superadded, it will defeat the impression of the former
just in proportion to its excellence. When you are con-
versing and 1 am eating, two high delights are presented |
at once, and one injures the enjoyment of the other. Con-
scious that I must lose something, that loss fills me with
regret, and that regret unfits me for eliciting gratification.
Besides you forget, most eloquent Wilking, that as ealing
is in good part a mental enjoyment, listening to you more
directly conflicts with a diner's duty, by withdrawing
the necessary instruments of his profession. The philo-
sopher should imitate the bee, which sucks honey from
the dust as well as from the flower; from the Pythagorean
school then, though we ought not to learn to confine our
food to heans, we ought at least to learn silence. What
opinion, Dr. Gauden, does your classical mind form upon
the subject? Is conversation an advantage in dining, or
not 1"

« Why, I think of it, what Cicero has said of eloquence
in a philosopher,” replied the other: ! 8i afferatur, non
repudianda; si absit, non magnopere desideranda.’ But
the same Cicero says somewhere, that the Roman (easts
were called convivial banquets, because the conversation
and society copstitoted their chief pleasure, and that the
Greeks gave the ceremony only such names as contem-
plated eating and drinking.”

« Did they ¥ said Rolie; * Sage dogs! I'll forgive them
the music. Ay! they were right; the knife talking with
the meat is conversation enough, and there s no society
like the society of the viands, Your Greek after all is
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your only true philosopher: henour, and long life to the
Greeks! They called dinner by a word which slgnifies
‘the beat? Judicious philologists

« Still it must be confessed,” said Dr. Gauden, * that
the Romans sometimes did these things very handsomely.
They rarely gave a shabby dinner. 1t showed that there
was a very just appreciation of the case, when a single
mullet sold for 250 dollars, and another for 320, and fish.
ponds like those of Hirtins and Lucuollus commanded
160,000 dollars.”

* The ancients,” s&id Rolle, * sought to render eating
more of & mental delight than we can afford to do, and
introduced refinements unknown to us, They served at
their table viands whose chief delicacy Iay in their intel-
lectual elegance and poetical beauty. A dinner given by
Vitellins to his brother, had, says Suaetonius, portions of
seven thousand most choice birds in one dish, and of two
thousand equally choice fishes in another. There stood
in the centre a dish, called, from its enormous size, Mi-
nerva's buckler; and of what composed, think ye! of the
llvers of scari, the brains of pheasants and peacocks, the
tongues of parrots, end the bellies of lamprey eels, brought
from Carpathia and the remotest parts of Spain in ships
of war sent out expressly for the purpose, Claudian and
8tatius invelgh against this extravagance; but their wis-
dom had shown itself more rich, if, when the feast was
set before them, they had, like Jacques, given Heaven
thanks and made no boast of it; but these poets are raf-
fish fetlows. I know nothing more ridiculous ihan the
sight of little fat-paunched Flaccus condemning the plea-
sures of the table, and exhorting to temperance and phi-
Josophic sobriety. Another dyspeptic satirist of the times
slanders the emperor, because he azsembled the senate
to discuss the best manner of boillng a turbot; and what
maore important business could they have had, I shonld
like to know* It would be as well if the topics of senato-
rial debate were always as honourable, or the counsel of
senators always as useful. But satire isa low-born trade,
and the professors of it are base-minded growlers; they
go about snuffing, smelling, and whining in every direc-
tion, and wherever they find an open door, puppy-like, in
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they go. - Juvenal was very little of a gentleman. How
different was Virgil! the most thorough-bred man of an-
tiquity ! His mind and thoughts had a pearly purity and
refinement; in oor days he would have bheen a parish
priest, and have died of bronchitia.”

« Aristotle,” said Dr. Gauden, “ wrote a code of laws
for the table, and it s recorded that he was particularly
fond of fish. The most remarkable glatton of Greece ap-
pears to have been Philoxenus of Cythera, who never
dined out without carrying his own castors, and being
attended by several of hia own pages to wait upon him.
He prayed for the neck of a crane that he might prolong
the sensation of taste. It is to be hoped that Pluto has
changed him into & boa-constrictor.”

%} will venture to say,” said Rolle, “that there has
never been 2 man of genius who has not been 2 lover of
good eating ; naturally, I mean; for many have béen ab-
stinent from piety or principle, as Ximenes and Warbur.
ton. Look with what gust old Homer describes the ca-
rousals of his gods. Duly as the day, they met in coun-
cil; and after squabbling all the morning, they all trot off
together down to Jupiter's brazen-floored palace to eat
and drink, which was probably the only point on which
they ever cordially agreed. Scott, too, has scarcely a
novel without a good trencher-man in it; and they are
dealt with so considerately; there is such a pleasant hu-
morousness thrown over the exploits of Athelstan and
Dalgetty, that you see very plainly it was a * fellow-feel-
ing' made him so ¢ wondrous kind." - Whenever his heroes
stop for the night, the first thing that concerns him is to
feed them,”

“ Another maxim may be safely laid down,” said Mr.
Benton, « that it requires a certain degree of virtue to
dine well,—at least, that bad men are never devoted to
the table. I hold Lafontaine's principle, *that to get along
well in the world, one must have a good stomach and a
bad heart,’ to be a contradiction in itself; the two things
arednconsistent. A bad heart lmplles a callousness of
susceptibility of all sorts, and that is destructive of plea-
aure from eating. Johnson, who was the relentless enemy
of cant, set this matter on a just footing; *some peo-
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ple,’ said he * profess not to care for their stomachs: for
my part, ! attend particularly to mine; and Jook upon it
that the man who does not care for his somach, will not
care for matters more important’ That noble thinker
had a mind great enough to perceive the value of little
things. Casar showed his sagacity when he chose to
have fat and sleek men about him, and distrusted lean
ones. The master-passions of ambition and hate, swal-
tow up all minor likings.  Some one offered Wilks a
pinch of snuff'; * Thank you? said the radical, *1 have no
amall vices.! It was taken notice of at Rome, that those
who neglected regularity of attendance at the dinner-party
hour (six o'clock in that clty) were loose in their general
conduct, and profligate in all their manners. Plutarch
tellz a story of one Polycharmus who, when accused of
varioug vicea, solemnly appealed to the people to know
whether he, had ever violated the rules of the table, or
been deficlent In the devotion that was due to & supper.
The sage Athenians perceived in this, ao just a sense of
propriety, and such an habitual rectitude of principle, that
they acquitted the fellow by acclamation.”

* Yet there are some instances on record,” said Wil-
kins, « which show that deep depravity may be united
with a fine Apician taste. A gehtleman who had a plum-
tree, on which two plums were just perfectly ripe, invited
Darteneuf, the great epicure of the last century, half of
whose name lives Immortal in the verse of Pope, to dine
with him, intending that each of them should, after the
dessert, pluck one of the plums from the tree, that they
might not be injured by being carried to the parlour.
Darteneuf, as the dinner was waxing to a close, begged
to be excused for a moment, left the room, went secretly
into the garden and plucked, and ate both the plums! A
baser act of villany, a darker, or more remorseless want
of feeling, was never exhibited. The man who could do
such an act, would fatten his mushrooms with the blood.
of his brothee.”

“Yet, my good Wilkins, the story is &ipennis, and
poinis both ways,” said Rolle. *The man who invited
any one to share such a Pomonan banquet must have had
& heart-to which Howard’s was Pharaonic.”
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* The circumstanee that men dine in company and not
alone,” seid Mr. Benton, “is proof of the moral excellence
of the occupation; for the virtues are all social ; the vices
all solitary.”

# To gettle the preclse niimber,” sald Rolle « at which
the pleasures of eating, and of enjoying soclety, are in
aptest propertion, and nekher predominates unduly, has
always been a difficult problem in eplcureanism. OQur
compantes are generally too Jgrge. Among the Greeks
and Romans, the usnal orthodox number wag between
four and eleven. Ausonius says seven is the best, in-
cluding the master: if there be more, he remarks, pun-
ningly, it ceases to be convivitm and becomes convicium.
A supper of Augustus to twelve was so unusual, as to
have been deemed worthy of commemoration,”

“ Varro,” remarked Dr. Gauden, * seems to' have jbeen
the first who gave the rule of nol more than the muses,
nor less than the graces."

« Cardinal De Reilz declares,” ,sald Wilkins, ©that
whenever a company amounts to one hundred, it isa
mob, and few men have had more acquaintance with
mobs, or have written their natural history better, than
Cardinal De Retz. But this limit, if the tyue one, applies -
only to politics ; for the standard varies with the inten-
tlon and purpose of the assembly, and a far smaller num-
ber constitutes & literary moh than is required for a po-
litical one. I take this to be the just criterion in the case;
that whenever the spirit of individualjty passes out of the
persons assembled, and some aggregate spirit, whether
patriotic, destructive, or panic; whether the genius loci,
or the gfflatus of occagion enters into them; whenever
private sympathy ceases and collective impression begins,
s0 that roen are influenced not personatim, but gregatim,
not by peculiar, but by general appeals; whenever, in
public companies, men harangue and not debate, and in
private ones, discourse and not converse; in a word,
whenever externality prevails over personality; at that °
point the assembly becomes & mob according to its kind
and sort. As every gentleman has a hatred of mobs, this
consideration, rather than any numeral principle, should
regulate the amount of the persons he calls together to
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dine. 1 should consider twelve educated and spirited
men at a dinner-table a decided mob; while to make a
rebellions mob in a garrisoned city several hundreds
might he requisite; such a number at &ll events as would
allow collective enthosiasm (o master personal fear. Un-
der the empire three was pronounced a mob; which may
be vindicated on Tertullian’s anthority, ¢ ubl tres, ecclesia
est.' 1 think it will bear an argument whether a single
individual may not in some circumstances be & mob: 1
should be strongly inelined to maintain that George Sandt
when he murdered Kotzebue, the man who mutilated
André's tomb in Westminster Abbey, and most of the
assailants of royal personages, are nol to be considered
as individusls, but as mobs zole.”

» « Benton,” sald Rolle, * why the devil do you suffer
your cook to put mustard in the macaroni? cooked mus-
tard is horribje.”

“ Why," replied the other, “ my cook has a great many
sorts of ability, and among the rest a good deal of irrlt-
ability ; and if I were to act upon the democratic maxim
and assume the *right of instruction,’ ] fear he would not
* obey' but ¢ resign.’ But there is so little of the obnoxious
article, that I am surprised that you perceive it.”

“ Perceive it ! If it were inserted in Homeopathic doses
I should perceive it. But why don’t you turn such a man
out of the house? I wouldn'l retain such a man in my
gervice a moment. How old is he 1V

“ Thirty-two.”

“ Too young, tod young. His aspirations are yet too
tumultuous, and his energies too undisciplined. He can-
not have attained that splendid repose of passion amid
the ardour of vigorous power, which is demanded by
nature for the ruling of an empire and the cooking of a
dinner.”

« Ude fixes at thirty the period of life at which a man
may be pronounced a perfect cook. That seems to be
the climacteric of the intellect.”

“ Sir, you are to take a distluction. There are two
climacterics of the intellect, one between twenty-six and
thirty, the other at forty; the period of the first is the
zenith of energy ; the second, of ability. For any enter-
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prise requiring hardy zeal! and intrepidity ; for the reso-
lute execution of a daring project ; for all that demands
nerve and force; the powers of man are in their perfec-
tion at about twenty-seven or nine. Alexander, Chatles
the Twelfth, and Lord Byron who wrote his poems in the
same spirit that the others fought their battles, performed
at this age their finest achievements, and all of them co-
incided in dying at thirty-six, Shakspeare, the all-know- °
ing, has observed this psychological truth: Iago tells us
when he commences his diabolics I have looked upon
the world for four times seven years’ On the other hand,
no man can be prepared for the performance of a truly
great and elevated work; one enacting the full develope-
ment angd exercised freedom of every mental facuity, and
the long-trained and dependible strength of every power,
before the age of forty. At thet age Wieland fixed the
time when & man is best fitted for a high literary work,
and eat down to the composition of Oberon. -At that age,
which Dryden calls ¢ the full sumsner tropic of his genius,'
Virgil wrote his best work. After that age Burgh, who
had surveyed mankind with accuracy, forbade any one
to enter on eny new undertaking, perceiving that that
was the era of execution, not enterprise. 1 should there-
fore conclude that while an artiste of thirty-two is admi-
rably fitted for grand and gigantic experiments in his
profession, he is yet unsuited for that last and noblest
effort of human genius ; that Joftiest exhibition of serene
might ; that most worthy task of Olympian powers; the
cooking of a dinner.”

“ We are told in the Acts of the Aposties, that Moses
was full forty years old when he began hie mission; Ma-
homet was thirty-nine. Forty, also, was the consular age
among the Romans.” _ .

Leaving this conversation to proceed as it pleased, I
turned to Dr. Gauden, who was sitting on the other side
of me, and had fallen into a kind of revery. There was
a fine landscape by Gouldsborough hanging on the oppo-
site wall, in front of him, at which he was Jooking intently,
and muttering to himself some verses of Flaminius, with
the uaual intermixture of fretful nods.
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“ Umbrem frigidulm ! arborum susurri®
Anira roscida ! discolore picta
Tellus gramine! fontium Jloguacen
Lymphm ! garruls aves ! amica Musia
Otia !~—0 mihi ni volare vestrum
In sinum superi annuant benigni!

That must be when I come back.”

«1t is to be regretted, I think, Doctor,” sald 1, faliing in
with the current of his thoughts, * that the Latin writings
of the Italian scholate who clustered about the morning
light of modern letters, are not more known and studied
than they are. There is some exquisite poetry among
them.” :

« Beautifol, sir, beautiful. In descriptions of nature
they are uarivalled. The history of the literature which
Le Clerc happily calla demi-ancient, remains to be written.
Rosco's books are beneath contempt.”

*1 am glad to hear you say so, for I have always held
the opinion that they were infinitely overrated. I never
could get through them: they would not take hold of
me.”

*His popularity,” replied the Doctor, * {llustrates a
sagacious remark of Horace Walpole; a fine thinker,
now too much neglected ; that grace will save any book, .
and without it none can live long. The gracefulness of
his style and the elegance of his manner have given him
an acceptance with ‘ the general,’ who hate to think and
gre careless of knowing. But he is always superficlal
and often misiaken; he saya more in a sentence than he
could stand by in & velume. He sketches, but does not
portray, and guesses where he ought to investigate; ¢l
effleure lorsqu'il devrait percer.! His tasle was dellcate
rather than just: and his mind, though polished, was
feeble and one-sided. He could argue agreeably, but
coufd not judge accurately. He lacked that strong grasp
of mind, that stern watchfilness against prejudice, and
that sel-denying disinterestedness of sentiment, which
are essential in exploring the mines of history.”

“ Among the many services,” said I, * which Pope ren-
dered to literature, his edition of some of these poets
should not be forgotten; if it showed no learning, it
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proved at least his taste, and his interest in letters. 1
have sometimes regretted that Johnson did not prosecuta
his intention of editing Politian.”

“ No doubt he would have done it well; he edited
Browne's ‘Morals’ with consummate ability. But to tell
you the truth, Politian is no favourite of mine. His prose
is certainly elaborately classical ; but his poetry is irre-
claimably dull. His personal character is any thing but
agreeable ; he was intensely and meanly selfish ; always
cringing and begging. He was insatiable of favours and
never seems to have had the least gratitude for them.
The wife of Lorenzo, you know, turned him out of the
house. It is odd that Mrs. Parr did the same thing to.
that splendid brute, Porson. I should have been glad if
Johnson had edited Petrarch, or Vida, or had written a
history of that age. That is a work which is et to be
done; the men of that time are still doubtful in reputa-
tion; posterity has formed no definite conclusion about
them. Such a man would have settled opinion once and
for ever. Let theorists sneer as they may, there is not
a critical notion of Johnson’s which the nation has not ac-
cepted. Brydges and Bowles have written their volumes,
and Coleridge has lectured his worst, exhausting logic
and his hearers; but not a decision in the lives of the
Poets has been shaken: that book stands in the history
of literature: like a rock in the ocean ; the waves and wa-
ters of opinion may beat around it and beat against it,
but it stands, ¢ and as it stands, for ever shall stand on.’”

«] have sometimes speculated, Doctor, on the effect
which he would have produced on English literature, if
with the reputation which he had at his death, he had
lived on till our own times. Modern poetry and fiction
would have no existence. Byron, and Wordsworth, and
Bulwer, would have been crushed like peascods. I sus-
pect that the whole radical system  with its liberty and
utility, would have been scattered to the winds; for his
actual power was immense and his possible power
scarcely calculable. For cogency of reason; for simple
ability to convince ; no man that ever existed may be
compared with him. He was a wonderful great man.”

« 8ir, his greatness cannot be overstated. Form the
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highest notion that you can have of powerful reasoning
or of brilliant wit, and then turn to some of his political
pamphlets, or to certain conversations which I could name
in Boswell, and you will find that the reality excels your
wish. His conversations are to my judgment even more
wonderful than bis writings. He might have said of Bos.
well what Mahomet said of All, ‘f am the city of know-
ledge; and he is my gate.’” Boswell deserves to be re-
membered, for his appreciation of Johnson showed a fine
aplrit, and the meannesses he submitted to, were the sa-
crifice of dignity to wisdom. And he will be remembered
with an immortel insignificance, for he is like the becca-
fica which the stork takes upon his back and carries to
heights which its feeble wing could not attain, His
powers were undoubtedly most respectable ; for I take it
to be the, not so facile, business of a biographer, simply
to give you a clear and satisfactory impression of the sub-
ject of his book, and this he has done ; you see Johnson
ag he lived; in the rude grandeur of his noble nature:
* nthil hic elegans aut venustum, sed ingens et magnifi-
cum, et quod placet magnitudine sud et quidam specie
immensitatis,' as Burnet says of a view from the shores
of the Mediterranean.”

« Johnaon's independence or defiance of the restraints
of refined life,” said 1. *though it exposed him to cavil,
was certainly of service to the freedom of his mind, for it
enabled him to appreciate the world with stern and con-
scientious truth. Every gentleman, even the most strong-
minded, is habitvally under the influence of cant; and
when the judgment is once resigned to prescription and
usage, the limits of the thraldom cannot easily be defined.
Johnson stood alfone ; early a widower,—with no children -
and no relations near him,—an acknowledged exception
to all society,—he was free from the falntest fetter of cus-
tom,—* Custom, that resait of the prejudices and passions
of many, and the designs of a few, thal ape of reason,
who usurps her seat, exercises her power, and is obeyed
by mankind in her stead” He was thus enabled to Jook
down upon the establishments of the world with an inde-
pendence which few others could hope to attain, and
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where he bore testimony fo their value and justice, his
évidence had incalculable force.”

“ It iz & pity,” said Dr. Gauden, * that Parr and others
who imitated the great moralist, should have copled the
‘brote part of him’ so closely. You see clearly that
Johnson’s rudeness was like the horna of the Fauns and
Satyrs, a natural excrescence; while Parr's, like those
of Bacchus, was an ornament which he could remove,
In his Salmoneus' wieldings of the thunderbolt, he gave
too much of the thunder and too little of the bolt. He
wae 8 man of small stature ; atill, when he ‘summoned
all the energies of his reason, and put forth the whole
power of his mind,’ he could * do considerable.’ Hig
dedication of the Warburtenian's Tracts is the most
splendid effort of elaborate malignity that the world has
ever seen, But he had always the cramped movement
of one acting a part, and was atill farther dwarfed by
acting a part too high for him. Johuson strode with
the step of a giant ; Parr stalked like one accoutred in
the seven-leagued boots of a dwarf, Parr built up his
mind on a great model ; Johnson's mind grew up, and
he swayed it as we sway the Yimbs of our body. Parr
struggles to get up to his subject, as a clumsy swimmer
to get upon the ice: Johnson has always conquered his
topics, and holds them wp with the air of a man going
to grate a nutmeg. You find, too, about the latter that
natural bmmour and honest bonkommie which results
from the self-composure incident to a thoroughly great
mind. It may seem an odd faney, but there is some-
thing in Falstaff which puts me in mind of Johnson,”

“ Warburton was more his fellow than any other
eminent man of his country. But he differed in many
qualities, and where he differed there he descended.”

“ Warburton had logic rather than reason, and had
more of mechanical intellect than moral power; he was
forclble rather than strong, and energetic rather than
robust. He ased the sling; Johnson, the mace. John-
son was like a man who, watking through a forest,
meets a lion there and slays him: Warburton was like
one who, happening to pass an amphitheatre as he is
going through a city on important business, throws
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down his bundle i the street and steps in among the
beasts, from pure love of a broll: as much praise must
be given to the unostentatious manliness of the one an
to the gladiatorial vehemence of the other. A great
mind is stable by its very weight; Warburton floated
about like gossamer,—over men’s heads and in thelr
faces. No truly great mind ever tampered with error;
it has a strong love of truth,—an intellectual affection,
* qui s'attache au vrai par une espece de sympathie,’ as
Fontenelle says, * et sente le faux sans le discuter.” Not-
withstanding the high and rich delight which the stady
of his works has afforded me,—for, like Leliua in * The
Arcrdha,’ he showed more skill in missing than others
did in hitting,—-yet my own opinion of him is much what
Voltaire has expressed about Charies of Sweden,
‘homme unigue plutdt, que grand homme, admirable
plutdt qui’ & imiter.” Bentiey, I think, had more of the
great Cham's unminted wealth and sinewy vigour than
any of these men: hut the most Johnsonian mortal now
alive, and out of sight the first man that wears calf-skin
is Mr, Wehster. He is a glorious creature. What a
pity he is honest. Sir, we'll drink his health "

“ With all my heart!”

“ Mr., Webster has the misfortune of being too great
for his condition. There is In the American system no
niche for such & statue. Such & man must be often dis-
appointed, and die at last of & broken heart. Byron,
in Manfred, has sketched the bitter degradation to which
A noble mind must submit, that would mingle in the
strife of public life.”

“ Byrou doubtless described what his own brief ex-
periences in parliament had taught hin. He seems to
have been ambitinue to bear a part in the politica of his
country, and I suspect that to his failure in that enter-
prise is to be attributed much of the bitter hate and de-
fiance which has been popularly attributed to domestic
misfortunes. That his nature sympathised with the
daring in action rather than the tender in sentiment,
is manifest from his Alp, his Coreair, and indeed the
whole circle of his heroes. There was rankling in his
bosom some great and independent irritation;—the
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stings of an embition which thé *honours of poetry
could not gratify. His expedition to Greece is indica-
tion of the seme thing. But his character is, and will
remain, a riddle. Dark and demoniac as were some of
his qualities, he had many traits of a noble nature. His
spirit was like the form of Eblis, in Beckford’s marvel-
lous creation ; *sa figure était celle d'un jeune homme,
dont les traits nobles et réguliers, semblaient avoir &té
flétris par des vapeurs malignes. Le désespoir et F'or-
geuil étaient peints dans ses grands yeux, et sa cheve-
lure ondoyante tenait encore an peu de celle d'un ange
de lumi&re; ... nne main delicate, mais noircie par la
foudre, . . . une voix plux douce gu'on aurait pu’la sup-
poser, mais qui portait 1a noire melancholie dans 'ame.!
Virtue and vice contended for his soul, as Michael and
. Batan for the body of Moses.”

“ Byron's poetry was never to my taste. He and his
get are a kind of poetical Brahmins, teaching universal
hatred and contempt towards all their fellow-creatures,
and nourishing in themselves, as a religious duty, pride,
selfishness and all uncharitableness. The * impar sibi’
is a charge which lies not against him, for his mordls
were as bad as his manners. 1 do not deny his talents
but I have no sympathy with hia subjects. ¢He that
striketh an instrument with skill,’ says Hooker, * may
cause, notwithstanding, & very unpleasant sound, if the
string whereon he striketh chance to be incapable of
harmony.’ As long as Spenser and Dryden survive [
shail have little inclinatlon to read a Newgate Calendar
In verse, with & running accompaniment of Satanic
applause, and an occasional episode of beautiful blas-
phemies.”

« But Byron,” said I, » exhibits his heroes in colours
go little agreeable, and paints the sufferings of remorse
go darkly strong, that few, I imagine, would be seduced
by the examples which he !ays before them.” .

“ Bir, you mistake. *The fly,) says Herbert, ¢ that
feeds on dung is coloured thereby! What we read be-
comes a part of our mind, and, even If we condemn,
the thought is there, and is working its evil. But in
fact no one reade this poet without admiring him, for

4
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the feelings which he excites are so strong that the book
tust be thrown down in disgust or devouged with
transport. The natural element and protection of the
virtpes is calmness and sobriety; all excitement en-
dangers . innocence; all familiarity with stimulating
feelings and engrossing interests, petils the heart’s up-
rightness, Ignorance of vice is the safest virtue; to
shun temptation is the best deliverance from evil. The
passions are Hke those demons with whom Afrasiab
sailed down the river Oxus; our safety consists in keep-
ing them asleep; if they wake we are logt. Byron
youses 8 whirlwind of emotion in the mind ; and it is
much if the moral integrity is not wrecked in the tem-

pest.

‘Wo to the wayward heart,

That gladlier turns to eye the shuddering siart

0 OF Pasaign in her might,

Than marks the silent growth pf grace and Jight +—
Pleased in tbe cheerless tomb '

To lingor, while the morning rays Hlume

Green lake, and cedsr tuft, and spicy glade,

. Bhaking their dewy trosses, now the storm is laid.

Navagero, a noble Venitian, burnt a copy of Martial
once every year: Childe Harold deserves the same
apotheosiy. If the size of Lord Byron's form be mea-
gurtd by the shadow which it has cast over the land,
immense must be his mental proportions. He has done
incalculable evil to the young, and more mischief, 1 sus-
pect, to the world than any other single cavse now in
action. Moore may foster some of the details of vice,
but Byron implants the master-sin,~the demon-father
of a countless brood,—Pride. At a period when the in-
dependent spirit of the times requires the bridie far
maore than the spur, he teaches his young disciples to
follow their own headstrong will, and to defy all moral
restraint,~—thus feeding the most fatal serpent that Jurks
in the breast, and for which there is sustenance enough,

in all conscience, supplied by the rebellious suggestions ™

of the native disposition. +Lust seizeth us in youth,’
says one whose thoughts are * quaint and solid as the
best yew-hedge,’ * ambition in mid-life, avarice in old

W
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age; but vanity and pride are the .besetting sing that
drive the angels from our cradle, ride our first stick
with us, mount our first horse with us, dream with us °
at night, wake with us in the morning, and never at
any time abandon ws. There iz in the moral straits a
current from right to wrong, but no reflux from wrong
to right ; for which destination we must holst our sailg
aloft and ply our cars incessantly, or night and the gem-
pest will overtake us, and we shall shriek out in vain
from the billows, and irrecoverably sink.’ Believe me,*
we need no incentives to the developement of this in-
herent evil of our nature. We are well assured that
dark results are reaped from such a plenting. The
Bible says so, and the Bible is apt to be troe about those
things. For my part, as Gray says of Rousseau and
« his guild, ‘T can- be miserable enough without their as-
sistance,’ and there 1 leave these hevufoustimoroumenot
to those who can read them without being worsened.”

u At g1l events,” said ], “if Byron must suffer the
< gnspexerunt virl probi' of Pontanus’s epitaph, he is
fully entltled to the * amaverant bonz musz.’ No man
can read Manfred or Don Juan, and withhold from the

t all that bis admirers elaim for him on the score of
genids. Manfred's being caught by the Chamois Hun-
ter as he attetnpted to throw himself over the precipice,
and afterwards, when describing to the witch his un-
successful efforts at self-destruction, mingling this reality
with the fancies of a mind * peopled with furies,” and
saying that *an all-pitiless demon held him back,—back
by a single hair which would not break,’ is worthy of
the hand which drew King Lear.”

# The worst consequence of authors who are popular
from some great peculiarity,” said Wilkins, striking into
the conversation. “ is that they raise a host of followers,
who wear the badge, but lack the binod which gives
that badge a meaning. Bulwer in this manner i3 the

« literary offepring of Lord Byron, as the Mahometans
believe the, pig to have been generated from the excre-
ment of the elephant, Clemens Alexandrinus tells s
that Alexander the Great deaired his sculptor to repre-
sent him with horns, willing to bear a deformity which

¥ U
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wociated"hm with the gods. Bulwer mimics Byron's
depravity in the pope of enjoying Byron's notoriety,
forgetting that an ass wears a cloven foot as well as a
mv L] i

« Byron, to be sure, has 8 wilder endrgy and a man-
lier sweep,” said Dr, Gaudgn, “ but the matfer of their
worka is much the same: )

. Poor doating dreamn, and miserable lies,

; The erapty bubblea of a pensive mind, :
& And sploen’s sad effort Lo debase macking.

ﬁy notion of both of them is that

'y
Emendare lituris
Multe non possuent ; una litura potest,

1 have no fondness for this philosophic radicalism; this
moral system which sets out with denying all -that the
world has accepted, and opposing all that the world has
established. * 8i proficere cupis,’ says the great African
bishop, * primo firme id verum puta quod sana mene
omninum hominum attestatur.’ Bacon concludes his
great work by repudiating all charge of wilful eccentri-
city and opposition : ' if | have in any point receded from
that which is commonly received, says he, * it hath Bwen
with the purpose of proceeding melius and not in allud;
a mind of amendment and proficience, and not of change
and difference;' and Johnson makes it the worthiest
praise of Newton that he stood apart from the multi-
tude, not by deviating from the path, but by outstripping
them in the march. The world may be wrong, and yet
we may mistake ¢ reverse of wrong for right:’

*Tis, by éompariwn. an easy task
Enrth to despise : but to converse with Heaven—
‘This is not enay.

It seems to me, that the principle of these men, if they
had any principle, was, eternally to differ for the sake
of distinction. *A good wile,’ says Damis 1{1 Lessing's
Young Author, ‘1 do not expect. And if I cannot have
a very good, I would rather have a very bad one. An
every-dmy-woman, neither cold nor warm, neither this

*
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nor that, is not fit for & man of letlers. If'} cannot have
a wile who will assert & place in aJuture dissertation
De bonis ertiditorum uzoribus, let me at least have one
* that will not escape a writer De malis eruditorum uzori-
bus. Any thing but obscurity; any thing but medio-
crity.’ . In the same spirit, these writers seem 1o say:
*if we cagnot be mentioned as those who have wrilten
in the best taste, we will be named as those who have*
written in the worst; if we cannot have the purest sen.
timents, we will have the vilest; any thing but obscu ’
rity—any thing but mediocrity.’ »
* Bulwer—to use a happy phrase of Walpole " suld
Wilkins, « always writea in issimo. He uses the dia-
lect of Brobdignag. If a man's mind is uncomfortable,
it is with him—a hell! H one sustains a Joss which
.will probably never be made good, it is,in his language,
a curse and an immortality ! His exaggerations would
make Heraclitus langh through his tears, The paasion
which is stamped on his pages exists always rather in
the words than in the sentiment. It is not that excited
feeling finds vent in burning eloguence which swells
and glows like glass vnder the breath of the blower,
but he seems in the dearth of energy to pour forth these
bloMering syliables for the purpose of being himself
roused by them to ecstasy; to work himself up like a
bully by beating the air. This atyle is in description
what rant is in acting—always growing mightier, as
true passion wanes,» There is a certain calmness about
the acme of feeling—a security which seems to indicate
that the suffering transcends the powers of language to
utter it, or the strength of the sensibilities to cope with
ft—a composure in the midst of the most awful scenes
~-which it is the highest effort of art to portray; the
rage and the violence belong to inferjor grades of sen-
sation, and are the exhibition of meaner artists, When
Shylock, in fear of a loss, lances wild threats upon the
- eity’s charter, you see that he is strongly excited: when
the whole prostrating truth bursts upon him, he says,
*gend the after me: [ am not well.” Compare this
with Croly's Cataline, with the manner of Maturin,
Godwin and Bulwaf, and you will perceive the differ-
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ence between the master end the man. As e general
remark, by-the-by, our elder classics exhibit the best
specimens of energetic feeling teinperately expressed,
Lord Byron may be taken as a specimen of power tnited
with fury—the might end vehemence of the whirlwind
Bulwer has copied all his disorder and only forgotten
his strength; he is a prose Lord Byron—without hia
" genius.”

“ In looking at the productions of al first-rate artists”
snid Gauden,« Shakspeare, Homer, and Scott, for example
~—it is clear that in every case they are abowe their sub-
ject—they are never overmaztered by & pagsion which
they would develope. In the midst of the contest, In
the height of the agony, the narrator is cool and judg.
ing; his own sympathies absolutely sleep, and his crea-
tions are altogether impersonal, That the excitement
shall be in the action and not in the author—that the
moving representative shall be the calm exhibition of a
troubled scene and not the troubled exhibition of a calm
one—is, I apprehend, the experimeatum erucis of art,
The strife of Byron and the confusion of Bulwer are the
pictures of an ordinary interest mirrored in a disturbed
fancy. Homer's song of the battles on the banks of the
Simola is as passiontess and calm as the reflection of
them in the stream might be, His poem shows action
in repose, boundless passion never tumultuoss. Doubt.
leas the interest must originate with the author, but his
business is to transfer it all to his gaubject. If it be con-
ceded—and 1 take it to be undeniable—that genins e -
but the highest art, and that, invention belng equal, the
palm must be given to him in whom judgment is most
despotic, we settle the question of merit, when we say
that Shakspeare and Scott wrile like the masters of
passion, and Byron and Bulwer like its slaves®

“ Bulwer chiefly aspires to the praise of portraging
character,” sald Wilkins, * and it is there that his faliure
s most ridicuious. Bis system is Rochefoucauld carj~
catured. He confounds the concentrative and generalis.
fng quality of a deseriptive character with the broad and
diversified substance of a dramatlc one. In an epigram
we may say, metaphorically and extremely, that 8 man

L J
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never mesns a compliment but he makes an insult; but
to introduce a Lord Aspeden actually making every
speech throughout a long conversation, an elaborate
‘sudeness, is totally to mistake the limits of art: it is to
forget the person in the character; to Jose the man in
the manner ; to evaporate the substance into the quality.
It may be sald that in mawy of the plays of the old
stage-writera, Bhaksepeare among the number, the per- .
sohages are mere embodiments of a feeling or idea—
what Ben Jonson cells personified « humours.’ But this
great distinction is to be taken, that Richard and lago
are characters of passion, and a passion may well leaven
the whole individual into its own similitude, whereas
Aaspeden, Brown, and that cluster in the ¢ Disowned,’
are but the character of manners, and manner Is an
affectation which can but flit over the surface, not ¢ en-
tar into the acul’ The qualities of nearly all his heroes
are mixed in impossible combinations : the flippancy of
one, the philogophy of anocther, and the feeling of a third
are selected ; and, with the address of an Orford and
the morals of a Shippen; the prudence of a sage and
the gayety of a boy; a fop's extravagance and & war-
riot’s fortitude—are all assigned to a common man of
the world, 'This, as Piranesi told Fuselli, is not design-
ing but building & man. 1t is a want of psychological
truth. A Henry Pelham' may have really existed, and
may again exist, but the novelist has to do with gene-
ralities; he is to describe a species, not an individual.
Jact is the field of the historian, and probability of the
romance-writer;: and when the latter errs against veri-
simility, although he is supported by facts, he violates
truth as much as the other does when he eontradicts
doeuments for the purpose of making a eredible atory.
Herein Bulwer wanders farther than Byron; for the
poet’s characters being in wild and imagivary scenes
may be warped into a strangeness which we cannot
venture to deny; but the novelist's personages being
on the terra firme of a brick pavement, and breathing
the common air of cities, are wi&hin a far nprrower law.
Lars, in his wild solitudes, above and beyond the sym-
pathies of the worlg, is in a very different predfament

+
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. . .
Arom Henry Pelham, Esquire, No. — St. James'swtreet, -
. who regds pewspapers, and keeps appointments by 'St.

Btephen’s dlock. Besides, Byron's people are self-con-
glstent ; they are under the control of some one great

impuse,-and not swayed by a score of oppaging onelk.

‘Wolfa, Glanviile, Mordaunt, and all that ¢Jass of choking
gentlemen are creative lies; the author does not

'the thing which is not,” but he images the thing which

canpot be.. They are, like Macbeth’s dagger,

A false creation,

- *  Procepding from a heat-oppressed brain.

His greatest blunder, however, 1s the character of '

Arem.  His object in that story was to show that a
man might be guilty of a great crime, svch as murder,
without having his nature depraved by it; and to de-
monstrate this he (alsified the character of a man whose
story praved precisely the reverse; for the real Aram

~———ie a dirty and vulgar scoundrel. Fortunately Bul

wer's theory ig as false as it Is miscievous, for wherever
he has deserted fact he has erred from truth.”

« Bulwer forgets,” said Dr. Gauden, “ that most men
as well as women, * have po characters+at gll,' He
overlooks that class which ¢ Nature makes by the gross,
and sets no mark upon them;' a class which largely
shades the light of life, and #hould find a place in the
tablet of the faithful portrayer of humanity. He will-
ingly essays the complleations of a Hamlet, but the ex-
quisite nothingness of a James Gurney 18 beyond
skill. He discerns on the shoulders of every lackey
head that might inform the counsels of cabinets. His
heroes have their dinners amounced by men who might
put the Duc de la Rochefoucauid to the blush, Every
jockey snlutes them with un epigram, and every land-
lord converses in sylloglsm. Ris very animais;have
characters: tot canes, tot ingenia, His philosophy,
though it seems to me bot a trick of words, commendas
him 1 believe to many, who, captured by any thing that
1s brilliant apd novel, do not stop to inquire il it is true,
‘When 1 daily hear perspicuous writers, such as Addi-
son, (Toldsmith, and Scott, put aside as superficial

* s .
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- thinkegs, and the tripod givén_ to those who aré consl,

défed deep only because they are obseure, } g tempted

to kéep in mind, a' curions but most valuable refhark of

Bolingbroke upon that point. *To speak the:truthY -

pays that sa.g'acidus writer, * though it may séemgp pa-
radox, onp knowledge on many subjects and pgrticu-
igrly on philosophy and metaphysics, must be auperficial
to be real. This is the condition of humanity.’! I Scott
has no system of human action, it is because hugman
action cannot be systematised. But one might pardon
even grealer charlatanry than Bulwer's, il it were get
forth in tolerable English. His style, with its * varnish
"~ of words and-its garsteh of Aowers, is decidedly the
most vicious of the age; Ican forgive almost any thing
but the one-legged poetry of staggering prose. He does
not use comparisons for illostrations; simile seems to
be with him a mode of writing. It puts me firly out
of temper to see a8 man, circlihg round some thin notion
in endless gyrations of metaphor. Scott uses tropes
very frecly, but his lowers have always the significancy
of an eastern garland." :

« All Bulwer's conceptions,” said Wilkins, “lack the
freshness of true creation: There is a total want of
generosity in the author's mind. It is in this wide no-
bility of sentiment, this sympathy with the free and the
foreign, that Scott stand#so pre-eminent. Al his cha-
racters are sparkling with the dews of natural life.
‘When Richard met Saladin, and was challenged by the

racen to a trial of strength, he undertook to sever
“with his sword, an iron bar of an inch and a half diame-
ter. One of his attendants warned him of the magni-
tude of the enterprise, and his own enfeebled health
from illness. !Peace, villain? eried Richard, settiing
himself firinly on the ground and looking round with
fiercgness, + Thinkest thou that I coudd fail in Jids pre-
sence? [doubt whether Mr. Bulwer would have under-
stood the feeling,” *

* We may safely venture to admire personally the

man who wrltes s0,” said 1, # for he musg have had a
touch of the crysader in him, who describes cr'usnders
%o well. Bulwer never succeeds ln placing his'¢haracs

"C
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ters independent on hig own mind, and locking at them
quite af epira. He shows them to us as they seem to
him, not as they were; we see them mediately, not In
their own bold individuality. FHe maps ont their na-
turea toc analytically; in short, he desctibes, rather
than exhibits them, The secret of the faflure is that he
is too much of 2 metaphysician to be a dramatist. But,
after all, say what we may, he is populer beyond all
rival, and I invariably bow, in all lterary subjects, to
the judgment of the public. Storace msed to say that
the mesits of no musical composition could be consider-
ed ae gettled wntil it came to be ground upon the hand-
organs.” ’

v If I had not taken so much of Mr. Benton’s good
wine,” said Wilkins, * and if I was not afraid of disturb-
ing the audible slumbers of my excellent friend, Mr.
Rolle, 1 should enter at Jarge upon the subject which
you moot. As it is, I will only say that it is not in the
nature of a truly great work that it ever ean be popular.
Nothing of exalted merit is capable of being presented
to the public; the * Creation,’ for example, conld never
come upon 8 hand organ. That which lies In the way
of the mob enough to receive a full hearing, must neces-
sarily be very tnferior. There 18 no music in * Yenkee
Doodle If 1 were to frame an extreme theory upon
the subject, it should be upon Yhe prineiple of the Greek
philosopher. ¢ This is right,’ says Epicurus, ¢ precisely
becanse the people are displeased with it In many
matters it must be so; ‘the eyés of the multitude,’ saig
Plato, * are not strong enough to look upon fruth;’ and
generally where they blink most there i3 most teuth. It
is constantly happening that in literature as in every
thing else, thoge voices which make up public opinion,
are baying darkly where there is no game; but the
blunder iz finaliy discovered. * Truth,’ says my Lord
Coke, * may peradventore by force for a time be trodden

. down, but never by any means whatsoever can she be
trodden out.’”

“«Your dostrine,” said Gauden, * would be *quelis
sopor fessls’ to poor Chandos of Sndeley,—the peer-less
8ir Egerton Brydges. He has reached the conclusion

. :
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that all good books are unpopular, and by a very harm-
less non distribulio medti, resolved therefrom that all
unpopular books, like his own, are good. The theme
of his muaings 13 still the hope of Milton :

At ultimi nepotes,

Et cordatior mtas, .
Judicia mquiorz rebus forsitan
Adhibebit, integro sinu;

'The temper of his intellect was in fact, too feeble for the
violence of his impressions, 1 have sometimes heard it
said in derogation of Lord Byron's merits, that he was
the poet of temperament, rather than of intellect. I ad.
mit the distinction betwoeen these sources of inspiration ;
but in this cage, the delicacy of the temperament seems
to me to exalt the marvel of the intellect. For immense
mental power must have been required to constrain
such ardour of excitemént to intelligent expression.
Passion furnishes materials for creation, but is, in itself,
its antipodes. In the reasoning fervour and logical fury
of the Giaour, I am impressed even to awe, by the fear-
less might of an intellect which every where copes and
conguera the volcanic vehemence of feeling. To break
up into meaning words the inarticalate roar of suffer-
ing,—to syllable the yell of anguish, is like snaffling a
tornado, or tying knote in a thunder-bolt.”

“ But when I hear of thege neglected authors praying
for justice, I think of the Regent’s reply to & similar re-

aguest of Voltaire when he had been slapped for being
‘Insolent, * mals elle est faite.”

“Poor Bir Fgerton!" said Wilkine. * The history
of his mind and fortunes has matter that might give ue
pause. Born with talents of no common order, and
feelings and sensibilities of the most delicate texture,—
the stuff that bards are wrought of; impelled to a career
of mental exertion by a most passionate ardour for dis-
tinction, and aided in it by all the advantages which
high rank and abundant wealth could fiurnish, he has,
after a long life of toil and struggling, todnok back over
a dreary track of painful effort and bitter suffering, and
forwerd to & prospect of oblivion. - After seventy-five

voL. L 12 P
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years of incessant literary labout, he is known to the
world by a caricature in Frazer, l‘philippic in the Ed-
inhoro', and a passing encomium from Southey. Yet
the oid man, un exile in a distant land, with brolen for-
tune, and unstrung and embittered mind, may teach to
every author a Jesson that shall make him a < sadder ahid
a wiser man.’ With alt his endowments, why is nnt
his statue in the temple of Fame? Merely from want of
patient meditation and resolute sell:study; merely Bo-
cavae he did not master his genius and control his tem-
pernment.  ‘When he experienced an inclination 1o lite
rature, e sat down to rummage emong dusty antiguis
ties; when he felt the stirrings of poetic sensibility,
Instead of watching thent, and seizing a directing then:e
to the production of feeling benuties, he only speculated
about their existence in ail great poets, and thereupon
concluded that he tno was a great poet. He-should
have grappled with-his emotions, and controlled them
to creation.* 1 verily believe, that by intense obser-
vation of the workings of his own mind, Brydges
might have risen at length to such nervous conceptions,
as live and move, and have their beinx in Byron's pages.
He studied books far too muoch; had he burned hig
folios, the flame might have lighted the fire of a great
poetical genius. When he felt, he should have analysed;
then he might have reproduced. The want of caim re-
flection, and the pain encountered in confronting one’s
own mind, have generated an impatient habit of thought,
He is unwilling to enter upon a mine of deep inquiry;
if a subject of discussion starts up before him, he defers
it to a more convenient season, or lets the reader know
that he is preparing a separate work upon that point.
He thinks in fragments; and, uninclined or unable to
confinue long upon the wing, ever fails to reach any
thing truly great.”

* Since these paragraphs were penned, ihe unfortunate baronet
has inherited another and a darker title, * per logean terre. The
sneer of ridicule was the best return his literory efforts met in life;
but, methinkn, ““1hey must have liearts very tough and dry," to use
the quaint axpression of Hooker, who will now refusc tu shed « tear
over the sorrows of this high-minded, but most unhappy man.
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*“'What you say s very just,” said I; “he has the
wildnesy rather thafithe fulness of the pulse of genius.
But after every abatement, I would still give my hearty
vote et he should take the very highesf place among
our prose authors. There fs no writer whose works 1
hpve more frequently in my hands, and nene to whom
I feel more inclined to make those grateful acknowledg-
ments which every man owes to him who has improved
afd amused him, who has informed his understanding,
and pgratified his taste. He is the English Montaigne,
with vastly stronger blood, His knowledge of the world
is thoknugh; his knowledge of the human heart singu-
larly deep and searching. His critical perceptions are
unerring ; hig critical principles, 1 think, wrong, bat they
never affect his concluslons, for he never follows them
but in general speculations; he says, for example, that
poetry ahould be natural and unconstrained, and adds
that Gray is one of the greatest of poets. Hiy letters on
Lord Byron constitute, in my jodgment, the fineat piece
of particular criticism that this or any language con-
tains, though he assigns the noble poet a much higher
rank than you or you would concede to him. His style
is perfect; formed upon no model, but growing up from
ceaseless and easy employment of the pen, it is rich,
but not loaded ; natural, but full of vigour; it fascinates
by its refinement, and compels by its strength. The
harsh points which he often presents to the reader will
prevent his ever belng mnuch a favourite with the multi-
tude, but kinder qualities endear him to the man of let-
ters. MHe seems, in truth, to possess a two-fold nature;
of which one part is querulous, irritable, egolistical and
assuming; the other, gentle, generous, and genial
That side of his mind which is turned towards men, i3
like the gide of & high promontory that regards the sea,
rough, abrupt, and unpleasant of access: bat that which
Jooks towards pnetry and the free fields of genius, is
like the other side which fies towards the land, and 13
fanned by the mild inland breezes. soft, smooth, and
sunny, mantled with roses, and refreshing to the re-
poser. To despise golden opinion is too much his fail-
ing. Baut he is a fine thinker, and a judicious selection,
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in two or three volumes, from the whole mass of his
works, would form a treasury of wisdom. He is, more-
over, a true poet, and that he has achieved no great
poem, is the fatal result of a false poetical theory. If,
instead of writing fourteen thousand linea in four years,
as he oddly boasts, he had written but fourteen, his fame
had been secure. He has not attained the rare and fine
art * de faire dificilement des vers."”

“ It is gueer,” said Witkins, " that Brydges and hie
brother reprinters should imagine that the rescuing
which they gave to perishing works, was of any ser-
vice, or shonld think that they benefited Jettera while
they made a point of limiting their issues to * only
twenty copies,” or in some cases that I remember ¢ de-
cem exemplaria sola.” Surely, such an impression left
the book, so far as the public was concerned, the same
sealed treasure that it found it. Those bibliomaniacs
were a worthless set.” .

« Harmless, rather,” said Dr. Ganden. * They amused
themselvea highly, and they injured nobody, They
erected typography into one of the fine-arts, and thus
extended the sources of inoffensive pleasure. The in-
vestigation of a date or an author’s first name, is very
capable, | assure you, of delighting and even lmproving
the best faculties of the mind; and to bear off an
¢ editio princeps,’ from a circle of panting bidders, inthe
rich consciousness of envied ownership, is a pleasure
which a sage would scarcely venture to ridicule, or a2
divine t{o condemn. To be unprofitable is not the worst
quelity of a mundane occupation; and I would that
mankind in the pursuit of honour, wealth, and power,
were always as honourably or as wisely employed as
was the Roxburghe club in discussing ekes and algales.”

“ Bir Egerton's poetry,” said Benton, * has one merit ;
that of being intelligible; a merit, which is certainly
rare and probably great; for as & general rule, the best
writing is the most intelligible. Pope and Addison every
body can understand ; but what can you make of the
poetry of Shelley or the prose of Coleridge "

“ Bhelley, I abandon,” said Wilkins, * for I never read
him. But of Colerldge it must indeed be confessed, that
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if he has the truth, he has also the obscurity, of an
oracle. Yet amidst the perplexed and tangled disquisi.
tions, with which his writings abound, you meet occa-
alonally with a splendid simile or a gloricus burst of
poetry, . which prodvces upon the irritared mind, the
same startling delight, the same rich relief which occurs
to him who, wandering through a thick and undergrown
forest by moonlight, comes suddenty upon a clear, am-
phitheatral opening, where the moon is reposing calmiy
on the silent grass, and shedding its sitvery lustre vpon
the green-topped trees; he pauses for a moment to
gaze on the. heaven-decked scene, and breathe in free.
dom the expansive air; a spring of love bursts from his
heart; he blesses nature for her gladness, and plunges
again into the thicket, refreshed and invigorated in soul.
The obscurity of Herand and Bazlitt proceeds from a
very different cause from Coleridge's; for * true, no
meaning puzzles more than wit,' Hazlitt’s thoughts are
like the illuminated letters in the old manuscripts; so
overlaid with ornaments that you cannnt get at the
meaning ; and when you do fathom it, it is but the
fragment of the sign of an idea.”

“Let not Colerldge,” said Mr. Rolle, # that *spirit,
still, of height unknown,' be classed with that servile
company who wore his livery and disgraced his name.
- In the store-house of criticism there i8 no line which
has measured the depth ol his seeing ; no glass has yet
descried the height of his imaginings. With his works
before you, it baffles you to comprehend and to mea-
sure the extent of his powers. His mind wasa different
faculty from that of other people; it was an extraordl-
nary combination of perception, feeling, and imagina-
tion, and all these qusalities seemed to be exerted at
once; it was as if he had observed with his heart, and
thought with his fancy. You look upon his discoveries
in the tracts of truth, with the surprise and awe with
which. you would watch a man performing operations
by means of a new and peculiar sense. He stood at
the centre whence poetry, morals, and wmetaphysica
ariginate, and he commanded them all. He became a
poet by piercing all the mysteries of philosophy, and a

12+
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philosopher, by treasuring all the revelations ol poetry.
It would take a life-time to exhaust his discoveries. Hia
sentences are heavy with rivelled thought; they are
awollen with pregnant conceptionsa.”

# Coleridge thought in metaphor,” said Wilkins, « and
that makes a brilliant but not an accurate thinker. His
invention was endless, but he was destitute of judg-
ment. He could analyse in detail illimitably, but he
could not compose or embrace many rival suggestions.
A master intellect habitually contemplates every thought
in its relationa to all other kindred or opposing thoughts ;
the entrance of Kehama into Padalon is an emblem of
the manner in which a great mind reaches truth. Cole-
ridge could invent theories, but he could not choose be-
tween them; he could broach opinions, but he could -
not tell their valoe. He could build systems and he
could defend them; but he could not demonstrate the
truth. In fact, Colerldge was a poet; the greatest, per-
haps, that ever lived ; but he was no more than a poet.
He carries into all regearches the spirit of a dreamer by
the lonely woods. All his thoughts have been bathed
in the tide of the passions; his reasonings seem to be
wet with. sensibility. His breast is momently swept
with the gusts of feeling; his sentences seem to tremble
with feeling. There never was a mind in which the
materials of poetry lay in richer or more splendid pro-
fusion.”

“ Ag a poet for this life, I prefer Wordsworth to all
his contemporaries,” said Rolle; I hope to read Cole-
ridge in another. I lock upon Coleridge as one who, in
the eycle of progressive being, had got zhead of the
rest of mankind by two or three stages of existence,
1 imagine, however, that if Periclds were slive, he
would prefer Campbell to all the poets of this time,
But if you require feeling in poetry, there is no one
richer in the wealth of the heart than Mrs, Hemanas.
With what luxurious Sybaritism of sensibility she
atmosphered her mind! She seems to have realised
to the fancy the delicious impossibilities with which
Volpone tempted Celia:
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Your bath ahall be the juice of July flowers,
Spirit of roses aad of violets I”

#1 cannot join in the high admiration which you ex-
preas of Coleridge,” said Dr. Gauden. *“I confess my-
self nnable to take the distinction which is very nsually
admitted between the man and the author. I cannot
respect even the intellectual qualities of one who lived,
like Coleridge, in open defiance of the most solemn and
sacred duties of Jife. 'There must have been something
very unsound In the perceptions of 2 mind that did not
see and admit that the obligations resting on a husband
and father were paramount to all personal aspirationg
after Fame or even Wisdom. ¥ virtue and poetry are
inconsistent, no man who has just notions of the real
value of reputation, would hesitate whlich to rencance.

Tategra eit morum tibi vita; Hec Pyramis esto :
Et poterint tomulo sex satis esse pedes,”

«1 fully admit the weightiness of the suggestions
which you make,” sgid Wilkina ; « but before we con-
demn a man like Coleridge, let us consider the mighty
temptations which assafled him, Let us remember how
nearly we have been desiroyed by the puny passions
which have played through our breasts, and let us not
mock the mighty ruin over which the hottest plough-
shares of hell have been urged. The strong seductions
and fierce trials of the heart of genius who shall esti-
mate? Such men are in a raging tumult even from
their very birth; they are living always in the midst of
tempests, and never, during life, enjoy the blessing of
clear vision or calm touch. They are never masters of
themselves; but their will is swidyed, like a wave-
mounted ship, by the -surgings .of the: sea of passion.
What does an ordinary mind know of the inner storm
and whirlwingd, as it were, of restlessness,—the craving
after excitement and high action,—the inability to calm
the breast and repose in fixity,—the wild beatings and
widowed longing after sympathy,—which rack those
hearts which are born with the ocean’s temper and the
lion's meitie. The feeling which attends these high en-
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dowments is like & caged panther, that rages to leap
upon some satisfying object, and if barred from that,
boila and lashes tumultuouely in its den. Then consider
how hard a task it is for the lofty intellect to learn
humility,—for the blood-royal of proud genins to be
tutored,~—Ilor the far-glancing, eagle-eyed, eagle-spirited
soul to be schooled in the dull lore of duty. About the
heart of genius the passions gather as to a stately mid-
night banquet: hard-breathing Ambition, frowning,
stone-eyed,—deep-masked Love, scattering from his
censer dimming fumes and enervating odours,—coarse-
vested Pride, with curling lip, ready to pluck his eye
out if it be. admired,—lean Sensibility, quick-glancing,
pale-cheeked and vulture-beaked. Existence s to such
men anguish ; every pulse i pain; their breath is a
sigh. The inward and incessant sell-strife of the spirit,
~—the instinctive jar and discord of the feeling,—~the in-
evitable chasing of the soul even in its calmest hours
and quietest moods,—will move the heart to tears with-
out a griel. Shall we wonder that this constant suffer-
Ing makes them reckless, and saps and shatlers the
moral being? It is the severe lot of genivs that its
blessedness should be its bane; that that wherein its
heavenly f{ranchise gives it to excel mankind, is the
point wherein it should be cursed above its brethren.
* For its high privilege is to taste of pleasures inapprecia-
- ble to mortal tongue; in the empyreal privacies of lonely
thought to enjoy the manna of angelic natures,—in the
fragrant bowers of fancy to feast on dream-food,—

On honey.dew to feed,
And drink tho milk of Paradise.

Thus s Its taste depraved by its celestial birthright:
and thus does ita craving after rich and strange delights
render it ever restless amid the pale joys, and cold and
quiet offerings of the earth, To suffering also jt brings
the same exqulsite eensibility as to pleasure; it is Api-
cian in its griefs; purauing and extracting the taste of
wo through all its hidden forms. The epirit that abidea
in the stiill valleys of contented medincrity can know as
little of the gigantic sorrows and sufferings and allure-



STANLHY, 141

ments and goadings of a great soul that mounts amid
the shelving clondage of the highest akies, as the shaded
pool can know of the deep sweeping currents of the sea,
or the swelling whirlpool of a gulf. Let the shore
thick-strewn with the wrecks of gallant ships, and let
the haggard and storm-stained state of the veasel which
has escaped, declare the perils of the deep; and let the
utter destruction of Burns and Byroo and Roussean
and Mirabeau, and the rent and shattered eacape of
Johnson and Hall and Colling, confess that genius is an
awfil gift. ' .

~ 'The lowest alave,
‘The veriest wretch of went snd care,
Might shudder at the lut that gave
To genius Glory and Deapair.

Seeing that these things are so, * Quod ergo tantis auxi-
lium malis? may we not ask with the Italian poet——

Ecquid Platonis docta volumina,
Cultigue preceptor Lyeei
Sollicitam reersare mentem,
Modumque curia figere tristibns
Possunt T vel auri perpetuo fluets
Rivus T vel in sublime tollens

Per titalos popularis sora ?
Fomenta sunt hee prorsns inenin;.
Luduntque falsa vulgus imagine;
VulgiGue primores acuti

Viribua ingenii tumentes.

At tu beatam doeers si copis
Vitam, periclis liber ab omnibus
Adhmreas Deo, pingus

Mente sacrum venerare numen.
Hinc haurtes veram et sapientiam,
Verumque honorend, et divitias; feros
Quas nec tyraynus, noc tromendi
Vis repiat troculents belli. )
Quicquid bonorum cernitur uspinm,
Hec fonte manat: quo sine, quis, licst
Terrasque, celitumque regna
Posaideat, miser usque vivit,

It is, indeed, a noteworthy fact that no man possessed
of that character of gentus which is attended with very
susceptible feelings, has ever escaped moral shipwreck,
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except under the pilotage of ardent religion. Long was
Coleridge the sport of the wayward winds of passion;
but he found at Jast the quiet harbour, Doctor, can
you remember his opium, when you read his letter to
little Kinnaird 1"

* When I call to mind,” said Dr. Gauden, * the his.
tory of the Popes and Spensers of another day, and the
Scotts and Southeys of our own. [ must hesitate before
T admit that genius always requires this special dispen-
sation. If you would compare the moral tone of Irne
genius with spurions,—of that poetical ability which
springs from the soundness of the head, with that which
is generated by the corruption of the heart,—contrast
Lord Byron with Mr. Southey. Byron's enervating
interest is like the fatal sweetness of the panther's
breath and body; Southey’s untainted vigour has the
fragrance of the free mountaln air of virtue: the one
degrodes and belittles the reader; the other cxalts and
strengthens him: the one is * paturally inclined to be-
lieve the worst, which is the certain mark of a mean
apirit and a wicked sounl;' the other is generous with
tthe princely heart of innocence. Southey is of the
royal lineage of ancient penius, and has the robust and
warrior-blood of the old kings of wisdom: with the
lascivious pleasing of modern favourites,—the perfimed
softness of these immortals of a season,—he has no
kindred. Most of us *destine only that time of age to
goodness, which our want of ability will not let us em-
ploy In evil? Southey has consecrated to virtue the
best vigour of his manly days. With one or two cx-
ceptions, I confess that | rarely trouble myself to open
any of these Jate volumes of elegant literature; and
when I do, I usually find that no faculty is exercised
except my memory. The remains of the old temples
at Athens have served as the materials of all the strue-
tures that have been erected there Juring many cen-
turies, and the quarry of Pentelicus has not been opened
since Phidirs and Praxiteles digged beauty from its
bogom. The material condition is but an emblem of
the intellectual ; the moderns have never visited nature
ag their ancestors did, but have been contented to trans-



: +  BPANLEY. 143
s Y
- nose, to vary, and reset the gems which their bold pre.
decessors séized from the treasury of her wealth, While
1 allow the moderns to dictate npon all subjects relating
to the economy of life,—since, that matter being founded
. on experiment, the latest production is likely to be the
best,—for all that adorns and charms existence,—for
elegance im poetry, and purity and strength in prose
composition,~we must turn to the models of another
time. The throne of ecience may be founded in cities,
the resorts of manhood; but the shrine of ‘the muses is
in the valley of our childhood. Thither will we retire
from the mechanical and * busy hum of men, to listen
to those masters who ‘instruct without clamour, and
beal without stripes.' The fresh vapours that curled
about the mountain-tops, melted in the morning of our
existence into streams of erystal purity, with which the
narrow and muddy rivulets that gurgle at midday, may
not be compared. Life is not long enough for all know-
ledge, and while we linger among the moderns, we may
be neglecting the wisdom of antiquity for ever. Non
refert quam multos, sed quam bonos habeas libros;
multitudo librorum onerat non instruit, et salius est
paucis auctoribus te tradere, quam errare per multos,
I am at least sure of meeting antong the ancients, what
will neither vitiate my principles, nor deprave my pas-
sions ; but much that will better fit me for the duties of
life, the only thing that is valuable in life. The sound-
ing extravagances of Byron and his fellows, are to me
but a3 music to a deaf man’s ear; and [ could wish,”
added the doctor, rising, that on my tomb might be
inscribed 2 sentiment, like that on Evelyn's; *In an age
of extraordinary evenis and revolutions, he learned that
all is vanity which is not bonest, and that there is no
solid wisdom but in real piety.’ ™
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CHAPTER XL

“ Fita of sprightly melice do but bribe .

The Ianguid mind inte sotivity,
Sound sense, and love, itseli, and mirth, and glee,
Are fostered by the comment and the %‘irhe.”
DLDNWORTH.

I nap acoepted an invitation to a dance at Mrs. —em—,
It was late when I entered the rooms, and they were
fully crowded by the thousand and one persons whom
all manner of motives call together on such occasions.
Mingling in the streams which flowed devious around
the dancing parties like the water around the eyotts of
the Bosphoruve, 1 submitted to * roll darkfing down the
torrent of my fate,” till the destinies of the voyage at
length brought me to a corner where I effected a land-
ing, and paused to make my observations. My medi-
{atlons were interrupted by the gay voice of my old
friend Seward.

“ My good fellow, how d'ye do? I am glad in sooth
that you are here, for the evening is so warm that I was
about to melt, thaw and resolve into adiex: ! but I shall
cool near you, for you are looking as frigid as the faith
of Zeno.”

« Your presence is to me,” said I, * as manna in the
desert. I am half a stranger here, and as you know
every body by nature whether you have ever seen them
or not, pray glve me a catalogue raisonneé of this goodly
companie,”

* Any catalogue of the women,” sald Seward, look-
ing deliberately around the room, * of the unmarried
ones that is, would be a sale catalogue, I suspect, rather
than a rational! one. To begin, this i an article in front
of us to which I would call the attention of purchasers ;
& volume in magnificent preservation, and letlered, but
wholly free from gilt. Years of hours has passed over
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-4 her, like idex over the clock’s face, recording
changes, ‘wnchanged.”

« Per, ,* aaid I, * she has lived so long that she
has paseed from the Influence of time, into the change-
less regions of Eternity.”

“One would be afraid to touch that woran,” con-
tinued Seward, “lest she should crumble to dust at the
coniget.  Were you to meet her in the vestibule of the
Bri Museum, you would imagine that you had
stumbled by mistake on the Egyptian room, Pettigrew
would be in ecstasies with her. If she should happen to
lose her title to life, which is generally a copyhold at
the will of the Lord, she might continue to hold by pre-
scription.”

. % Her memoirs would form an interesting volume,”

“ 1 am told that she is preparing her reminiscences of
the court of Cleopatra. Next to her is a lady who
should figure in Dr. Askew's catalogue; she squints
like the queen in a pack of cards, and has a bitter pride
of soul corresponding.

Full dxty years the worId han been her trads;
No passion gratified, not e'en her hate.

She has thorough experience of life, and that expe-
rience has made her temper as stinging as cologuintida.
It iz the unpartaken privilege of the loftiest minds to
know the world without being disgusted with it. Earth
has seen but one man who could draw a Falstaff after
having painted a Timon.”

“ What a contrast,” sald I, “to the bright scene
which we now behold, would be exhibited, if we could
have the inner bosom of this company laid before us !

* Yes,” replied Seward, * gay as these people seem,
many a smiling face is but the mask of cheerless misery,
or ferocious passion, Here is the mother's desperate
game ; the neglected wife's sad counterfeit of joy; the
heart-sickness of the unnoticed well-born poor, and the
embittered struggle of the low-born rich; the weary
disappointment and renewed mortification of the fading
beauty * withering on the. thorn;’ and the anxious jeal-
ousy of the rivalied belle. Itis a fortunate thing, my

VOL. L. 13
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dear Pulteney, that Momus® plan of a windowed breast
was not adopted. Every heart knoweth itsown bitter-
ness, and heaven bears witness that that knowledge
sufficeth. Do you see that blushing rose-bud of forty ™

* Yes, does she not paint I

“ Bhe is now only pariy-coloured ; she is blue in the
morning, and vermilioned at night. Though awkward
and ugly she is a charming intellectuat woman, being
like a Corinthian column, chiefly ornamented at the top.
If her mather had not been, like St. Paul, in labours
most abundant, she would have formed a very desirable
connexion; but as it is, instead of getling o handsome
‘estate of entail, she will only get the beggarly tale of an
estate.”

“ Bociety and the law,’” said I, “in this country,
agree like a miser and his son; the sole object of the
one heing to collect, and of the other to dissipate,”

“ The involuntary respect which the world pays to
rich men," said Seward, * has always been to me a mat-
ter of marvel. 'We despise power when we are beyond
its reach, and we hate the man of blood; but we pay
studious liomage to rich men who we know can never
possibly benefit us; we crook the knee to wealth
where no ¢ thrift can follow fawning.' Now there is a
fat brute; the very Mount Blank of the human intel-
lect ; vulgar, Jow-born, and illiterate ; yet he commands
more deference and attention than any man in the room,
‘or woman either;’ and al} through a successful voy-
age to the Indies. The czuse of this passes my under-
standing."”

-« The reason,’’ said I,  is, that definite superiorlty is
always more impressive than indefinite, though the lat-
ter be greater; hence blood is more respected than
talent, and money more than blood.”

“ There is a eant,” suid Seward, “ of belleving that
wealth is more potent in this country than in others;
but that, Jike all popular talk. is false. Gold every
where is magical; there is not a government in the
world which is not essentially a chrysocracy. Alad-
din's lamp we may be sure was of silver,” .

« The reason of the mistake,” said I, * 1s, that in other
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countries. wealth and rank are genera,]ly united ; the
presence -ci"the latter lmplies the existence of the férmer,
and the reverence which is offered, to the one is aup-
ported by the other. The power of money is egually
felt every where ; it is more acknowledged here. The
regard for it iz less concealed, and creeps more into
our daily speech,”

“.Yes,” replied Seward, « we instinctively take worth,
as Cleopatra took a speech of Anthony, in a ¢ dolorons
sense.” That old fellow we were speaking of, is quite
a poet: the mpses, 1 suppose, alighted vpon him by
mistake for Mount Helicon.. The sight of a person like
him must first have suggested the application of the
name of * Microcosm’ to man. He is a bachelor, and
wisely remains so; for though Bentham treats of mar-
riage as an maconom:cal' relatlon, he more )ustly es-
teems it an expensive one.’

' Who is that that just nodded to you 1"

“ His name ls Somers; he is a perfidious parasite,
poor and a parvenu ; but one whose constant sprightli-
ness makes him always agreeable. Though every body’s
very obedient servant, his language is generally that of
a superior, and his bearing singuolarly independent ; for
he has sense enough to know that in order to have his
voluntary servitude accepted, he must proffer it with
the condescension-of a master. We court the subjec-
tion of an assuming man of fashion because we please
ourselves by thinking that we command the ruler of
others. The acceptance of a favour is always accom-
panied by a slight sense of inferiority in the accipient,
and we love not to be obliged by one whose crouching
we contemn. To rule securely we must in reality
serve ; to serve profitably we must in appearance rule.”

» What is his profession ¥

«He entered an attorney's office, some years ago,
but never seriously obeyed the *Law’s serfous eall’
The few clients he had, he lost by idleness; for a law-
yer's fee is always a fee conditional. At the most flou-
rishing period, I imagine he could not be considered as
more theg & monoptote in his profession. His careless-
ness, I suspect; compels him to the profession of a crane-
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fologist—one conversafit with the habits of the long-
billed species. =He lives, as they say, by his wits; but
how long that means of subsistence will continue 1
know not, {or to oMne to eme’s money’s end soon brings
one {0 one'a wit's end. He ig ¢ clean gone for ever;'
for the continued habit of doing wrong has in him eaten
out those habits of doing right which the soul brings
from heaven, and he has utterly lost his seif-respect.
Take wamiing my son, and fall not inte dangerous
ways, Commit crimes occasionally if you like, but
avoid the practice of small evils. We talk of acquiring
a habit; we should rather say, being acquired by it.
Habit is the janisary power in man ; passion and prin-
ciple the antagonist revolutionary powers for evil and
for good. How often the latter will prevail may be
judged from there being but one Mahmoud in history,
and one Henry the Fourth in fiction.”

# Thank you for your counsel. Who is that distrait,
but manifestly affected youth by the wall " gaid L

“ A young man of moderate talents but morbid ego-
tism ; who, having read that Byron, and Shelley, and
Gray, and a hundred more were silent and distant in
company, cherishes the same awkwardness with all the
enthusiasm of sympathetic talent. Pitium, Gaure,
Catonis habes. Half the vices and most of the absurd-
ities of young men arise from their not discovering
that they are not men of genius.,”

#* Men who live alone among their books,” said I,
“ can scarcely ever take the just measure of their own
minds. But a little conversation with business or so-
clety sqon clears the judgment, and the running stream
shakes off the mantiing self-concelt that has creamed in
repose,”

“ Yes, for that kind of morbidness, as for private in-
juries, the remedy 18 by action. There is a person be-
fore you, of whom it were an even wager at'any given
moment, whether he be in the theatre or the church—
whether he be fighting cocks or presiding at a prayer-
book society. He i3 a profesgional roué, and an ama-
teur Christian. For Christianity like the the fine
arts, hae its professors, its critics, and its ‘amateurs;
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the Catholle church eontaining‘the most professors, the
Presbyterian .the most critics, and thé Episcopal the
most amafeurs.”

« He belongs, | suppase,” eaid I! “ to that extended
class of persons who are churchmen without being be-
lievers.” )

" Just so; and the demagogue bishop of
in the same company.”

* Is Ae not sincere 1"

“ Ag Wordsworth says,

stands

He iz sincers
As vanity snd fondnesa for applause,
And new and shapeless wishes will sllow,

The brst defence of him that his best friend couold
make, would be that, in his ardent fancy he has so com-
pletely identified himself with his cause, that what the
world deems selfishpess he persuades himsell is devo.
tinn. I can pardon all but his wrilings ; for though he
plumes himsell upon them, and seems resolved, like St.
Paul, to show his faith by his works, his literary pre-
tensions are beneath eontempt. His mind is a amall
one, and seems to have been fed from youth on the
literature of newspapers and souvenirs, The trash of
quotations with which his brain is crammed and his
writings are larded, render applicable to him the epithet
of Shirley about Prynne ¢ voluminously ignorant ;* yet
when you pass on to the original part, you cannot help
exclaiming, * would God it ‘were all quotation.” His
harp, too, hangs by the waters of Babble-on ; and that
{s the saddest part of all, for * a fool in verse is twice a
fool in prose.” ™

* [ am afraid, my dear Seward, from your manner of
treating the pious, that you are * litile better than one of
the wicked.’ 1 should be afraid to go to church with
you. lest, like Robert Morris, you should alarm the ‘con-
gregation by knocking at the deor.”

« They tell a good story of Sheridan in that matter,”
replied Seward, “ The witly statesman and dramatist
was ono prevailed on to go to church with his wife,
or perhaps entered the lanctt:ary to avoid a creditor.

13
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It was the first time In his life he had ever been there,
and he was profoundly ignorant of the etiguette of the
place. The only public assemblies with which he was
acquainted were the House of Commons, and the The.
atre; and reasoning from the analogy of the most re-
spectable, as soon as the clergyman began, ¢ Let all the
earth keep silence,’ Sherry reoared out with vehement
good will, *Hear! hear! hear! hear him! hear him !
hear him  The astonished visages of the congregation
soon convinced him that he was wrong, and drawing
on his other source of experfence, as soon as the ex-
hortation was finished he began to clap lustily, and
pound with the end of his cane. Finding that this blun-
der was worse than the last, he roared to the Sexton,
' here, box-keeper, let me out of this box ;* and made his
way home from his first, last, and only visit to the
steeple-house.”

» To recall you to your Asmodean occupation, pray
who are those two persons conversing near the win-
dow ¥ :

% They are two brothers, and of the most opposite
characters possible. It is marvellons how two persons
coming from the same source and going through the
same scenes, should be so different. One has grown
gillier and pleasanter every year; the other, shrewder
and severer every day. The head of the one and the
heart of the other have met the bustle of the world as
an ice and an egg meet the fire; the one becoming
softer and the other harder. The latter of them, though
otherwise much a gentleman, i{s a great dealer in pro-
verbs: and rightly, for the unwritten wisdom of the
world is greater than that which has been penned.
There 1s a person near themn whose higtory proves how
politically and soclally as well as morally true is the
sentiment that one man plants and another reaps the
harvest. He is a merchant, once of great wealth, who
ruined himself by undertaking great schemes which
others of less abllity are now prosetuting with bound-
less profit. It is Always so: the first founder of a great
scheme of wealth, though he may begin as rich as the
cream ¥ am eating, will infallibly terminate, like the end
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of most of the towns of India, peor. When he retires
to starve on a crust,

Then in the i
And gofge, the mﬂﬂ‘hmm"

“ There is 8cribbleton, the tourist, I see," sald L « He
has ‘done, France and Austria, and I presume will
soon despatch Ameriea.” -

s [ met him once,” sald Seward, “ on & steamboat in
the west, and happening to have a copy of Xenophon's
Memorabilia under ray arm, 1 complimented myself on
the similarity of literary taste which our choice of the
same author for a travelling companion exhibfted,
* How 201 gald he, with a puzzled alr. + Why,’ said I,
1 travel with the Reminiscences of Socrates, and you
with the Expedition of Cyrus! What I most admire in
Scribbleton is his sacred regard for truth; he esteems
it far too highly to allow a grain of it to he thrown
away upon a volume of travels. There was some diffi-
culty lately about securing the right of publishing some
of his tours, and I advised his publisher, if he could not
get a copy-right for them as books, to take out a patent
for them as inventions. Those professional tourists
who come forth one after another and gather up and
tell the ten-times-repeated nothing about the country, put
me.in mind of a sort of bird called the alcedo, which
frequenta the channel of the Boaphorus. For the flight
of these birds no motive is known; they seem to he
impelled by a restless instinct to keep perpetunally
moving up and down the narrow strait; when they
arrive at one sea, they wheel round and retwrn to the
other. The French call them *les Ames damnées,’ be-
causge they never have reat. Their flight is as still ag
death, and no one ever heard the sound of their wings.
These tourists are as restless, as sense]ess, and as dull;
would God they were as silent.,”

« It i3 these fellows, I imagine,” said L * who keep up
the irritated feellng which has so long existed between
England and America; they sow. contempt, and they
reap hatred.”
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“ That feeling was Inevitable by the relation in which
the countries atood as elder and younger brother, and
is now passing away because the relation is approach-
ing equality, America had always been looked on as
' the boy,’ and it was forgotten that the boy would some
time become a man; England was jealous, that one
whaose swaddling-clothes were still in the drawer, should
presume to argue and even claim control. But the
alienation is not naetural, and cannoct continve, [, as an
American, claim share in the glories of England before
the revolution, as the glories of our own parent; 1
claim share in her honours since then, as the honours of
our own brother, Mutual pride has hitherto kept v
apart; but d8 we are the child, and also made tho
breach, I think that the offer of restored vnion should
come first from us: sure I am that it would be re-
gponded to. Y would say to America in the words of

the poet:
Incipe maonx puer, risu cognoncere malrem.”

# Scribbleton,” sald I, *is an example of a tourist
who has reaped the mental but not the moral benefits
of travel. He has been far, seen much, and thought
deeply; but he has never escaped from that atmosphere
of proud diffidence and sensitive conteropt which he
first brought with him from his study. Moon.like, he
has moved around the world, but alwaya revolved about
hiz own axis. He hag tasted the world, but has not
used the medicine of sociely. In crowds, and looking
outward, he has been alone, and living inward.”

“ The man who lives alone,” said Seward, « is apt to
forget the Individuality of others; the man who Mves in
gociety, is apt to forget his own. The former becomes
egotistic, the latter, impertinent; the one is scornful,
the other undignified. Contempt (s the disease of soti-
tude. Ascribe to residence and not to reason, the bitter
gibes of Byron, Landon, Brydges and Southey.”

* To the unlon between literature and society may
be ascribed, I imagine, much of the decline of that fero-
clous acrimony which defeatured the writings of the
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old scholars. That spirit of * war to the knife,! which
wishes the pen were a poniard, now lingers only in the
theological lists, The church is, still, often defended like
the altar, by railing. The time has passed in which the
moral character perished with the critical reputation,
but it is still held that nothing but & knave can divide
the charch.”

# The reformation, or the principle which it asserted,
bred these broils. Under the thick blanket of infallibi-
lity, we had still snoozed without a dream.”

'« Agitation was a necessary conseguence of reviving
knowledge. Light always breeds a tumult in the air.
There are two gases which, being mixed, are quiet in the
shade and explode in the sun: thus, also, in churches and
in nations, the elements of discord repose in quiet union
beneath the darkness of ignorance, but become volcanic
in the brightness of learning. The reformation was less
a consequence of the regeneration of Europe. A pew
gpirit was arisen, and it became necessary that iis en-
tity and distinctness should be formaelly proclaimed; it
was proclaimed by one profession in the name of the
whole. It is commonly said that Luther failed; that is
not true. 'The reformation and the Crusades succeeded,
without triumphing: they did mot conquer, but they
saved Europe from barbarism. And the friends of re-
ligion, morality, and good politics must generally be
content to gain their point without the victory.”

“ (One's reason i8 with the new church, to be sure, but
one’s taste is with the old one: it was a structure so
massive and impoging.”

# Qruite mass-ive-enough, and rather too imposing,”
said Seward. “ By-the-by, 1 went, the other day, into
a *dissenting’ church; and 1 am surprised that these
congregations should be charged with departing so
much from the Catholic practice: for I found that if they
had abandoned the ¢canon,’ they retained the © missa
sices,’ or ¢ dry service,’ in perfection.  One of the worst
things about the reformation was its breaking up the
ability and taste for building cathedrals. The moral
influence of a Duomo Is as valuable as its wsthetic. 1
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cannot feel piovsly in the modern barn-like structures,
which are, like the terrace of the infernal palace seen
by Vathek and Nouroniliar, * d'une architecture incon-
nue dans les annales de la terre.’”

# Do you ace those old prudes sitling along the wall
there, like Caryatides? I would give something to know
twho is the subject of their conversation.”

“ They are doubtless Infinitely scandallsed * said
Sewarad, « hy the short sleeves and Jow bosome of some
of these fair creatures. A woman becomes the guardian
of virtue in others, as St. Angelica beceme the patroneas
of teeth—-by losing her own. I lately offended one of
those matrons, carelessly, and I have suffered more
than If I had lost an eye. Would God, Stanley, that in
life as in law, a deed without consideration were void.”

" Who is that foppish fellow with & glass at hiseye ™

“ A beau: but zo ill-tempered a person that [ call him
a balistre, or croas-bow, especially as he shoots a keen
shaft, when he will. He claims to be descended from
waorthy ancestors; and the length of the descent 1s, 1
believe, not dented. He is greatly attached to a young
lady, whom he is too vain, or too lazy to woo; contra-
dicting, therein, the definition of the law books, that at.
tachment is the means whereby a man is compulsorily
brought to court.”

* He may find, es many before him have done, that
;n attachment neglected Is followed by distress in-

nite."

1 left Seward, and strolled into an adjoining room.
Standing in the centre of it, in profound abstraction,
was a certain Mr, Jones, a man of much sense end
science, hut the oddest creature in the world, He was
one of those persons who seem to have no conscious-
ness of a world of thought or action external to their
own peculiar existence and perceptions, and by conse.

.quence, lack all feeling of the ridiculous. He had for-
merly been librarian to some public institution, and his
memory, one of Magliabecchian or Giraldian extent,
was possessed of all that strange lumber of editions,
dates and bindings which Dibdin and the rest of them
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have classified into a science. How such a man found
himself in a ball-room, it would be as dificult to explain
as to tell how any one can read La Martine's Pilgri-
mage, or a Bridgewster Treatise, or do any other im-
possible act: probably, the man himself would be the
most puzzled of all inquirers to unravel the mystery.

Having, by a series of vigorous efforts, made him at
length, aware of my existence and presence, I asked his
opinion of Ampére’s Theory of Galvanic currents.

» The best exposition of that hypothesis,” said he, in
a tone that might make the hearing and the deaf change
characters, * is to be found in a volume on Galvanism,
published by Longman, Hurst, Rees, Orme, Brown,
Green, and Longman, Pater-noster Row, London, 1826,
twelve-mo, hot-pressed, one volume, price ten shillings,
boards. The impression is extremely incorrect, al-
though printed by A.. Strahan, Law-Printer to the
King's most excellent Majesty, Printer’s street, London.
For example, on page two, signature B, line fourteenth
from the bottom, I met with so gross an error as a zero
instead of a three in the fifteenth place of the denamina-
tor of a fraction. Such mistakes are rare 'in books
issuing from the house of Longman, Hurst, Rees, Orme,
Brown, Green, and Longman, Paternnster Row, Lon-
don. The same work was iranslated into German, and
published for the trade by Schweitz, Schwatz, and
8chwitzheimer, Wien, price nine florins; fine paper
copies eleven florins and a half, and extra-fihe large
paper, copies {only ten copies printed) price thirteen
florins. The edition of Schweitz, Schwatz, and Schwitz-
heimer, Wien, I do not possess; but I have that of
Longman, Hurst, Rees, Orme, Brown, Green, and
Longman, London."

“And you adopt the theory, as expounded in this
work by Messrs. Longname and Company, Paternoster
Row, price ten shillings, hoards ™ ’

«To a certatn extent; but in one point I agree with
the view taken by Mr. De Nosta, Member of the So-
ciety of Arts at Paris, Fellow of the Royal Societfes of
London and Edinburgh, Member of the Copenhagen 3o-
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clety, of the Literary Boclety of 3t. Petersburg, Hono-
rary Member of the Austrian Association, &c. &o. &c.,
Knight Companion of the order of Bavaria, Chevalier deo
la Legion d'Honneur, &e. &c., entitled * The Memoirs on
Magnetiem and Galyanism,’ Paris, Revére, rue de Saints-
Pérea, 1820, 8vo. nine francs, fity centimes, half bound
fo sheep backs and corners gilt. His view differs from
that supported in the work published by Lopgman,
Hurst, Rees, Orme, Brown and Longman, Paternoster
Row, London, twelve-mo, hot-pressed, price twelve shil-
lings, boards, in representing the eause of repulsion to
congist in this position of the currents;” and Mr. Jones .
knelt down on the floor, and drawing a piece of chalk
out of his pocket, began to déscribe his diagrams upon
the carpet. ' '

“ My dear Mr. Jones,” cried I, it iz not to be thought
of, that such invaluable demonstrations should be de.
livered In circumstances where I can so imperfectly
comprehend them: pray, reserve the proofs till I have
the pleasure of visiting you at your chambers.” -

When 1 had succeeded in restoring him to his feet, 1
made my escape and returned to the dancing-rooms.
There, in the midst of a brilliant circle of ladies, with
every eye fixed on him in delight and admiration, stood
Fyler, himself the gayest of the gay, and in dress and
manner altogether native to the scene of fashion. Icould
not help pausing to admire the talents which enabled
this man to change, at pleasure, from the circle of grave
debate to the throng of pleasure, with no change of dis-
tinction, or abatement of superiority, to command alike
the respect of the inquirer after truth, and to fascinate
the gaze of the follower of amusement. I had admired,
befure, the eloquence of his discourse, and the deep pene-
tration of his mind, and my interest was enhanced when
I now witnessed him master of the sparkling jest and
the brilliant compliment, and obeerved his practised ad-
dress, and the courtly eage, as of one “io the manner
born,” with which he mingled dominantly in the grace.
ful strife.

I turned to another part of the room, and saw Emily
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Wilson. Ihad met her once or twice since her coming
to town, and with no other feelings than those of a com-
‘mon acqueintance. Iapproached her and offered myself
to her as a partner in the next dance.

Wonderful, and dbove the rarest forms of brightness
that flash upon the fancy, was the beauty of this girl. [

-turned in what I fancied the calm admiration of a se-
cure indifference, to look upon her as she stood invested
with enchantment, as if it were a drapery. Absorbed
by the deep impression of her loveliness, and uncon-
sciously drawn back over the bright links of a long-
darkened memory, with the doubtful end surprised in-

-terest of one to whom in some careless waking mood,
the marvellous pictures of an unremembered dream
successively occur for the first time, did I gaze upon
her countenance. As I looked upon the splendid neat-
ness of her vestal purity, and studted the mild brilliance
of her dark and morbid eye, which fascinated the be-
holder by the potent gentleness of virgin fear, and made
another’s heart more timid than ltself, her fair brow,
whereon was throned perfect peace, and her lip, which
smiled to please itself, and not to win notlee from others,
I felt as he may feel who unconsciously has clasped a
pebble in his hand all night, and finds, by the returning
light, that pebdle is a diamond. There are women, and
not unlovely ones, of whose beauty the whole expres-
.sion i resident upon the face; the countenance of
Emily was as a ahield whereon an inward spirit leaned
and looked out.

It was then, as I gazed upon her amid the swell of
musle, and the blaze of lamps, and the exciting scene of
festlve splendonr, that love returned upon my heart. A
fresh and manly spirit, refined from the turbld vehe-
mence of my first wild passlon, now flowed through my
spirit with a breathless gladness. The recollection of
the months just passed, which had wrought upon my
nature with a trapsforming might, rolled away like a
globed dream, and the gorgeous lights of youth stream-
ed through the interval, Hiumining with the unreal splen-
dours of the dawn, the firm-based perceptions of the

¥OL. L 14 .
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present time. All the magnificent hopes of former
years came back upon me, purged of their palpable
feisity, yet glowing with fervid vigour. Long had my
thoughta been estranged from her, and my ancient aspl.
rations strangled in oblivion; but I remembered now
that it waa for Aer that I had laboured and lived lonely ;
that she, the life-giving goddess to my former schemes
was still living, the same but Jovelier; that naught had
perished of the foregone drama, but that all might be
again renewed and realised. These thoughts passed
rapidly through my mind, and. love rose, tide-like,
through my soul. Like the deep joy which we fee!
when reconciled to a dear friend with whom we have
quarrelled, was the gladness which I experienced@ when
thus reconciled to wmy former self. Perhaps, to spesk
accurately, it was another and a diverse emotion which
sprang up within me, rather than an old one which was
renewed, one with which feeling had more to do, and
fancy less; but it carried me back to forgotten days,
and made me & boy again.

When the dance was ended, we walked out upon the
terrace which extended behind the rooms, to escape
from the uncomfortable heat of the ball-room, It was
one of those mild and calm winter nights, when the ab-
solute stillness of the air prevents the impression of the
cold that may be in it, and gives a soft and mellow feek
ing to weather that might otherwise be chilling. The
moon wag shining In clondless splendour, as white as
snow; and shedding its pale beams through the foliage
of the trees and tall bushes in the garden, threw a lat-
ticed shade upon the walks. It was a scene of beauty
which refined though it stirred the spirit, and calmed
the feelings while it made them intense.

“It is odd,” said I, in a careless tone, for I was at a
loss to know precisely what sentiments Emily might at
this time entertain towardas me, * it is odd that you and
1, who were formerly sc well acquainted, should, of late,
-have met so rarely. You have heen here a month, and
this is positively almost the first time we have spoken
to ohe gnother.” '
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“ You cannot imagine that that ia my fault.”

“It has been accident, I suppose,” said I, # but it s
certainly strange.”

“It was not my wish,” aaid Emily, «that this es-
trangement should occur: but I could not cafl upon
you, you know, or ask you to dance with me."

% Certainly, certainly; the blame is entirely mine. It
was an hallucination, a madness. Can you forgive
me ?’! .

«] ¢an,” said she, with a trembling volce, afier & mo-
ment’s pause. '

“ My condact hag been insane, nothing short of it;
baot it was an insanity that did my feelings less discredit
than my faith. I thought that you had forgotten me,
because your calmer manner did not testify that burn-
ing recollection which consumed my being: I thought
that you despised me, because your moderated tone did
not satisfy that diseased craving for sympathy which
Infinite love could not have filled. The expectation was
madness; but its overthrow, though inevitable, was
far deeplier maddening. From the dull anguish of real
disappointment, and the keen agony of imagined ridi-
cule, I had no refuge but to root up ail natural sensa-
tion, and to hurl affection icose into the boundlessness
of seif. What seemed a fault, was fully; and what

- looked wild and wanton, was wretchedness. The mise-

rable recklessness into which I strayed, was more a
wandering from mysell than from you. The coming
back is a return to my nature’s truth rather than my
words, You have not forgotten upon what pledge that
moon Jooked once 1’

“Could It

I paused for @ moment, incapable of speaking by the
viplence of opposite emotions, 1 was then aboot to re-
ply. when the sound was heard of some one coming
from the other end of the garden, along the path on
which we were. :

* We had better go in,” said Emily, and she turned
towards the house.
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“ Will you be alone to-morrow morning ™" said L
1 will come ang see you,”

# You will find me alone at one.”

At the entrance of the dancing-room a gentleman
claimed the hand of Emily, in virtue of a promise, for
the next quadrille, and I lingered nlone upon the ter-
race. The garden appeared to be perfectly silent, and
after a moment it struck me as odd that the person
whom we had heard approaching us, did not make his
appearance, for if he walked forward but a fow ateps
he would certainly be visible from where I was standing,
and there was no other entrance into the house except
by the window where I was. k now, too, occurred to
me for the firat time as surprising, how any one could
have been sianding beyond us in the ganden without
our hearing him.. The whole space of the ground was;
small, and this man muat either have gore round by
one of the stde-walks with the utmosat silence, or have.
been standing there at first and remained to. listen to,
our conversation ; and nothing but & wish. to put an end.
to our colloguy could heve induced him to mave at that:
moment, and that end belog aecomplished he did mot
appear any farther. )

I stepped down from the terrace and went along the.
central path. 1 met no.ona, but a8 I reached the end |
heard some one. spring over the side wall with some.
noige into the street. My curiosity. was exchied, and }
ran rapidly to the street-door-of the house, to intercepk
the person as he came jn,~for I had no doubt that it was,
one of the company,—and discover who.it was. No one
was there, nor was any one visible in the adjacent
streets. I returned back to the garden, and found Mr.
Tyler stroling in it,

# Mr, Btanley,” said he, extending hie. kand to me in
his usual calm and gentlemanlike. manner, %[ regret
that we have not met more frequently since you have.
been in town- I was intending to come and ses you in
a day or twoe to tell you of a source of amusement this
city contains which you may not have beard of, in the
shape of a club, and to put you in the way of entering
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it if you felt 'so disposed. There are so few tolerably
agreeable divertisements in this country, that I Jook
upon it that when any man has discovered & new
source of pleasure, a moral obligation rests upon him
to communicate it to his friends. This society, of the
conatruction and preservation of which I assume most
of the credit, it has been very difficult to make up; for-
the Americans, as you must have observed, are abont
the most unclubable people on the face of the earth,
There are ne gentlemen so reserved and distrustful of
one another. Every body zeems to have a certain
jealousy of his neighbour,—I speak, of course, of that
class, only, with which we have any connexion,—the
highest,~—for the commons are associable enough. How
different is this self-spiting suspicion from the careless
abandon of the better sort of Englsh soctety,~-the de-
lightful indifference of people conacious of standing in.
disputabie; there is there no intrusfon, no familiarity,
and to sirangers no unusual forwardness, but among
acquaintances more true ease and sociableness than
among any other nation that I have ever met with, 1
bave scen and enjoyed this fine companionship, and
bhave always been anxious f{o enjoy something of the
same sort here, After many failures,—collecting widely
and winnowing closely, losing the many who would not,
and the more who should not come in,--I have suc-
ceeded in congregating about twenty persons, who con-
stitule together a very. pleasant band. I will at any
time carry you to their place of meeting, if you would
like to go, and you can afterwards decide whether you
choose to be enrolled.”

* Thank you kindly,” said I. I will join you with
all my heart. 1 feel, strongly as you do, the necessity
of men of lelsure combining in self-defence against the
men of business. The latter party trample vpon us
singly; we must unite to resistthem. There are many
" people in the world who are thought dull because they
are not appreciated: they would be pleasant and would
elicit pleasure, if brought in union with others of the
same description. 1 should describe England as a coun-

14*
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try, where every one, whatever may be his qualities,
is sure to be appreciated, and tbat assurance is ex-
tremely agreeable ”

«That you can certeinly find those who will taste
you, and whom you will taate, is one of tha circumm
stances which makes that little island the pleasantest
residence on the earth., I am surprised that any ene
whom weighty circumstancea do not compel to live
here, should live out of England; or, to speak more
generzlly, that any one who can live in an old@ country,
should live in a new one, ' Long practice and repeated
experiments have caused the whole system of life to be
brought to a far higher state of refinement in cne Jand
then in the other. 'There is the same difference that
there is between a metropolis and a village : life in one
is direct and decided, and locking to the substance; in
the other it is constrained, embarrassed, and -uninde-
pendent. America is a great country in the prospect,
but not an agreeable one in the present. There is
‘among the English a disposition to enjoy in paasing,
which the nervous agitation in which Americans live,
locking only to the future, puts to flight. The former
make the means their end; the jatter divide the toil
from the pleasurs, and ook on labour as a cheerless
pilgrimage to the happy land beyond. The one live as
they go; the other put off Tiving till they are at leisure
to do nothing but live. The man of principle who now
resides in America, may be regarded as making an
honourable self-sacrifice for posterity ; but the man of
pleasure who lives here is as foolish as the man who,
being fond of shade, should, instead of buying a forest,
purchase cleared ground and plant it with saplings.”

« I should myself prefer to live among the English,”
said I, “ because a natural relationship with them makes
their country to us, like a father's house to a married
son. But the people whom I most admire, and even
envy, are the French. They have a philosophy against
the ills of life, compared with which the philosophy of
the schocls 18 nothing,—the philosophy of the blcod.
They attain, as a nation, what sages. and scholara, men
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of thoughbt and men of actton, of old and now, in other
countries, have striven for in vain. I regard them as
being in. troth the most rational and reapectable people
in the wonld; and that they are ridiculed by us is to be
ascribed to that queer propensity in human nature to
iook upon the unhappy man with respect and the joyous
mayn with contempt. The Parisian alone has discovered
the importent truth that it is not neceszary to be happy
in order to enjoy oneself. Btill it does not follow that
an American or an Englishman must be happy in Paris,
although that mistake s constantly committed; their
p}]ieast'l’re aripes from what is within them, not around
them."

#The natlon which, for political and social advan.
tages.I should myself prefer to all others,” said Tyler,
*is Prussia. It is a nation which lives by law, and
there s more freedom in that state than in any coontry
in the world, as there is certainly less in America than
in any ather. And, indeed, it may be observed of every
establishment, whether government, church, or party,
that if its form is in one extreme, ita apirit is likely to
be in the opposite. If its constitution represents autho.
rity, its spirit will be liberty, and versa vice: if its pro-
fession is liberality, its practice will be exclusion, and
the reverse. One reason of this is, that no danger being
apprehended from that spirit which the form expressly
exorcises, it is not guarded againet in use, and scon
enters either from the convenience of practice or the.
natural disposition of men; and for this cause the high-
born are the most affable and the low-born the most ex-
clusive:—a second reason is, that the administration of
all extreme principles tends constantly to correct that
wherein the principle ig extreme; for, to prevent an ex-
treme principle from becoming: obnoxious or impracti-
cable it must be tempered extremely:—a third reason
is, that nothing can be practicable which is not, in fact,
B mean, and-that, consequently, if the form is in one ex-
treme the apirit must be in the other, In order that the
two be blended, or the one working through, and being
muffled by, the othier, mey in operation constitute the
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required medium, It is farther to be observed of liberty
in demaocratic and despotic governments, that all definite
assumptions, {as the royal prerogative in the one,) are
limitations; while all indefinite concessions (as the
popular privilege in the other) are without defence, be-
cause they are without bounds;—that in 2 monarchy
the king has no party on his side, but the people are
naturally opposed, or ready to be opposed to him, so
that great forbearance must be exercised towards them;
while, in a republic, the fact of one’s being ruler is proof
that & majority are attached to him, and will support him
in all he undertakes ;-——and that the government of & re-
public ig within the natural rule or principle on the sub-
ject, and s therefore interpreted widely; while the
government of a despotism is an exception against
admitted right and reason, and is, in exercise, neces-
sarily expounded strictly. The Romish Church, of
which the apirit was despotic, was, in its conatitution,
purely democratic,—the voluntary principle. The ty-
rannical government of the Roman Emperors was, in
theory, entirely republican. In our time the most prac-
tical freedom ia in China, Russia, and Prussia; and the
vilest despotism on earth mey be made of the mob-des-
potism of America. Much ruinous commeotion snd
many a fatal revolution would have been avoided if
peaple had understood that the spirit of a polity may be
diverse from its form,and that not the principle, but the
working of it only, is of importance, It Is a principle
of the English law, that the king has the direct and
absolute ownership of all the land in the country, and
that the landlord has no more then the mere right of
using the soil ; the former has ¢*absolutum et directum
dominium;’ the latter, only * dominium utile.' But as
the landlords can do more than use the land, they show
their sense in not disturbing themselves about so idie a
thing as the ultimate property : the Puritans would have
fought about such a thing to the death, Why should
& man of sense care that another should assume the
right of cutting his head off when he chooses, if he
knowe that that power will never be exerted unless it is
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deserved. When the Gracchan partisan at Rome was
asked, ' If Cajius Gracchus were to order you to fire the
capitol, would you obey him? he answered wisely,
* Yes; but he would never give such an order.” That
assurance is the principle of protection in an enlightened
despotism; and it is enough.”
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CHAPTER XIIL

Hs who would live in eheerful mood,
Munt rest in glimpaer still ¢
Bat slightly hepe to shara the good,
Coutent o shun the ill.
WorpsworTH.

Ehen! serenum quwe nebule (egunt
Repento cceluwn! quis sonus imbriom,
. Camimin.

Deutgurrur were the thoughts, and delicious the
hopes that visited my mind that night as I lay in sleep-
less happiness, Love is Natore. From ambition, from
study, from pleasare and from toil, we start at some
time, as from a dream, and deem thai such life is mad-
ness: to Jove we turn with the full and unchecked satis-
faction with which a chilled bird, long fluttering over
the cheerless ground, at last folds its bill ander its wing
in its own warm nest, for we feel thet affection is the
home of the spirit. Love is the only mood of the feel-
ings in which the heart bears witness unto itself, that it
fs rightly and wisely employed; it is the only emplay-
ment of existence on which we do not look back with
rexret or condemnation, He who has wandered into
the hardness of worldliness, and s arrested in his un-
profitable errors by the strong hand of a pure attach-
ment, feels, as he returns to kindliness, something of
the satisfaction of a good conscience; fnr love is the
ercctness of the mind,—the unlost paradise of the moral
life. And there [3 potential virtue in this sentiment, for
it brings with it the airs of a holier clime than mortality
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may assert, and gives testimony against the degrada-
tion of the world, It is the natural evidence of heaven.
It teaches how real is the bliss which the unmaterial
‘may give; and it tells, what no argument can evince,
and what many a gifted intellect hath unluckily not
known, or hath fatally forgotten. that the spirit can feel.
Love sympathisea with Piety, if present, and suggests
it if absent; for the one is the health of the heart, and
the other is the sanity of the soul.

Love, and its return, is the only complefe enjoyment
in life. 1t is the only state of which the happiness is in
itself; in which to be is to be blessed. All other condi-
* tions are velued for what they bring, rather than for
what they are; all, more or less, depend upon opinion
for their worth. Of Love only, may the geperal prin-
cipie be not affirmed, that if we

Abetract what others feel, what othera think,
All pleasures sicken, and all glories sink.

It ia well that we should have this tried assurance that
there is a joy which the world can neither give nor take
away. It is well that we should experience thls feeling
for a time, if it were only to enlarge our consciousness
and elevate our hope,

Against the follies of the future, as well as the cares
of the present, there descends no more healing or maore
fragrant balm upon the fretted soul, than when the spirit
of the youthful heart pestles in the warm, soft thought
of love. Let the sentiment be cherished; or, if past,
let the bliss be remembered: for a thousand eager hearts
have strayed into a cold and mad discomfort from not
knowing of the still and sacred pleasure of pure love,
When, therefore, a glancing eye, or a spring-white smile
flashes on the bigh musings of the lonely mind, let the
soft influence it heralds sink on thy heart with a sub-
duing weight: the time may come, when the heaven of
thy fancy will shed upon thy soul no drops like those.

1 apeak not now of that tumultuous and unpoised
passion which will sometlmes start within the breast,
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and madden the heart with wild report of pleasure
which it trenscends the wiah to shape; but the clear-
eyed, though earnest, affection, which rests enriched
in jts own calmness, and is all-sufficient to itself. - The
former of these is fancy built on ignorance, and, by its
very nature, must perish whenever it is realised. The
letter is based upon profound and thorough experience,
and sesms but the renewing of a once-proved confi-
dence, by the free-masonry of kindred hopes. The one
fs shunned by scbriety as much as it shuns the reason;
the other is respectable before the judgment almost to
religion,

We may conceive how the apirit on its entrance into
a future world may be “ changed in & moment,” into &
purity fit for the relish of celestidl pleasures, when we
observe how thoroughly in an instant a look or g blush
can fling back the imaginatiqh and the heart into the
simple tastes and sweet and mild visions of boyhood.
To me, as at this time, my thoughts were floating in a
golden gir, the whole earth seemed transfigured Into
the mild glory of a paradissl world. The opal tints of
spring-light were on all the forms that rose before my
fancy. No memory appeared within my mind that was
not tinged with pleasantness. The flush of young de-
light was new-purpling all in the air. 'Within the visible
gphere, there rose and spread a summer world of balms -
egnd sommer sounds, where Hope * reigned lord and
king;” and all was endless life and =all was splendid
fight. 'Whether it be to rear the sunny dome of just-
approaching joys, or to hew out the Errool structures
of dark apprehension, there is no architect like feeling.
When quickened by gladness or fear, the aubtle builder
fills alt the thought with instant-springing pa]aces, or
dreary caves that have no bound.

As with the love of past years, the vlews and wishes
and sentiments of past years returned wpon me, the
intermediate period seemed blotted from existence. The
renewal of one common interest knit me wholly into
upion with my former self, and I but dimly remembered
any other state or mood of life. It seened now, s if
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in that intermediary time, half of my moral life had
been parlayzed, and as if my sense of all things muat
have been dim and dream-like; yet, while that time was
passing, life seemed to pulse within me as fully and as
naturally as at this moment. Such are the mysteries
of our being!

It is wonderful how completely the feelings are, in
their inception at least, under the control of the will. It
is absolutely in the choice of a man whether 8 woman
shall become to him an object of entire indifference, or
whether the course of his thoughts and fancies shall be
such that his spirit, bending to her as the ocean to the
moon, must breathe by her glances and glow by her
light. A week before I had looked on Emily without an
emotion or an impression, because the theught of love
was absent; now, she absorbed my every conscious-
ness; she had become my mental being; every thought
assumed her likeness; every recollection was fragrant
with her sweetness: her memory garmented my soul,
Her image multiplied itself through every pictured scene;
wherever my sight was turned, she atood, with a fasci-
nation floating round her.

It was with a light step and a gay heart that I set
out on the following morning to keep the appointment
which Emily had permitted, I rang the bell and sent
in my name; word was returned that Miss Wilson
was engaged.

« Ig she {111 I inquired, with some anxiety.

« She is entirely well,” said the servant.

« Is she not at home?" said L

“ Bhe is at home, but engaged.”

* Did she give you no message for me "

# None.”

I turned from the door, extremely surprised at this
denial, and not a little vexed and sorry. I could not
conjecture to what mistake on the one hand or the
other it could be imputed. 1 could not have forgotten
the hoor that had been named, nor could my card very
well have been wmistaken; still, it was not possible,
after what had passed between Emily and myself, to

vOL. I. 15
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attribute the refusal to deliberate inattention. I had,
however, no means of satisfying the doubt until the
lapse of a day gave me authority to call again ; till which
time, I must remain in doubt,

T waas sitting at home in the evening of the same day,
when Mr. Tyler was announced.

# The club, of which I spoke to you,” ‘said he, “ sups
together to-night. If you feel inclined to go out, we will
walk down there.”

« Certainly,” said I, “T will go with you with great
pleasure;” and I took my hat and went oot in com-

ny.
pawe had watked on through two or three streets when
we arrived in front of Mr, Tyler's house, * Excuse me
for one moment.” said he; “I want to get something
here, If you will walk on. I-will overtake you imme-
diately.”

I strolled on for a short distance and presently saw,
by the lamp-light on the other side of the way, a man,
whom I was sure was an ofd famnily servant whom my
father had carried with him to the south, John Black
was en important integral in my father's household, and
1 thought that I should have heard of his dismissal if it
had taken place. Suapposing, therefore, that if he were
the person [ thought him to be, he must have come to
the north on some business for his master, I ran over
and called him by name. He seemed delighted when
he saw me, and exclaimed, “ I am very thankful, sir, to
have met you thus in person. [ was just going to your
house and should not have found you in. 1 have this
moment come in town with this letter from your father;
he ordered me to put it into your own hands, as It is of
importance. 1return to him immediately. He told me,
also, sir, not to let any one see me give it to you, and
to desire you to read it alone.”

He gave me the letter and left me. I crossed back
to the other side of the way, and secing Tyler coming
out of the door at that moment, I hastily thrust the
package into my pocket, intending to come away from
his club as soon as possible, and read it at my leisure,
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1 should have left him, and gone home at once, but to
do so abruptly, might have given him offence, and to
state the motive would have opposed the injunction of
tny father—an order which I resolved to obey strictly,
because [ did not understand it.

We walked a considerable distance beyond the fre-
quented parts of the town, and passed through several
winding streets quite unknown to me, before reaching
the place which Mr, Tyler at length pointed out as the
club-house. It was one of those large and princely
structures which one meets with occasiopally in the
retired parts of a great city, of which the character and
the position seern so much at variance that it js difficult
to tell for what purpose it could ever have served, and
which stands, amidst meanness and obscurity & monu-
ment of the caprice of wealth or the fickleness of fa-
shion. The building had its front upon a narrow and de-
serted street, but the miassive marble steps and heavy
carnices which [rowned in the moonlight, gave it &
grand and imposing air. In the idlest mood you would
have paused before such a huilding to guess what its
history could bave been.

We entered, and passed through a lofty arched hall
inte a large back room, where we found twelve or fif-
teen persons sitting at a sopper-table. Mr. Tyler
brought me to a seat near one end ol the table, next to
a person with whom I had some acquaintance, and as
there was no other place near it went himself to the
other end of the room,

The apartment was a handsone one, well lighted,
and hung with pictures of a good deal of merit. An
open door at the end led to a library which appeared
to be elegantly furnished. I cast my eyes along the
table to make my observations on the character of the
company. Half a dozen of the number were persons
whom 1 knew, and all of them men of fashion and for-
tune; the othera had a gentlemanlike seeming, and the
assembly, upon the whole. was one Into which I could
not but.congratulate myself on finding entrance.

At this moment, however, I had no inclination to
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enter into the gayety of conversation which appeared to
be generally prevailing. My only consideration was
how I should escape with the least awkwardness, and
get home to read the letter which I had received from
my father. ‘My curiosity was strongly excited about
it, and I felt anxious to know what motive could have
dictated such a peculiar direction of secrecy and cau-
tion in receiving and reading it. The business which
it related to, might require immediate action, and every
moment that was lost might be of deeply unfortunate
consequence. I accordingly made up my mind to retire
from the table as soon as I could do so unobserved,
and make my way home as speedily as possible.

I turned to the person sitting next to me, and asked
him some question about the club. He told me that
the rooms were open at all times, and that the members
supped there every evening. A few minutes after, seeing
that the attention of the company was at that instant
engrossed by some peculiarly interesting topic of re-
mark, I rose quietly from my seat and left the room.

‘When I reached the street door, I paused for a mo-
wment to see if my absence was noticed, for I thought it
possible that Tyler or some other person might imagine
from my abrupt departure that I was ill, and might
come out to see what was the matter. As I stood there,
a person came into the door, and at the same time some
one entered the hall from a side room; the two men
met and spoke to one another not seeing me, for I hap-
pened to be hidden from view by the shadow of a mas- °
sive pillar in front of me. Ilingered listening to their
conversation from that sort of vague and mechanical
curiosity which one has upon such occasions, and until
I heard something that made me more than idly at-
tentive.

« Well, Morton, when did you get back ¥’ said the
person who came from within.

« I reached town about an hour ago,” said the other,
“ but without succeeding in the object of my journey.
I got to Stanley as soon as horses could carry me
there, but it was too late. 1found that Thompson had
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written to him, as we supposed-—at least I inferred so
from some remarks which fell from his lips, although I
couid get nothing from him directly. He either sus.
pected my object, or his general habits of prudence kept
him quiet. He is a sharp man, is Mr. Stanley: he de-
serves to have been a scoundrel. At night I made dili-
gent inguisition among his papers for Thompson's Jetter,
and found, by a memorandum, that it had heen sent off
that very afternoon, while I wag in the house, to young
Stanley here.. There was not more than a moment that
my eye was not upon him, but in that moment the mis-
chiel was done; an owl, you know, must cease ijts
watch, {o wink, and the brightest lamp will have its
flickerings, lmmediately I made this discovery, 1 set
off in the hope of overtaking the messenger who had
been despatched with the letter, but the same narrow
failure again awaited me. The man whom I pursved
did not arrive in town ten minutes before I did, and I
made my way immediately to Stanley; I should have
stationed myself in the house and obtained the packet
by some means or other, but unfortunately Stanley had
Just gone out, I suspect with Harold, and, as 1 suppose
the hearer of the letter must have met him in the street.”

“ Staniey,” said the other, * is now in that room.”

“Indeed ! I must tell Harold at once that he has got
that paper in his pocket a1 this moment, as [ have no
doubt that he has,” returned the other : « if he goes out
of this house alive, he goes without that packet;” and
the two men went together into one of the side rooms,
and closed the door. . :

The letter to which this person alluded was, of course,
the one which my father's servant had handed me, and
which, as had been conjectured, I had then upon my per-
son. What were its contents I could not imagine; but I
could not doubt the eagerness to possess it which sug-
gested so long a journey for that single purpose, nor mis-
undersiand the prineiple of action which prompted the
ferovious remark which last fell upon my ear. Knowing
that my absence would be soon discovered, and sus-
pecting that pursuit might be made, I ran as rapidly as

15°*
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possible, till I came up with a hackney coach, into
which I threw myself and ordered the man to drive me
home as fast as he could.

As soon as I had reached my own house, I took the
immediate precaution of having every part of it fastened
safely, so that T might be relieved from the fear of any of
those attemnpts to possess this mysterious letter, which
the unscrupulous anxiety of these persons might prompt
them to make, 1 then set down to examine the parcel.
The envelope contained a letter from my father, and
another letter directed to him. The latter 1 Jaid upon the
table. The letter of my father was as follows:

“ My DEAR SON,

“1 send you this letter and its enclosure by my con-
fidential servant, as the latter is of too much importance
to be exposed to the perils of the post. I counsel you
at the outset not to read them in any exposed place, nor
to suffer any one to touch the enclosed paper.

“ That paper relates to circumstances of much con-
cern to yourself and me. As you are prebably un-
acquainted with the facts to which it elludes, T will
briefly explain them to you.

“ You are aware that for a considerable part of my
life, and indeed up to some years after your birth, I was
the possessor of a large fortune, the whole of which
was subsequently lost to me. The circumstances of
that loss were these: at a time when from various
causes there was a general disposition among men of
wealth to engage in large monied speculations, and a
strong temptation to do so, I became acqualnted with
a Mr. Thompson, a man possessed of fine powers of
mind, and bearing a high chavacter for judgment and
Integrity. After a briefer knowledge, than prudence
would have sanctioned, I conceived a warm friendship
for him, and we became extremely intimate. An op-
portunity for a profitable investment of money in the
East India trade presented itself at this time, of which
Mr. Thompson was anxious to take that advantage
which his talents and-acquaintance with businegs would
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necessarlly give hlm : he was, however, not master of
capital enough to hope for much success. I at once
became responsible for him In a considerable sum,
which he adventured with good fortune, and from which
he reaped a large profit, The obligation on my part
was frequently renewed and always without loss, until
I gradually became involved to the whole extent of my
estate ; at which epoch Mr. Thompson euddenly be-
came bankrupt, and my whole fortune perished with
his schemes. Most of his indebtedness was to a single
person, Mr. Torrens, and to him my property was
transferred. Mr. Thompson soon after left the coun-
try, and till recently, I never heard any thing about him,

* Last night, the accompanying letter was put into my
hands. It is, as you will see, from him on his death-
bed, and confesses the fraudulent nature of the trans-
action by which I was stripped of my fortune. He, it
appears, was one of several persons who have for many
years been leagued together for the purpese of aiding
one another 'In their schemes; and I imagine that so
much genlus and so much depravity were never before
united. Most of these men are in the highest ranks of
society, and some of them are distinguished for charac-
ter and conseguence; and one or two are at this time
cccupying important situations under government. To
such men it is manifest that reputation must be as dear
as life, and the known possession of a secret like that
communicated by Thompson might be fatal to the un-
wary possessor. Torrens was one of these persons,
and of course, the obligation of Thompson to him was
fictitious. He states, as you will see, that his engage-
ments in commerce were undertaken at the suggestion
of Torrens, who seems to have been the master-apirit
of the company ; and that their sole purpose was to in-
volve me in the manner which I have described. These
men are still pursuing their plans, though the names of
noné beslde Torrens are mentioned. His mode of
apeaking of the incredible watchfulness and power of this
party, suggested the caution which 1 gave you at first,
respecting the secrecy to be observed as to this letter.
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There is not enough stated by Thompson to vindicate
my claims before a court of law ; he says, however, that
he has deposited other papers and deeds in the keeping
of his private servant; and it is quite important that we
should gét them hefore any thing is known or done by
Torrens or his friends. I shail take immediate steps
for finding out this person, and will let you know if any
thing is discovered. Meanwhile you cannot observe
too much cantion. Those whom we fear are probably
near you. '

« 1 offer you my congratulations on the prospect of
recovering these estates, which wil now be of very
great value. You will hear from me again as scon as
any thing farther has occurred,

“ Your affectionate father,
“ ATKYNS STARLEY.”

I took up the Jetter which was enclosed in this; it con-
tained little more than my father had stated, It said,
however, with great erophasis, that the men against
whom it gave information, were most formidable for
their spirit and ingenuity ; and that it was absolutely
necessary that entire concealment should be preserved
until the moment when all was prepared for action.
Thompson seemed to {abour under a feeling of the
deepest terror, and when I remembered that the dis-
cavery which he so much deprecated had already taken
place, I could not resist being a good deal agitated.

The surprise and alarm which these letters gave me
may easily be imagined. It occurred to me at once
that the person whom { had overheard in the hall of the
club-house, must be the Torrens alluded to by Thomp-
son, as he seemed likely to be ihe most interested of afl
In preventing the disclosures of that person. It was
clear that he had obtained intelligence of the sending of
this letter to my father, had reached his bouse before it
was sent off to me, and was now aware that it was In
my possession ;—circumstances which exhibited an ex-
tent of watchlulbess, and a promptitude of movement,
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which seemed to justify the highest opinion of hig talent
and energy, .

I had much to fear from qualitiea like these. What
struck me as the most inexplicable part of the matter, and
suggested very uncomfortable suspicions, was the fact
of these two men having been in the same house in
which Tyler and his friends were supping, and that
they should appear from their conversation to be con-
nected with them. Was it possible that any of that
company belonged to that party of which Thompson
spoke! These were grave questions. It was probable
enough that those persons whom 1 had encountered at
the shore, and who had robbed my friend Seward of his
money, were of this same party, and [ remembered that
I had overheard them express the intention of inveigling
me in the same manner when [ came up to town. Mr.
Tyler had shared Seward's losses before, and possibly
he might here also be the victim of this clab, and in-
deed might bave heen employed as the duped decoy of
me to this house. I sat for a long time pondering the
various conjectures which these and other considera-
tions suggested. There was a struggle to take place
which would probably require the exercise of all the
power which I could summon into action, as well as all
the ingentity of which I was master.

On the following morning this second letter from my
father was delivered from the post.

s« My pepar Henry,

“ When I wrote to you yesterday, I entertained a hope
that all the measures which we should adopt, might be
taken before any thing was known by those persons
whose craft and violence we have chiefly to fear, That
hope is disappointed.

« [ had just finished my last letter to you, and had put
it into my pocket with the intention of giving it to my
servant to bring to you, when a person by the name of
Harold was announced, and came into the drawing-
room where I was., He handed me a letter of introdue-
tion purporting to be from an intimate friend of mine,
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but bearing date two days after [ knew that he had cer-
tainly sailed for Europe. The moment I looked at it,
I perceived that it was a forgery. I said nothing, but
was of course strictly on guard.

“ My immediate suspicion was that he was one of the
gang of which Thompson's letter made mention, { saw
that at lcast he might be one, and knowing that no
harmy could result from acting vpon that conjecture in
negatives, I determined on the utmost caution in his
presence. He spent the day with me in delightful con-
versation, and such as might have routed many a sus-
picion, but I did not relax frem my purpose. | retained
my letter in my pocket until ate in the afternoon, and
then finding, for the first time, an opportunity of speak-
ing alone to my servant without suspicion, I gave him
my orders, and he set off without the knowledge of this
Mr. Harold.

* My cantion T knew was not foolish, and I soon found
that it was very fortunate, 1 retired at my usua! hour,
and having locked the door of my chamber I went to
bed, and soon fell asleep. At an advanced hour in the
night, [ was startled by & noise in the room, and wnke
up. A lamp was standing on my secretary, the light
of which was kept from my eyes by a screen which
had been lifted there from the corner of the room ; near
the secretary stond a man. Fortunately, 1 had waked
in the first instance without noise or motion, and soon
apprehending the state of the case, | remained still.
Looking guardedly over the top of the screen, I saw
that the person in the room was Harold; he was exa-
mining my papers. He turned over ail of them, and
at length took up my letter-book, in which I had noted
the receipt of Thompson's letter, and its having heen
sent to you. He nodded his head, laid it down, closed
the secretary, and having restored every thing to its
place, left the room and the houge. heard him descend
the steps, mount his horse and ride off. ! went imme-
diately into his rcom, and found on his table a note te
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me, dated sunrise of the following morning, and apolo-
gising for bis leaving me.

» That this man was one of Thompson’s former con-.
federates, that he had heard of his having written to me,
and that the object of his visit was to obtain some in-
formation on the subject, or, as is more probable, Lo get
possession of the letter, are circumstances which indeed
are very surprising, but pot on that account the less
credible. This letter which I sent to you, tells enpugh
to ruin the reputation of pergnns to whom unsullied and
unsuspected character is probably of great consequence;
no effort to possess it will probably be spared. [ send
you this instant information that you may be prepared
in any encounter with this person or his party., You
wjll be obliged to exert the utmost vigilance.

* ATEYNS STANLEY.”

This account completed and explained that of the
person whom [ had met in the entry the evening before,
and showed the error of my first notion that that wan
was the Mr. Torrens spoken of by my father. Une mys-
tery was superadded. My father spoke of this man as
bearing the name of Harold; the other mentioned Harold
as being at that time in the supper-room. How this
multiplication of names took place it was difficult to
imagine. That the visiter of my father shonl assume
an unreal name it was natoral to supposge : but to adopt
the name of another of his party, would serve no better
purpose than to expose his own. That Harold was the
true name of the person spoken of at the cluh, appenred
from the natural use made of it in this man’s confiden-
tial discourse, and from its being apparently understond
as the true name by the person to whom he spoke,’
This impossibility no sarmise of mine could explain.

I sat down soon after, and wrote to my father an ac-
count of what I had observed and conned. |1 pointed
out how accurate his suspicions were of the character
of his visiter, and how narrow and how focky had been
his escape from his vigilant energy; and I assured him
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of my willingness to co-operate with him to the extent
of my ability in his efforts to baffle these men.

That evening when I retired to bed, I placed Thomp-
spn’s letter under my pillow, that there might be no
possibility of its being stolen. When I awoke on the
following morning, it was gone.
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CHAPTER XIII.
"*There is a plessure in frank dialogue,

Where mind meeta mind in free and fall debate,

Meon may live years and never know the strength

Thal is in others or within themselves,

Sovraer.

I was sitting in my library on the morning of that
ddy, meditating upon the singular facts disclosed in the
letters of my father, and brought® before me in my own
recent experience, when Mr. Tyler entered the room.
Pleased with the visit of one whose conversation was
always interesting, I dismissed all memory of these
affairs from my mind, and prepared to, # cope him,” in
his learned inqniries.

A volume of Southey’s  Sir Thomas More,” was
lying upon the table. It is singular,” said Tyler, turn-
ing over one or two of the leaves, ** that such a man as
the Laureate should exhibit a disposition to believe in
ghosts; and, by-the-by, the inclination is not charac-
teristic of him, for unsophisticated as he is in respect of
feeling, few men are more boldly and sternly rational
in matters of belief. Probably a few writers with whom
the composition of this work led him to be conversant
at the time, had tinged his mind with a peculiar hue
when he penned these opening pages. In fact it often
happens with bookish men that their perceptions are
temporarily warped by some great writer with whose
effusions they have recently communed, and the opi-
nions expressed under such impresgjons are not 8o much,
their own thoughts, as the views of another, enforced
by their reazson.”

“ As a Christian,” said I, “ Mr, Southey might be -
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loath to disturb what is so intimately connected with
the religious belief of so many; as one would hesitate
to draw his bow against a serpent entwined around the
form he loves. As a philosopher, he might respect the
error which works in the cause of truth. Suoperstition
is the floating robe of religion, and, as of old, there is
often virtue in the vesture of the divine.”

“If you admit the falsity of the notion,” said Mr.
Tyler,4* 1 would oppose it, as [ would every deviation
from the strictest truth. It is the nature of error to ex-
pand. The admission of sma!l errors into systems of
truth has been the greatest enemy of truth in ail ages;
and the reason why right has never become trivmphant
and permanent, is that its defenders have not been
jealous of its connexions—have not sternly beaten down
the parasite twigs of faJsehood which delight to fasten
around it. Error is nepotistic, and wherever it enters
it brings in its whole family.”

« It seems to me,” said I, “that there are many
things besides those which address the intellect, that
tend to keep us on the side of virtue; and though there
be & cross of false blood in them, yet are they the adopt-
ed servitors of truth. Hnpes and fears, and memories
of suffering and delight, based, though they be, in fancy
and mistake, go to make up that mingled mass of mo-
tive by which preat principles of belief and acétion are
lodged in the human character. The mere intelligence
of various ages js perhaps the same, and their openness
to logical evidence equal; but their susceptibility to
hearty conviction, fo that robust persoasion which fixes
on the character, and transmules the nature to its own
likeness, is as different as the character of the times,
and that is as varlous as the institutions of the age.
Now, it is one thing to inform the mind and another to
convince the man; one thing to prove and another to
convert. The understanding may perceive an external
result, without the sense rendering assent to the con-
clusion or taking it home to itself as among the vital
entities of morat certainty. Bayle recognised, in geo-
roetry, the necessity of a certain resuit Aowing from a
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given promise, without yet admitting that result among
the tried conclusions and new data of his mental being ;
he comprehended the' proposition by his inteliectual ob-
servation, without any impression on his spiritual con-
sciouaness; he saw but he did not believe. This dif-
ference between impassive mental perception and ear-
nest moral conviction is alluded to by the Saviour
where he says * that seeing they shall nat see’ How
various is the persuasion of him who knows by rea-
soning that there i3 no danger in facing an assembly,
from his who knows it by experience! The openness
to logical influence depends merely on the natural intel
lect; but the mode in which conviction shall be im-
pressed upon the heart, varies with the feelings, the
perscnal experience, and the thousand accidental influe
ences which have visited the individual. The mere
mental acknowledgment of truth, especially of the truth
of religion, is certainly insufficient ; it is necessary to
go on and leaven the character with it. To do this,
different ages reguire different means; and what will
operate in one century will be Jaughed at in the next.
In one age, the ordeal—in another, the plague—in ano-
ther, the wonders of science—in another, ghosts—these
are the rude’ witnesses of truth, which strengthen be-
lief, not by enlightening the intellect, but by acting on
the moral conacionsness. Beneath the current of all
these varying impressions, stood the certainty of truth;
each of them was transitory—if you wlll, false; but
while they were the evidences of the truth to some, and
the reminders of it to all, they were in no degree the
foundation of it. They riveted popular faith, but were
neither the cause nor the proof of the justness of that
faith, And I find it a peculiar argument of Providence’s
being and appaintment, that while revolving Time has
exhibited in succeasion, phase after phase of man's min-
gled nature, it has never failed to bring upon the sur-
face some quality by which it might be open to impres-
sions leading to religion. When & . chivalrous apirit
was abrond in Europe, the times admitted of all its
ardour being incorporated into Christian zeal; when in
>
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the broad river of European thraldom, there started a
strong eddy of intellectual independence, the position of
things wasg such that it set in a direction to cleanse na-
tional faith: in an age of learning, the church was es-
pecially learned ; in eras of discavery, science haa beeir
found the peculiar guide of faith; in times of political
feeling, popular passion has burned towards divine
teuth. The last was an age of metaphysics, and then,
the nature and, construction of the mind were appealed
to, as evidence of God. Without pushing this observa-
tion too far, would it be unfair to observe that all the
experiences of all ages could not tend to this conclusion
of religion, unless religion were true; that all the rays
of light conld not turn towards one point, unless that
#oint were the centre} In objection to the admission of
things not wholly true, among the evidences of religion,
it may be said that {f we find weakness in what sup-
ported the faith of other times, future ages may over.
throw the foundation of ours; that the religion of the
poet who was converted by a sound of thunder in clear
weather, had in fact no apology at all. But the dis-
tinction which I have before alluded to will show us
that these things are not the demonstration but the
persuasion of a God, that they kindie devotion only be-
cause knowledge was there beforehand ; that the mind
saw before that there must be a God, and now felt that
there was one.”

“1 am afraid that all the evidence of God will, if
strictly examined, turn out to be but a supgester of
him. Awidst the heap of remembrancers of deity, and
the mass of cumulative probabilities of his existence, 1
have in vain looked for a clear and satisfactory proof of
his belng. It 1s a matter of little interest to me whether
there be & God or not; for if I were persuaded of his
reality, I would defy his power, 8til], as a matter of
speculative curiosity, we will, if you like, debate the
question of his existence., First, then, ‘God is a
spirit ;' spirit is a quality, and can, of ¢ourse, have no
Independent being, and you can form no idea of it which
is not more or less material; spirit, being immaterial,
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cannot have localily, for position is the relation of one
point to another, yet both residence and motion are the
scriptural predictates ol deity (—spirit cannot have pas-
sions, and so the Jogical framers of the arlicles declared
that he was * impartibilis, impassibilis; yet anger, love,
and jealnlsy are attributed to bimn—* God is love ;' love
is a feeling arising upon relation, and of course, he
could not have loved before any thing was created, and
yet he ig unchangeable; he is described as tender and
loving, and the misery of the world must make him
miserable; if he is infinitely merciful, he must always
pardon, and if infinitely jost, never; and the Christian
scheme does not reconcile the difficulty, because that
Christ shoald die for sin, the innocent for the guilty, is
not just.”

# That God is impossible,” said I, ¥ is no proof that
he is not true. Man's nature is an impossibility, and
he is constantly described as inconsistent and self.con-
tradictory, All those deviations from custom, which
the course of nature is daily exhibiting, are impossibili-
ties, yet facts.”

» Still,” said Tyler, « what external evidence is there
for the naked fact of his being?! By the argument of
natural theology, God is shown to be a satisfactory
theory; but the circumstance that an hypothesis ex-
plains all phenomena, does not prove the truth of the
hypothesis. In electricity, acoustics and light, there
are two hypotheses which equally solve all difficuities,
and clearly demonstrate that an hypothesis is not ne-
cestarily true. The negative argument from the same
source is eqnally fallacious. It is said that so curions
and splendid a world could not nefurelly exist, yet
God is more curious and more splendid, and he natu-
rally exists; it comes to that. It is as philosophical to
believe that the world is self.existent, as that God is;
the same argument that proves a creator of the world,
proves a creator of God. The notion of a deity only
shifts the difficulty.”

« I will freely admit,” said I,  and I believe that every
thinking believer will do the same, that the intellect can
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shed no light upon the existence and character of God,
and that the soul alone is capable of taking cognizance
of his being. And this consideration will perhaps show
how reasonable it is, when we follow intellect only, to
expect such contradictions and difficulties as you have
alluded to above. God may be viewed through a two-
fold medium ; firstly, as the mechanical creator of the
material world, and secondly, as a spiritual being, re-
cognised only by those powers which are capable of
apprehending and feeling spirit. In the former view,
he manifests himself only as agent, and when he is
sought through his works, it is as agent only that he is
to be discovered ; in the latter, he is scanned as a being
by the spirit and soul of man, and in this manifestation,
it is his qualities and essence that are sought and seen.
Any suggestions drawn from reason, which oppugn the
JSact of his being are entitled to regard; but those argu-
ments which you have derived from the knowledge of
the external world, and urged against any mode of his
being, are impertinent, for it is only through the con-
sciousness of the soul that we know aught of his na-
ture, and that consciousness reveals no contradictions.
Intellect is the instrument by which the first inquiry is
conducted, and we may accordingly conclude that
though intellect may think of God as external operant,
it has no eye to look upon his inward essence, for the
hints it gathers from nature do not extend so far; the
spirit permeates the inner world of spirit, and it only
can tell aught of the nature of God.”

« If intellect,” said Tyler, “ cannot prove the truth of
religion, on what do you found your faith ?”

“I am convinced of the truth of Christianity,” said I,
“ by perceiving its accordance with the fundamental .
form and native spirit of the soul. It is the truth of
our nature. It restores to order what was.confused, to
symmetry what was irregular, to peace what was dis-
turbed. Free from theory, it explains all phenomena;
armed with no persuasives, it prevails with all who have
heard it. Think of it, and it calms the sea of care;
tell it, and it stills the storm of passion. How promi-
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nent a topic is Peace, in the Bible and in the experience
of all good men! no other creed professes to furnish
it. Peace is the upright condition of the soul, and rel.
gion alone brings the spirit to this state; and what
truth save the apirit’s counterpart,—what fact save one
which had lain beside it since the dawn of eternity,~-
could accomplish this? On the other hand, the inherent
horror that belongs to wickedness,—the distress and
inward combat of the erring spirlt,—the strife of the
dark soul that knows its darkness,—the blind batiling
of the remorseless Justs,—the torturing tumult of the
giant passions, that can no more be steady than the sea
beneath a tempest,—the agony of that crime-fouled mind
which has become as a sea to which thought Is a
simoom, and memory a sirocco,—all force upon the
soul the conscicusness that vice is sin. From the
nethermost hell of Atheism comes the londest roar of
belief, and the last shriek of writhing despair is a
piercing yell of adoration. In the condition of them
that are without God in the world, the necessity of belief
is the most clearly seen. The livery of sin is less am-
biguous than that of virtue; the white garments of
purity may be sometimes soiled, but the dark trappings
of vice will never lose their duskiness. Behold the
minister of infidelity,—not one whose acts are penal,
here or after,—not one who dreads conviction, or is*
lashed by memory of wicked deeds,—but who yet is
wretched by the instinct of his spirit,—panting, dust-
dry,—ever striving, but seeking nothing,—restless, but
not from desire,—degraded, though guiltless. Con-
gcience seems to become another self within him, and
to perplex his spirit with a double personality. 1f snch
a man admits to his troubled thoughts the great idea
of God, the health of mind which will ensue bellef, will
show him that if God be not a fact, he is at least a truth,
When we reflect that in a well-ordered -unlverse, peace
must characterise a condition of right relations in things
and thoughts and actions, and that to the wicked,—
whether in his breast are rankling ambition's barbed
thoughts, or, whether stifled in lustful thoughts, he
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breath#s the atmosphere of hell,~~there is no peace, we
must conclude that such a system is false and unnatural,
On the other hand, tranguillity and health always belong
to gnodness; to fix the thoughts on heaven unhinds the
chafing bands of care and irritation, and draws out the
thorn of anguish from the wounded heart. *The ap-
proaches to virtue,” says Bolingbroke, *are all comfort-
able,” and in the new purity reﬁginn breathes around,
we find nothing strange or unnative; we feel that we
have but regained what we had Jost by birth. And
surely that thought which thas restores, not gives anew,
~—cures, hot changes,—which gives expansion to the
cramped limba and strength to the withered arm,—is
charactered with ali the might and majesty of heaven,
and bears the marks of Him whose breath revives,
whose garments heal. There be perhaps those who walk
the earth and bear no souls; but those who have, carry
with them proof of God. Why should man search
abroad and around him for proof of that of which he
carries the fullest revelation within himself. If those
who deny that sin will be punished, were to explore
their own feelings, they would find that sin necessarily
punishes itself.  All the great dogmas of Christianity,
such, for example, as that of the inability of man to be
operated upon by religicus impressions, after a certain
atime, which the Scriptures call the sin againat the Holy
Ghost, are known by daily experience to those who
study the passions. A psychological proof may also be
rendered of the natural efficacy of all the means of
grace which the Bible exhibits ;—the purifying nature
of .repentant sorrow,—the relief and enolhess and con-
fidence inspired by prayer,—the strength of faith,~—the
elevation of hope,—the heavenly-mindedness of charity,
Daubtless, through the promises of God Lhese are ren.
dereqd efficient means beyond their natural power; yet
thus far at least may human knowledge approve the
conduct of Almighty wisdom. Leaving these details,
the great fact, always acknowledged, that piety alone
confers happingss, seems to me proof of its divine de-
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scent, By few has thls opinion, connate with the ,
Psalmist’s sentiment, ¢ Thoun art z place to hide me in,’
been beiter worded than by the Italian poet, Flaminius,
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.

No tu beatum dixeris, oplime
superbo limine civium

Qui prodit hine et hinc caterva
Nobilium comitanta cinctus; -

Non #i forncis occupet Africes

- Quoicquid presitis conditur horrein,

Gemmasque lucentes, et auri
Possideat rntilos acervoe,

Nec illa felix, qui valet vmniam
Causas latontes cornere, sidern
Notare doctus, et profondas
Ingenio penetrare terras.

Bed tu bealum jure vocaveris
%ni mants purﬁ rite Deam colit,

jusque jusea ducit ampli
Di:r!ml grelioliorl. phs

Non ille vulgi gaudet honaribua;
Sod carus ipai Numinis est honos ;
Pro quo tuendo non recosat
Dedecorum genus onme forre.

Quin et relictis eetibus, urbium
Mans ejns allum tmnavolat wthera, |
Deique summi, celitumque .
Colloquio fruitur beato.

Celentis ergo jam sapientia
Plonus, periclis altior omnibus,
Quiescit in Deo, farentum
Despiciens hominum tumultua
. Sic praliantes @quore turgide
Ventos reducto montis in
Mirator, ot gaudet procells
Terribili proco! esse pastor.”

“ To the argument that man finds peace and restora.
tion in the thought of God and heaven,” said Tyler,
“ it may be replied that the thought of God has origl-
nally created the evil which it is afterwards called in to
heal. When the spirit hath been fancy-sickened by the
‘fear of hell, it likes to be fancy-giaddened by the hope. -

L] *
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¢ of heaven, Al inferences of deity drawn from feeling *
ubt assume the existence of spirit. 1 think that all
phendmena both of mental perception and spiritual im-
pression are easily to be expiained on the system of ma-
terfalism. " That a field of matter, within the eye of man,
should be endowed with a capacity of peing igppressed,
like a mirror, with the vision gf an external scene, which
visloft might be dormant or vivid according to the im-
pulses communicated from she rest of the frame, is a
postulate which reguires no attributes for matter but
those which daily experience perceives and admlts,
That these visions should be capable of being revivified
In a combination produced by their juxtaposition, or
their overlapping one another, is an assumption not -
more violent. Now, if you will mark the operations of
your mind, you will find that thoughts are always sen-
sible pictures; no ides, however abstract, occurs to
man in any other form than as & picture of & physical
and materlal scene. It is therefore no improbable con-
jecture that thought is nothing more than the combina-
tion of those pictures which the external world has im-
printed upon some organ within the eye possessing the
property of renewing these images on future occasions.
That thia ig the actual process of thinking, will be seen
upod attending to the operation for a few minutes,
whereby it will be found that nothing but places and
persons have occupied the mental observation; but a
ready test of the truth of my remark exists in the fact
that we oannot change the thought which is before the
niind without changing the focus of sight, which will be
indicated by a throb in the eye, and that we can keep
thoughts ont of the mind by keeping pictures in it, and
that we cannot Ipok distinctly at one object, and think
of another. Thia theory readily efplains the phenome-
non of dreaming. It is notorious that men dream when
they are not soundly asleep ; the brain is then sluggish,

- fhot torpid ; and attempting to call up the images that
lie wpon it, or to think, it merely produces a lagging
auccession of pictures, which, if it were active and

. ¢ awake, would be comblned into thoughts. Thus the
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menti§-portion of our nature i the result of the road.
tion of the surrounding world upon cur material framme,
and that which is spiritaal within us is the offspring of
that which was once physical around us.” |

I reply, » But how much is there in our nature which
we do.nofacquime! The intellect may be Supposed of
mundane growth, and all that goes io make up that
moral picture-book, the mind, may have been imprinted
by experience. But the heart has vitality and vigour
of its own., Place a man in new and interesting cir-
damstarces, and his thoughts are what they always
were: but strange and mighty feelings are always flung
forth from the abysses of his soul, full as the swelling
tide of the Propontic—forceful as the volleyed waters
«of the Nile-spring : a nature, pew even to himself, re-
veals itself; he is overmastered and swayed despite of
himself’; there is within him, what he can neither mea-
sure in the present,nor count on for the ffuture, If

there were naught in man but what he learns from the.
" world, how could he impart to the world that supra.
mundane interest; that vivifying hue and life, whic
makes the formal represenf the spiritual, and matter
stnks beneath its meaning. The poet looks on nature,
until, beneath the vesturing glory wherein heé robea the
soene, the earthly melts into celestial, and the landscape
dims into a formless*mirror of the gazer's soul. To
the feeling heart, the yellow morning, shadew-cold and
still: the eddying roar of purple noon; the crimson
sunset’s sleepy light; the cheerful evening, sergph-eyed,
home-dear; the fading pallor of the lonely night—all
are but patural hieroglyphics of passion. 1f gan be bot
regpiring matter, with no spark of the divine within
him, explain to me ghe mystery of love; explain the
dtln memories and the infinite longings which a ray of
beauty staris within him; explain the unbounded sense
that quickens into life as“we gaze along the orangs
splendours of the west, which wakKe an endle#s sigh
that if full-drawn would rend the fraine, Why Hoes
ﬁere rise and roll within the breast an ocean of excite-
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, war or look upon the sites of baitles, save that & chord
is touched within, that vibrates with the infinite.  When
Twillght, fainting on the bresst of Night, sighs forth
excess of love in one long burning blush that purples
all the air, why doth the lonely gazer's heart heave
with oppressive ecstagy or gush with a soft torturing
joy, save that to fill the large embrace of Nature, his
spirlt strives and fails. Where were the grace of life
without the glow of apirit? It is by the successive in-
fluences of hope and fear, and love and tears, that we
build ap our moral being ; and these sensations are the
natoral zodiac of the soul. What so Informs an idiot
mass of matter as to make it the emblem and repre-
sentative of the eternal and the divine, save the vivify-
ing and creatlve breath of spirit? Man, hurled into the
infinite exile of the all-material, lights up his cavern into
a temple of glory by the illumination of the fancy of the
heart; and arranges the disordered fragments of an un-
meaning chaos into mopuments of wisdom and altars
of divinity by the magnetic virtue of the instinct of the
aoul. If he cannot melt down all matter into Mquid life,
he opens great rifts and chasms in the sensible vault
around him, wherethrough the uiterior light gleams
gloriously. A lonely outcast in the regions of the pal-
pable, he fraternises with the dumb and the surd, not
by degrading himself but by elevating them, He calls
creation into brotherhood with himself by breathing
Into all things the breath of expressive being. He gives
a tongue to idle sounds, and a countenance to shapeless
forms. He makes the lines vpon the leaves the subjects
of a divine palmistry, and with Egyptian ingenuity, con-
strues the figures which the courses of the sun and the
moon mark out upon the sky, into hieroglyphics of
power and wisdom. He sympathises with the placid
moon that leans over the sky to smile upon his solitude,
and communes with the pale stars that tremble in the
silence of the infinite, A poet might almost think that
the varylng phases of sky and earth were appointed
only to gladden bis sensibility by the embrace of the |
beautiful ; for joy and awe and love unutterable are to -

-
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his ‘musing thoughts hourly exhaled from matter: yet .
these impreasions are charactered on the universe hy
the penoil of the spirit. Without the new-assorting har-
mony of spirit, where were the sweet relationships of
mother, sister, wife, that flower upon the stalk of life?
soft-palmed ,domestic loves and not harsh fears, em-
broidering being with its brightest blossoms? 1t is by
the answer of spirit unto spirit that Jove springs from
man to woman; it is by a sympathy of soul that the
branches of one’s consciousness extend within the bo-
gom of another, and there put forth their softest, fullest
leaves-—that the heart sparkles with affection azs the
objects of its love play around it. And it i8 only by the
quick-glancing light of love that the intellect of man ig
stirred with fire-like energy. Banish that spirit-born in-
fluence, and man becomes a stark, unpliant, matble-
visaged savage. He is unprimered in the dignity of
man, who does not know that the worthiest and the
sweetest portion of our being, is that which lles beyond
our bosom. When, by a leaping glante, two souls have
flashed into splendid recognition, thereafter there fioats
up through the lover's wind a shadowless eloud of cry-
stal brightress, and all his thoughts are toseate with the
light; he who has ever loved will never doubt his im-
mortality : and as well the prompting as the experience
of the feelings hinta this high conclusion. The provi-
dence of God hath not so opposed the judgment of the
sagacious head and the longing of the upright heart,
that the latter shall not be sanctioned by the former,
And the heart longeth for communion with spiritual
being. Being, it finds in the breathing matter where-
with it is encompassed, and spirit, it may apprebend in
the thoughts of the mind and the pictures of the faney;
but spiritnal being—that which feels as well as is seen;
which acts and reacts; which appreciates and responds
—can only be furnished by such unmaterial essence as
we believe God and his angels to be. The thought and
consciousness of pervading spirit, is the breath of the
heart’s being—the atmosphere which it breathes with a
deep gladness, and without which it pines and suffers.
¥0L. L. 17
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And all the occupations of the world are grateful in
proportion as they supply this craving of the soul.
That earthly love wherein the heart delights more than
in any mortal joys, is the freest approach to an embrace
of spirits. When fair,limbed youth plays in the fresh
rose-bowers of gayety and gambol, and his soul is first
spoken to through long, dark eyelashes, wherefore doth
his spirit tremble within him, save that he is homaging
a deep-veiled spirit? That affection is the parent of
the purest joy, and that ¢ no life is blest that is not
graced with love,’ gives proof, then, of the necessity of
the existence of spirit to the happiness of man, and
what is indispensable we may conclude exists. If we
would know how largely it must enter into the general
happiness of man, we hawe only to remember how sad
and cheerless has been the temper of our souls when
we have been much absorbed in the concerns of exter-
nality. From the drought of materiality, with what joy
of heart the mind escapes awgy to the inward infinite
of glorious thoughts and expands therein, bath-freshen-
ed and regaled—Dbreathing freely a more healthy fresh-
ness than the ocean air. The soul embarking on high
thoughts, is wafted on a smooth ocean by a swelling
breeze : and that ocean is rapture and that breeze is
ecstasy, and the haven of that voyage is the bosom and
the peace of God. No man, indeed, can long be a ma-
terialist in feeling and idea: to shut up within himself,
his consciousness and sympathy—a necessity induced
by that creed—is a suffocation of feeling, a choking up
of the vital being in an iron frame of anguish. His head
may defend and his tongue proclaim a mechanical
world, but his fancy still frames a spiritual universe,
and the river of his feelings channels a free outlet
through that vent. But the first moment that a con-
scientious atheist takes home to himself the hearty
realisation of his theory, and materialises his imagina-
tion, his hopes and his dreams, he will perceive the im-
possibility of his scheme: he will find himself fearfully
jailed up in interminable and maddening spheres of
cold, dead matter ; alone in a desert universe, his soul
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gasping after spirit. The misery of this conscious death,
this breathless life, will show him how alien to the
breast of man are those dull iron thoughts; and the
first moment of real conviction will be the last of pos-
sible belief. The materialist creates a world large
enough for the intellect of man, but where his heart can
have no room.”

«If the natural heart,” said Mr. Tyler, “so neces-
sgrily apprehends the existence of deity, how does it
happen that persons have often been found in savage life,
who have neither heard nor conceived the idea of God.”

“ The savage may know of Him by the inward re-
vealing of his spirit, without in fact being aware of his
knowledge. He does not think of God above him, but
of God within him ; the subjective feeling of his spirit
has never become objective to his imagination. Deity
is a presence familiar to his heart though new to his
understanding. He is so certain of it that he has not
thought of it—so assured of it that he has not remarked
it. It is a sentiment which lies at the foundation of all
his consciousness; it is the primal truth of his being;
the first and central apprehension of identity.”

“ Your principles seem to militate against one an-
other,” said Tyler. ¢ If the natural wants and instincts
of mankind thus forcibly suggest .the consolations of
religion, might not human ingenuity have discovered
them, and thus the establishment of Christianity not be
a ‘nodus vindice dignus? If such a work seems diffi-
cult, contemplate the genius of Shakspeare, and remem-
ber that Nature amid her infinite creations might once
evolve an intellect which should be to Shakspeare what
Shakspeare is to us.”

« Of course, a love for man and a desire. to elevate
his condition could not have been the motive of an im-
posture which commanded self-denial and privation, and
which committed to the hands of men such an instru-
ment of tyranny as the priestly power.”

« Certainly,” replied Tyler, “there could have been
no other motive to such a scheme than ambition, and
the pleasure of asserting the sovereignty of intellect, and



188 BTANLEY.

enjoying the consciousness of power: the wild delight
of ruling and enslaving nations.”

«If such must be the temper of the founder of Chris-
tianity, the impossibility of your suggestion is appa-
rent; for how could a man of that strength and fierce-
ness of temperament have ever discovered by the expe-
rience of his own spirit, those truths which are the dim
yearnings of weakness, and tenderness, and shrinking
pain? Look at the character of Christ as revealed jn
action and in utterance, as stamped upon his system,
and as displayed in his conduct, and tell me whether
such aims of callous ruthlessness could ever have visited
the finenesa of hiz gentle thinkinga; whether his heav-
ing tenderness of heart comports with the broad and
brawny spirit of a stern impostor. Could the sofi-eyed
dove of heavenly affection have nestled in a bosom
clamped by the iron paw of lion-like ambition? or could
wounded peace have dropped its lonely tear, and sighed
away its meek anguish, in a breast yell-fretted by the
instant baying of the hell-doga of selfishness? If he had
been a cold impostor, such sentiments as he gave utter-
ance to, could as little have been nourished in his bo-
som, or conceived by his intellect as the odorous jas-
mine could twine and blow arcund a pillar of fiery
steel. Nothing petrifies the feelings like ambition; for
it combines a rampant love of self with a ferocious hate
of others. No beatings of compassion has the heart
wherein are caverned out the winding galleried cham-
bers of deceit; nor lingers the shrinking family of pity
in a sou} swept by the riotings of the high carnival of
scorn. 8o far from triumphing over and enslaving the
weakness of man, his was & spirit hourly alphabeted in
the griefs of man, whose daily task it waa to apell out,
in lonely angunish, the slow syllables of mortal wo. In.
stead of exulting in mad gratifications of successful
genivg, he walked the earth in peaceful misery and pas-
sionless despair, ceaselessly descending the silent, end-
less staircases of gloom. You confound our knowledge
of the trinmph of Christianity with the condition and
prospect of the case in the lifetime of its founder,
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‘When you talk of the delights of empire, and of con-
scious power, you forget that the personal efforts of
Christ failed utterly of success, that not one ray of tri-
umph gilded the edge of all his labours. What self-
loving mortal’s eye would not have blenched in that
hour when all his followers forsook him and fled, ¢ and
no object met his gaze but a crucifix before him, and an
infuriated mob behind him.’”

«If the happiness of man,” said Tyler, returning to
the previous topic of our conversation, ¢ points to the
acknowledgment of deity, his power and dignity dis-
own so slavish a conclusion. The doctrine of the Scrip-
tures merges individual strength and independence in a
vague generality of idea, and drowns the human spirit
in an ocean-bath of fancy and feeling. The sentiments
and impressions which you have noticed are not wholly
unknown to my experience: for though I have harden-
ed myself in the conflict of the world, and the strife of
sterner passions has mostly put to flight the mild emo-
tions of the heart, yet often in the rudest energy of en-
terprise, and the most absorbing interest of effort, there
has come upon me a weakness and an agony which
prostrated the spirit before it, and I have wept in help-
less anguish for the blind and mysterious want of my
nature which was thus so darkly revealed. Nor has the
intimation thus furnished been disregarded. I have tried
to live in obedience to such knowledge,—~to humble my
heart to self-forgetfulness. I have striven to compel my
nature to serve and love. But it was impossible. The
sickly and unnatural tone it gave to my being was un-
endurable; and the glorious fulness of the joy with
which I returned to liberty and free defiance told me
that best became my spirit. Religion is a disease of
the mind; it is the offspring of a morbid heart, and a
visionary fancy. Will you call that natural to man
with which he never sympathises, save in the hour of
his sickness and suffering, and which is so opposite to
the demands of health and strength, that no motive has
yet been found sufficient. to keep him mindful of it in-
those seasons? Before that argument is admitted, you

’ 17t
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must prove that sickness and disappointment is the pro-
per and intended state of man, and that health and suc-
cess are errors of his being. If you would know what
are really the natural demands and instincts of the
belng man, look upon him fin that sound and integral
condition in which he may most honestly represent his
species; look upon him in the full spring-tide of health-
fulsiess and vigour, and in the fresh morning hour of
confidence and joy: not, when a crawling wretch, he
sickens at the light—and in those better moments, when
yot may most clearly write man upon his brow, he has
no need of God-—his nature pulses not toward that con-
clugsion. To argue from his state of feebleness and de-
jection, is as if you were to strike off one’s limbs, and
reason thence that Providence never meant that man
should walk. So convinced am I that the whole scheme
of Christian virtue is false, and that the suggestions of
that scheme are zlien to man's real interests, and de.
structive of his real greatness, that if I cannot explain
the facts of Christianity without resorting to superbu-
man power, 1 shall rather believe that the archfoe of
mankind has contrived this noxicus and enslaving
theory, and that the God of the Seriptures is the devil
of the universe. Man’s truest instinct is to his own
greatness; and when he retires within himself, and bide

.the pulse of selfish vigour throb its fullest, deepest, best,

then is he greatest, happiest; and in such blasphemy
there ia a deep religion, a loftier homage than by
prayer or praise. The creature’s glory glorifies the
God; and man, defying him that made him, and tossing
forth unfettered arms, sets fitilest forth the praise of him
he scorns. . The maintenance of our individuality, of
the oneness of our spirit, of the self-springing end en-
tire energy of being, exalts the dignily and enjoyment
of man; and this condition may not be where the
thoughts are floating through eternity, and faith is re-
viving consciousness, through endless space, and the
racy flavour of the'manly spirit is diluted in its own
immortality. In this case, believe me, there is no wor-

thier adoration than to scorn reliance, and na clearer

. *
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note of honour than the voice which execrates its mas-
ter. If consciousness of dignity, or the soul’s own gra-
tulation to itself, be a sure guide, man feels his strong
divinity of soul most when most self-reliant; and never
does the splendid creature glow more creator-like than
when his bosom boils with wild rebellion. The bright-
ness of the moon is fullest when it i3 most distant from
the sun. The Christian attains immortality by append-
ing his spirit to the eternal which is beyond him, and
the Atheist by developing the infinite which is within
him; the one draws God towards him, the other out of
him; the one triumphs over decay by annihilating self
in the all-inspiring, and the other by expanding it into
the all-comprehensive ; one marks his place in the ocean
of eternity as a ridge in the wide ripple of the outmost
surge, and the other as the centre whence the waves
begin: both are portions of God, but the one is the end,
and the other is the beginning. Thus it is that eating
of the tree of life, men become as gods; for God-created
man, uncreaturing himself, creates himself thereby into
a god. Such abold game is safe enough ; for annihila-
tion is impossible, and no suffering of body or of mind
can conquer the intellect and will of man. The theory of
feelings which you have set forth cannot be safe, for it
opens a wide gate to all the sacred blasphemy of enthu-
siasm; and indeed, if you will look over the world, you
will discover that almost all who hold the doctrines of
the Scriptures, combine with its broad principles some
foolish mysticism of their own, for the truth of which
they have the same inward and incommunicable-evi-
dence. Where will you fix the limit to the guidance of
feeling, if you do not choose to follow it till it makes the
rim of your hat as broad as the absurdity of its wearer ?
how will you distinguish between the feeling which is
natural, and the feeling which is morbid? The founda-
tion on which you rest religion, is, indeed, borne out
by the circumstance that beyond professional limits
none but women, children, and dotards are the clients ,
of devotion; go where we will, it is still the sickly
heart,or the feeble head, that is the supporter of reli-

»
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gion. But I must distrust a notion which requires as
" a preliminary for its acceptance, that we should stultify
that intellect which is the best and only guide to truth
which God has given us. You would laugh to scorn a
man who in any other affair of life, were to follow any
leader but reason; and it were strange if God had given
us a guide which could find out every thing except
himself.” ‘

«I must take leave to differ from you,” said I, “on
the assertion that intellect is always or generally the
best or only guide to truth. In questions of morals and
politics, in all that investigates the duties and relations
of man, I do not think that reason alone is a safe coun-
sellor. I hold that to just perceptions of great triiths,
there is necessary a joint action of the moral and the
intellectual frame. I hold that when intellect is divorced
from moral sympathy, its vigour is attenuated and un-
robust; that when it approaches the examination of the
principles of religion or policy, unaccompanied by a
sound and active heart, its perceptions are meager, its
comprehension puny, its conclusions fibrous. So highly
do I regard the natural prudence of an upright heart,
that I believe in all moral difficulties its suggestions are
the wisest, and in all political embarrassments its judg-
ments are the safest ; and, indeed, I have no doubt that
the feelings might be so educated that their logic in all
‘matters short of the barrenness of pure science should
be unerring. Ilook upon it that the promptings of a
fresh and unsoiled heart are the index and judge of the
duties of man; that the duties of man are correlative
with his interests; and that the duties and the interests
of man are the staple of all religious, moral, and politi-
cal sciences. Physical relations are the objects of mere
perception, and intellect is sufficient to discern and
measure them; but individual experience and feeling
are in some sort the data from which we educe moral
truth. The fitness of systems to the dignity, the peace,
_ and the satisfaction of the spirit of man is one great end
to be accomplished; and the spirit must be so nurtured
in gentleness and full expansion that it can take appre-
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ciant cognizance of the truths brought before it. Its
tone and temper must be healthy and vivacious, that it
may taste and see, gustet et videat, by personal trial
how they will be relished by the world at large. This
is the point; feeling enters largely into the nature of
men in general, and they require that the principles and
schemes which are offered to them should be such as
to gratify those feelings; and how can the statesman
or the philanthropist judge of the demands of such feel-
ings unless he cherishes them within his own bosom.
It has often happened that stern and impatient minds,
in despising feelings, have fatally forgotten to allow for
their existence. It never occurred to Napoleon that the
nation required some sort of religion, until he once found
himself compelled to tears, as through the silence of the
summer air, the evening bells of Brienne struck upon
his ear, and his youthful days came back upon his
heart: he then reasoned that if feeling was so strong
in him, its effect on others must be prodigiously great.
A sound heart devoted to truth will, though incapable
of ratiocination, rarely err in action. A man of that
sort will think correctly, though he may not be able to
prove his thoughts, and will act sagaciously though he
may be unable to tell why he acts so. To think justly
is very different from thinking brilliantly, and to think
wisely is above either. The first of these is always at
the command of a right intention; the last is insepara-
ble from a right frame of feeling. If you would know
how much wiser in their own day, and for their own
purpose, are the children of light than the children of
the world, contrast the success of George the Third with
the failure of De Retz, De la Rochefoucauld, or Olivarez.
George the Third could have given no logical reason for
the glorious and admirable policy which it is known
that he suggested as well as maintained. He felt that
it was honest, and he knew that it must be wise. The .
last conclusion of strenuous reason was the first sug-
gestion of a simple heart, and George easily reached by
the instinct of a right moral will, what Burke labori-
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.ously attained by the vast enginery of a splendid intel-
lect.”

*« ] am glad,” said Tyler, « that you admit that some
sorts of intellect ean find out the truth.”

“ When Burke reasoned, mind wrought not alone.
And it will invariably appear that those authors who
have established great and permaneng principles in any
moral science, have been men of a strong moral con-
stitution and of high moral character; and we cannot
help concluding that in that lay the true secret of their
strength. A distinction must be taken between those
studies which regard the relations of things alone, and
those whose subject, direct or collateral, is man ; in the
latter, science must always be tempered with conscience.
In the one you are, without any prefixed design, to
combine certain elements in due proportion, and let
them work out what conclusion they may ; in the other,
you have a definite object to acéomplish—the welfare
of man—and the deductions of your science must al-
ways be controlled with reference.to that end and in
subordination to, that intention. The subject of politi-
cal economy, as reasoned out by modern philosophers,
shows to what we are led by examining with the infel-
lect alone any system of which the interests of man
form a part. They have treated the subject as a pure
science ; they have taken up the elements and investi-
gated them abstractly—with reference to their capacity
and not their use; their separate magnituge and not
their combined and relative importance; in reference to
their qualities and not their objects; their nature and,
not their ends. They should have assumed the national
prosperity and domestic welfare of gen as the centre
from which their inquiries should begin, and the axis
around which their interests should revolve; and in-
stead of running out the topic of riches into a lank and
starved science, they should have seen that to give such
elongation and extent to one subject was inconsistent
with the subordinate and limited station which it must -
always hold in the mosaic platformof man’s infinitely
varied and complex waats and duties. In place of tra-
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_cing a circumference and fulfilling a circle, they have
prolonged a radius and analysed a line. They have
made a system of what was barely a science, and up-
dertaking to construct a house they have exhausted
their means in finishing one of the chambers. In the
great cyclopedia of human &and worldly interests, the
only,article which they have written is that of the sci-
ence of wealth. From this difference between the com-
pleteness of this science in itself, and its inadequacy to
the purpose to which it is applied, arises the diversity
of contempt and admiration with which it has been re-
garded by different persons. For my part, while I
think that the objects of the science are very small, I
think that those objects have been treated with singular
intelligence and skill; and that when the matter is
more coolly examined, it wilkbe seen that the modern
science of wealth is a small, but very complete, depart-
ment in the great and noble subject of true poLITICAL
economy. To declare that the puny science now called
y -this name fulfils the measure of the social and po-
litical wants of man, or was a sound and sufficient
scheme of national policy, were as foolish as to assert
that salt is the only and adequate food for man, or to
insist that a house can stand upon one pillar at the cor-
ner. The great Frederick said well that to confide the
govetnment to the hands of an economist would soon
bring the country to ruin; for politics is the science of
national welfare, and to-attain this mixed result we must
combine thé thqgsand minor sciences that treat of his
welfare in particulars; we must weave one interest
Wwith another and interlace a score of opposing pur-
poses ; and we must always remember that inquiries
are to be cultivate@not in proportion to their difficulty
or curiosity but to the extent in which they advance
the real interests of men. The cause of the error of the
economists, to return to the outset of my remark, is
that the intellect has grown masterless in construction
of the means, while the heart has slumbered in oblivion
of the end ; the principles of things and not the inter-
ests of men- have been their guide ; they have been

.
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phl]OSDpth rather than philanthropic. I have often been
carrled away by the fascination which’ there is in fol
lowing out the creative principles of intellectual sii-
ences; but I have always found that such extlusive de-
votion to the combinations of the.mind, dwarfed the
moral being and stunted the moral energies; 1 have
found that it was as unholy &s unpgofitablg ; that not
only was power wasted, butthe p ns of pride and
selfishness cultivated, and love and considerateness
destroyed. For the heart is a thing teeming with life ;
If it be exercised in openness it will be clustered with
glad fruitage ; if it lie dankly in the shade of a stern in.
teliect it pullulates with poison-knobs. The true remedy
for this mad passion of the mind-—this fierce intoxica-

" tion of the intellect-—is to commune with the promptings

of the moral sense—to Msten to the ulterior truths it
tells of duty and of desfiny—and to be calmed and in-
vigorated by the fresh freedom of a healthy heart. If
we bear in mind that evi! i3 but a mistake, and that the
oblivien of the suggestions of feeling in combining the -
data of moral judgment must certainly conduce to error,
we shall see the truth of Milton's observation, that sin
sprang from the head of Satan.”

# Az respects those sciences of which the first and
chief requisite is, that they should be suited to man's
feelings and adapted to be popular,” replied Mr. Tyler,
« the data and suggestions are certainly to be furnished
by the heart of the framer; bat the combination of these
data and the execution of these suggestions is the pro-
vince of reason alone. On that sea, then, the fintel-
lectual all-in-ali,; sails without a breeze and without’
maps. In regard of politics and private conduct, the
success which you connect with the promptings of a
just Intention, is true merely by reason of that orlginal
and appointed conhnexion between the purest truth and
the highest wisdom which the experience of time has
attested by a proverb, and which holds so extensively
as to have led many to the conclusion thal the princi-
ples of morality were the deductions of convenience.

But when you go on to make apiritnal conscionsness
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and inward revelation the evidence of religions trath,

you rest the proofi of your creed upon an assurance
which all ;the opposing creeds of Christianity equally
possess and appeal-to, and which is the foundation of
the faith of the Mohammedans and Brabmins more

satisfactorily than of yours.. When you declare that -

the happindss wiffgh the .acceptance of revelation pro-
duces, demonstrates its divine origin,—you establish a
principle which gives divinity to every day-dream of
the youthful heart—to the visions of the Socoffee—and
the reveries of neologism and poetry. If, then, you
leave this dangerous test, and say that. the general ac-
ceptance of the truths of the Bible among men, esta-
blishes its claims, either as evincing their natural and
constitutional inclination towards it, or as showing that
the protection and support of the Almighty was in its
favour, 1 shall reply that the professors of Islam, or
either of the sects of the Hindoo religion are more nu-
mierous than the foliowers of Christ-=that the religion
of Mohammed was propagated with vast rapidity, and
in many instances against the course of conguest—and
that in those pations in which the cross has counflicted
with the crescent, the former has been wholly subverted.
If you refer to the miracles of Jesus, I will say, upon
the one hand, that other miracles which you do not he-
lieve are equally well attested with his, and, on the
other, that since Christ himself has said, that ¢ there
shall arise false Cbrists, and false prophets, and shall

show great signs and wonders, insomuch that, {if it were.

possible,) they shall deceive the very elect, that can
neither be, nor be designed as, a test of the truth, which
belongs equally to the true and the false; and this avill
bring us to that doctrine of Bishop Warburton, which
Coleridge, according to his eustom, has plagiarised and
disguised, that from among those prophets who have
supported their claims by miracles, we must choose
him whose doctrines are most consonant to the nature
and conduct of God; but, in order to escape the con-
tradiction and inconsistency which [ discovered in the
nature and qualities of God you were obllged to declare
voL. L 18
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that we could form no notion of his properties from the
material world, and even if we waive this admission.g
will appear that, while; all miracies must demonstra
the attribute of power, any given one must satisfy either
the attribute of vengeance or of love, both of which are
equally predicates of his nature. Upon what support,
then, Christianity will leant { am at a lgas to discover.”
“Nothing,” said 1, willing to change the converzaticn,
“js g0 unprofitable as religious discussion; and we
differ $0 much as to oy .data that it is not surprising

+ thet we do not agree in our conclusions. But if, as you

bave ackbowledged, politkal and social truth is not
reached by the intelldet alone, but is approached by
‘two coursers of:etherial race,’ I cannot help thinking
that the prédominance which in this country is given to

. wathematica! studies in the education of youth, is un-

favourable to their best advancement in future life.”

“ 1 am inclined 40 douht,” said Mr. Tyler, * the bene-
fit which ang- discipline in the art of reasoning or any
analysis of the processes of demonstration wilk produce

« upon the mind, because I think that in the bustness of

life, conclusions are linked to premises, rather by the
instinets of taste, habit, and a thousand other indices of

truth, which become blunted by the strong jealousy of
Fasurping reason. As & means, however, of cultivating

the intellect for that high daty which will befal it, I con-
sider mathematics as a study of little value as compared
With moral logic, and in fact I think that it is often in-
jurlous to the ‘practice of the world. Mathematics is
concerned with relations anly, and has no regard to the
nature and qualities of the things related ; whereas, all
.the gredt problems in life are the ana]yms of qualities
and the determination of factsa, The data of the mathe-
matician are fixed and known ; the basiness of the poli-
tician and moralist is to fix his data, the reasoning upon

= them is a much smeller matter ; so that the buqness of

life ends where mathematica begins.

# Moreover, the axioms of mathematics are not axioms
of general truth; they are derived from the considera-
tion of form and quantity, and it does not follow that
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what is true of form and.quantity is true of moral prin-
les or of human motives. Whenever you can asho-
tate forms and quantities, meehanically convidered, in
any one respect, in relations of equality or predomi.
nance, you can associate them iw all; that is, if a is
equal to b in one sense, it is equal in all; in other words,
mathematics cogtemplates ings id only one relation.
But in morals, tblngs are considered and compated by,

their categories or quahtles, whereof each thing has -

many, according to the view.gnd purpose in referenge

to which the thing is looked at ; whdt s affirmed of a,

thing in contemplation of ome category is not true of jt
in respect of another, nor true *fn respect of that cate-
gory in reference to all considerations—as, human,
divine, individual, social, These are distinetions whigh
mathematics misses, and if the geometer Measons gene-
rally with the habits of his seience, he will fall into error.
Thus, the position, that two thingg being equal to a
, third are equa! to one ancther, may be tgne unwersally
'if we define « equal’ with absolate strictness, but, in use,
will éonstantly lead to ¢he logical fatlacy of an undis-
tributed middle term ; and if you will examine the logic
of a mathematician you will find the error of & non-
distributed medii very often committed. Another mathe-
matical axiom which is not true in the scope of generd
reason is, that all the parts taken together are equal to
the whole. This is not always true of physical science,
and is generally false in morals. It is not true in cly-
mical combination, and the instinct of & chymist’s mipd
would be to deny the axiom ; if ¥ not necessarily true
that if two motives separifely have given values, those
motives united will have a value equal to their gum.
Davenant has shown that the price of eorn is not pro-
portionate to the size of the crop; and in truth there
seems to me no fixed relation between them. I might
‘name to you many other principles of mathematicak
science which are not true beyond the bgundaries of
that science. In truth, mathematics is a composite sck
ence, like mechanics and electricity, and not a funda-
mental exhibition of reason; it is logic applied to the

-
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sciences of form and quantily. Analyse any demon-
stration, and you will find that it consists of certain ob-
servations of the senses respecting form, applied by
means of the syllogism. The onty reasoning in the
acience is logic; and therefore I hold it better to go
back to pure logic, and Imbue the mind with that which
is really fundamental. There is danger that the mathe-
matician will mistake the axioms of his science for the
principles of reason, and will apply universally what is
true only of a particular system. If, however, he dis-
criminates between the general and the partial, and
looks in all other sciences for those peculiar axioms
which belong to it, and carries from his own study only
the skiil in applying them which he has there learned,
there remains the fear lest the habit of his mind has be-
come so much warped and straitened by contemplating
ope set of truths, that he cannot freely deal with those
which are essentially different. The custom of being
conversant with forma and quantities gives to the mind
a formal way of regarding and combining principles—
a habit of rigid juxtaposition which the vacillating and
unsubstantial elements of moral and mental science
will not admit of. The great problems of Jife require
the reconcilement of a variety of agents and interests
. «by a constant system of mutuval compensation; we can
very rarely rest in a result furnished with reference to
merely one system of causes and consequences. Now,
mathematical training induces a man to contemplate
one set of data strictly and extensively, but does not
qualify him to obtain.a simple result from composite
causes. Hence, the mathematician is competent to judge
well of the tendency of one principle, or the resolt of
one agent; but {o invent and to examine that which
will suit various and opposing requisites, is hardly
within the scope of the chalk and the black-board:
While the statesman fs devising a measure of policy
which is to gratify the pride of one, the interest of ana-
sther, and the prejudices of & third, the pig-headed alge-
braist is proving that a different scheme must be framed
in order to fulfil completely any one of these objects,

-
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We constantly see results anticipated by the prophetic
eye of political wisdom, which strict reason could not
aduce, and we see schemes of conduct devised by some
happy mental instinct, attaining their purpose in the
end, which when stated were almost demonstrably in-
efficient. In these cases thereis a system of compen-
sation ; a blunder of too much here is rectified by one
of too Iittle there, and the confusion of contending forces
works out the directness of a right resultant. The.
comprehensive generalisation of Napoleon could rarely
satisfy with a reason the bigoted scrutiny of that great
analyst who ° carried into the cabinet the doctrine of
infinitesimals.’ ”

“ One of the advantages whlch mathematics has in
the present time,” said I, « is its tendency to check and
chill the airy dreams of modern philosophy; dreams
which are harmless enough in religion and metaphysics,
but which are of fatal influence in political action. I
should regard as a general blessing any thing which
would dispel the heated visions of specwdlative reform,
and arrest the progress of revolution in Europe.”

« 1 look upon the spirit of ¢hange as already crushed
in the old world,” he replied, “and the destiny of Eu-
Tope as settled for the next century in favour of con-
servatism. A few clear heads and strong hands on the
continent have shown what an empty delusion is the
spirit of the age; and the governments of those coun-
tries seem to be resolving themselves into great military
establishments—a form of polity which I very highly
approve. In England, there never was the slightest
ground for thinking that. principles so unnational as
those of radicalism, would eventually succeed; for,
there, patriotism is toryism—for as far as either the head
or the heart are concerned, the institutions of the coun-
try are the country. In America we have long suffered
under a moral absolutism, and our experience has shown
that a democracy is merely one of the forms of despot-
ism; but the facility with which this people is rhoveds
in masses affords a fair prospect of the speedy establish-

( ment of a formal monarchy. In fact, nothmg is so idle
18 %
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2as the hope of liberty. Men love despotism. They
cannot exist without a thraldom of some kind. In all
conditions and under all circumstances they will carve
out a tyranny for themselves. And this delight which
men take in fixed and firm control, arises, in part, from
. the native inclination of the heart to serve and look up
—in part, from its weakness, and its impatience and
hatred of care and responsibility—and in part, from its
instinctive fondness for that which is certain, unchang-
ing, and may be calculated upon, and which it may
cling to amid the fluctuations of feeling and the vacilla-
tions of opinion. In action and in speculation; in the
conflicts of danger and the confusions of opinion; in
science, philosophy, and literature—men habitually look
for that ruler who is firm, stable, confident, and com-
posed, and to him they take their oath of fealty. It is
the idlest foolery of babyhood to expect equality before
the world has been emancipated from the slavery of the
passions, and the power of intellect has been effectually
abolished. In politics you will always find that the
clearest and simplest principle of action is that which
draws the mass toward it, while those rules of conduct
" which are perplexed or complicated are never cordially
"embraced. Hence, in ancient establishments, loyalty
is likely to be the predominating sentiment, and in times
of excitement if you can stave off the first assault of a.
restless mop, the people will come forward to the rescue.
In democratic constitutions, personal attachment is the
easiest and clearest guide, and will probably be the
controlling power in the nation. A polity whose plan
contemplates that the multitude should think, and rea-
. son, and take intelligent conclusions, must needs fail.
For, a nation, a mob, and that class of persons who,
being at the head of the latter are at the heart of the
former, can very well comprehend one idea, and indeed
they never act vigorously except in executing an idea;
but they can never put two ideas together.”
“ Your remark is just : and it will generally be found
that that party prevails in the commonwealth whose
purpose is the simplest, and whose guiding principle
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may most easily be reduced to a maxim and a watc
word. No scheme of policy which embodies more than
a single idea can ever be popular or national, and in
truth such a system will rarely be right. Hence, the
theories, or complex ideas of the economists are neces-
sarily unpopular; and perhaps this very complexity
makes them false, that is—in the only sense in which a
polity can be false—unsuited to the nation.”

“ What a splendid nation America would become,”
said Mr. Tyler, «if some great man were to place him-
self at the head of the government, who should have
spirit and the power to strike from the body politic the
dull cancer of democracy, and revive that soul of manly
freedom which the elder statesmen of our country
breathed into the constitution, and who could perceive
the mighty difference that there is between a great na-
tion, and a great collection of individuals. It is the ten-
dency of democratic principles to destroy nationality,
and to reduce society to the ¢ dust and powder of indi-
viduality ;' it is essentially a separating and a selfish
principle ; “its guide is personal, and not public interests ;
it is a principle, which if introduced into society, would
reduce men to the level of the infamous, the sensual,
and the malignant. But if a man of genius and enter-
prise attains the highest office, and banishes this bane-
ful meanness from the counsels of the country, and
gives full developement to the great resources of the
nation, we shall behold the noblest spectacle of public
greatness that the world has ever seen. I want no
change in the principles of the constitution, or in the
character of the people or the times; the republican and
revolutionary doctrines of the age, if freely and fairly
carried, will, I am persuaded, give a noble result. Men
who have drawn their maxims of political reasoning
from the states of the old world, have never rightly
comprehended this new spirit as exhibited in our land.
I admit, that liberal sentiments displaying themselves
under the constitutions of hoary monarchies, must work
unmingled evil; for they find nothing connate to their
fashion: but in a young, unfettered, ever-moving nation,
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the consequences are widely different. The whirlwind
that passes through a city, demolishes dwellings; the
storm that sweeps over the moor, only purifies the air.
As the ragings of the unchecked sea still have their law,
and the blast of the volleying tempest moves through its
appointed path, so there is there a reasoning method in
the wildest madness of popular freedom. The unbridled
license of democracy will work out a conservatism of
its own; and with all their tossings, the waters will
still pursue their channel. There is a notion abroad
that the extension of the stern and severe habitudes of
the age will banish the gentleness of sentiment, and the
delicate interest of poetry. Nothing is more false: they
will only give them vigour and robustness; as, of old,
from the foaming sea sprang beauty, so from the dash-
ing tumult of politics and trade there will be flashed
forth a splendid energy of poetic interest. Those who -
have been accustomed to see a principle embodied in
one form, may not easily remember it when it appears
in others. They who have seen poetry dreaming along
the still and crystal-misted valleys, may not recognise
her in the gray-robed spirit of the storm. She can gird
a sword upon her thigh, as well as slumber in the wav-
ing shade. In the trumpet’s roar, and in the rush of
armies, and in the dust and din of bare and iron effort,
there is poetry. Force, and life, and action are the home
of her dwelling.”

“ Doubtless, the throes of republican excitement will
produce men who will rank with the mighty statesmen
of times past. Almost the only specimen that we have
yet had of the great men of democracy, is Napoleon. 1
mean, that, while the qualities by which the old race of
politicians succeeded were such as could not have been
triumphant except in a monarchy, the elements of Na-
poleon’s power were such as a democracy-best fur-
nishes. This much we may foresee, that the great men of
our country must be something more than diplomatists;
for the great men of our land must appear at the head
of the government, and that is not the proper post for a
diplomatist, as that station requires respect-producing
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energy and dignity, rather than sagacity ; he should be
the second man, controlling the first. His place, then,
is in a monarchy, and not a republic; he should be
prime minister, and not president. Hence, if the diplo-
matist of a ruling party ever be seen at the head of
the administration, his failure may be confidently pre-
dicted.”

“The source of the popularity of Napoleon,” said

Tyler, “ and of all those who have been the demigods
of a multitude, lies in their activity ; their restlessness ;
in their always doing ‘something; in their always ex-
citing and interesting the people; and constantly afford-
ing them something to talk, and think, and dream about.
Such high and stiffulating scenes as these men unfold
to the nation, produce a mental intoxication. You may
observe that vices and passions enslave mankind in
proportion to the degree in which they fill the imagi-
nation.”
. “ There is something,” said I, « extremely interesting
in the characters of those churchmen who mingled in
the politics of Europe from the fourteenth to the seven-
teenth centuries, and showed to what intense force the
human spirit may attain when it throws aside all the
distractions of petty passions and interests, and conse-
crates its energies to one great purpose. Never has
the power of the human intellect, or the might of the
human will, been more augustly eminent.”

“ The history of those men should teach us that
power is the offspring of purpose, and that success at-
tends on resolution. The contemplation of these men
placing themselves at the summit of greatness by the
might of a stern determination, and carving their way
to influence by the resistless force of firm intention,
stirs us to the strength of great designs, and nerves our
energies with strenuous vigour. We realise in their
history the picture which has been drawn of one of
those fixed and self-reliant men, whose purposes ¢ ne’er
feel retiring ebb,’ but the ¢ compulsive course’ of whose
unslackening efforts keeps due on till it attains suc-
cess. ¢He willed it, and became it. He must have
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worked hard ; and with tools, moreover, of his own in-
vention and fashioning. He waved and whistled off
ten thousand strong and importunate temptations; he
dashed the dice-box from the jewelled hand of Chance,
the cup from Pleasure’s, and trod under foot the sorce-
ries of each: he ascendgd steadily the precipices of
Danger, and looked down with intrepidity from the
summit ; he overawed Arrogance with sedateness; he
seized by the horn and overleaped low Violence; and
he fairly swung Fortune round.” It is in the power of
all men to accomplish the same great end; for there is
nothing in the universe of mind or matter that does not
obey the talisman of a strenuous will. To be, we have
only to resolve. Determination creates ability.”

«] cannot but think,” said I, « that there are natural
differences in the intelligence of different persons. You
- shall see two brothers going hand in hand through the

same circumstances of education and experience, and
turning out very differently. There must be a variety
in the substances, when the same light makes the ruby
red and the sapphire blue.”

« Sir, you are deceiving yourself by a material simile.
The brothers are not exposed to the same circum-
stances. Upon the mind of one of them there has fallen
perhaps, in early youth, some pregnant seed of thought,
gathered from some casual discourse of graybeards, or
caught from some greeting in the streets, and that has
dwelt there silently, and taken root and grown into a
branching tree of principles and purposes, to which the
other is wholly a stranger. If there be any native dis-
tinctions in the minds of men, they consist in the dif-
ferent dispositions to be great, and spirits to dare great

. things, which they bring with them into life; for I am
convinced that there is none in the degrees of their un-
derstanding. Byron wrote, at twenty, no better than
you or I could have written; but if he had been natu-
rally gifted with genius, the proportion of his éminence
during his minority and after it, must have been the
same. To say that his genius was not developed during
his boyhood, is idle; for if the power was there it must
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have shown itself. Suffering, passion, and an intense
desire to be great, generated in him the ¢ faculty divine.’
Chatterton had fathomed the source of his own ability
when he said, that man is equal to any thing, and that:
every thing might be accomplished by diligence and
abstinence, and that God had sent his creatures into the
world with arms long enough to reach any thing if they
would bear the trouble of extending them. That the
human character may be transformed, as well as the
human intellect advanced, by the force of ardent reso-
lution, may be attested by the history of the Great Fred-
erick, * qui, né facile, se rendit severe;' by the life of the
greater Mirabeau, who passed from extreme suscepti-
bility to rude insensibility.”

«If 30 much is within the scope of personal effort to
accomplish, there must bé some grievous error in the
popular systems of education,” said T; “ for such results
are but rarely elicited.” ¢

« In madern schools, there is too much instruction,
and too little education. We should educate the intel-
lect, not load the memory. -We should inure the mind
to exertion, to steadiness of observation and quickness
of action; we should make it ¢ Prompt, intrépide a I’at-
taque;’ send it forth, not with the cumbrous armour of
knowledge, but with the stygian dye of inward strength.
Boys are recommended to cultivate a taste for reading,
and many respectable writers have extolled its benefits:
I think nothing is more hurtful. Of reading which is °
read for the -pleasure which it affords, but little is re-
membered ; and the time is wasted, the judgment en-
feebled, the passions stirred without any action upon
the intellect, and the fancy filled with idle, and therefore
harmful visions and aspirations. The tone of the mind
thus habituated to receive the chewed food of another’s
thinkings, is weakened ; and the intellectual and moral
energies are spent in the unreal regions of memorising
fancy. Men, so educated, drone away their days over
their books, and sit soaking their intellects with the
moist conclusions which others have distilled. The
mind, instead of being made strong and agile, is laden -
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il jt staggers under the weight ; and on that field where
the pimble spirit of a war-horse is required, it appears
baggagedurdened with the pannlers of a mule, If read-
ing were accompanied by that keen and ever-ﬂashmg
acrutiny of criticiam necessary to make it profitable, but
few would be eager to cuitfvate it. Book-threading fs,
I grant, & delicious amusement; but all serviceable ex-
ercises are laborious, and most easy onfes injurious.
As the matter now goes, I regard reading and revery
83 the opium of the mind.”

“Your system,” seid I, “agrees pretty closely with
the advice of Lord Bo]ingbroke. that men should not be'’
taught what to think, but how to think. By-the-by, I
am amazed at the neglect into which the writings of that
great philosopher have fallen. If there be a life in wis-
dom, or a soun) in wit, or in sentences of magic beauty
a force that makes itself to be remembered, his fame -/
should never have passed awa$ from the earth. There
was that, both in his character and in his geniug which
addressed posterity, rather than the present, and yet his
distinction died before him.”

“ It is indeed lamentable to see,” sald Mr. Tyler, “to
how mean an influence of priestly prejudice his renown
has been succumbed. His reputation, like his persom,
has been devoured by worms. But I cordially unite
with you in yielding the profoundest homage to his
greatness, Of all the lords of mind, none hath a larger
state or loftier pace than he. - The whole frame of his
intellectual exhibition ts marked by a grandness of con-
ception, a majesty of mind, that is as rare as it is de-
lightful ; the natural high utterances of one that breathes
a superior atmosphere of thought to that of ordinary
men."”

“He is the only infidel derider of man,” said I, “ from
whose writings you come exalted, ennobled, and with
added vigour in the cause of virtue. The most gene-
rous believer might read Bolingbroke, and in the spirit
of his sentiments find nothing alien to the high hopings
of the Christian heart. He Jooked on man with the
scow! of a demon, and on truth with the amile of a

]
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seraph. His intellect was brilliant, though disordergd 3
splendid, though erring ; bright, but blasted. The gorge-
ous structure of his philosophy.is riven to the- fbunda-
tion; but genius always commands our sympathy, for,
¢like the temples of the gods, she is venerable even in
ruins.’ I have never read Bolingbroke without a feeling
of deep melancholy § so’sincere and elevated are his as-
pirations, so vain and errabund his theories. He often
seems to feel the hollowness of the portion which he
had chosen, but there abides within him a native nobi-
lity of soul, an inherent dignity of character, which for-
bids the vanity.of regret or the weakness of a groan.
We find in him'rione of those fretful and deep repinings,
whereby Byron hourly showed that the load which he
had assumed was too heavy for him, and daily crushed
him to the earth ; nor, on the other hand, do we see that
weither the wild revelry of the feebler children of perdi-
tion, or that rigid calmness beneath®which the arch- .
apostateswveiled from his peers the burning anguish of
his soul/ but rather the sad cheerfulness and vain hope-

_ fulness of one that did not feel that all the fault was his.
Towards the regions of moral truth he often turns a

- gightless eye; but the placid countenance tells that the
blindness was not wilful. He reminds me of a benight-
.ed fisherman, who, to join his family on shore, makes
his way cheerily over the ice with pole and push, and
dexterous leap; not seeing that the field which he is
crossing is detached from the land, and is drifting away
to the solitudes of the midnight sea. Though he shivers
by the flickering bonfire of deism, he utters no com-
plaint ; though he wanders through the sands of barren
and irremediable error, he never quits the philosophic
dignity of the flowing robe and burnished ring. His
step along the paths of infidelity is like the tread of
Vathek down the stairs of the hall of Eblis; for though
the road is to utter and eternal perdition, the feet of a
born king of men are upon it. 'We might liken him to
a banished noble among the frosts of Siberia; noble,
though banished,—though destitute, still dignified ; con-
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«In pronotincing sentdnle upQn the'ﬁopﬂ courge of
a man like St. John, we must, take info accougt those
splendid Infirmities of natdre which ensure for genfus -
the fame of a conqueror, and, the fate of a victim; that+
irrepressible ardour of spirit, which, while it kiffdles the
intellect into- a flashimg fire, clouds the judgmepf
the fumes gf excitement, and disturbs the reason
its wild impatience. His is a breast which passion lg
vexed with all its stormms. The chord of sensibilify
have heen swept from the highest to the lowest nife by
the templest blasts of suffering., Yet is his mind redo-
lent of mueh of that fresh pﬁ"lly which grand and gene-
roWs thoughts bring with them. Throughout all h‘l‘.
nature there are¥raits of high nobility ; theré is ¥isible™"
in him none of the languar of a mind washé&lgwith de-
bauchery, or drenched in the ‘sickly dews' @ selfigh-
ness; *le vice T'entrainait sans I'asservir.’ Much still
* sounds man' about him. For the waywardness of his
temper and the madness of his conduct, some excuse
mayg be found in the tormenting persecutions and mor-" '
tifying irritations which harassed his life. Soon after
his entrance into public life, he found a youthful rival,
whose character he detested, and whose talents he de-
spised, salely fixed in circunmstances to laugh at his im-
potent ragings, and by force of dull and regular exer-
tion pinning him to the stake of exile and confempt. He
found factions using him when they needed his assist-
ance, and turning from him in the day of his calamity.
He had early thrown a fatal die,and must through life
abide the cast. With energies that deganded action,
and a heart which domestic interests could not satisfy,
he was doomed to fee! in the flush of early manhood,
that his day had gone by for ever. Idolising reputation,
he lived long years with the sting of a moral attainder

‘tingling in every vein,’ When I look upon him strug-
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g]mg ugder the -deadlygpaecious lead of @plus, and
taking his stegy, ezuRgteady, over, the * burning

marle’ of statesmanship, at admie wheq‘b]mcs 'swayed
the hearts of dea with the"firmness of & principle, and
the feryour of & passioh, I confess that I cannot-diScover
his failifgs ; and before ['have finished his mafeatic apo-
logies for his errors; I have already forgotten what they
were, 4t has been his misfonune that there are few
;mons who have been capable.of fepresenting him
y ¢ for those who admired his politigs were sure to
hor his philosophy. The eunuch-mind of the younger
alpole couldsas little taste the strong and rasping
sensg.of the moralist, as his filial tenderness could tole-
rate the contemptuous energy of the politician. ‘Thia
variety of quality which maile his cheracter inconsistent,
. entered likewise into his genius, and made it copigms.
e partosk of the best essence, andgwas tinged with
the di peculiarities of many of those distinguished
persons_%y whom he’ was companioned and courted.
He had rhuch of the steel-toothed sagacity of Swift, all
of the moral purpose, mild fancy, and untrembling judg- «
ment of Pope, the severe taste of Atterbury, and the
Yich scholarship of Arbuthnot, I think that his power
of sarcasm was by nature both stronger and more de-
licate than that of his poetical friend ; but the latter had
go educated his mind in bitterness, that he had become,
like Lot's wife, a pillar of salt. His sneer is often sa-
vage, but it is never the sneer of jealousy or hate; it
seems to proceed from censcientious contempt, More
usually he flashes- the stings of satire under the cover
of a graceful irony, and like the panegyrist of Harmo-
dius, linking an enemgetic purpose with a classic ele-
gance, he wreathes his dugger in myrtle. He unites
the full compass of English sense with the pointed vi-
gour of the wits of France. His style has a correspond-
ing breadth and liberality, and lies between the high
cathedral style of Milton and the sauntering grace of
Addison. He exhibits a fresh and ever-springing life
of mind. ~Every sentence rays distinct and vivid

-t

L]

"

2



. \
220 ’ STANLEY.

thought. He is not a formal reasoner; he does not
deal in technical argumentation ; he plays no tunes with
his ponderous.hammer. He tears down systems with
the naked hand of masculine sense; and like a moral
Milo, he rends the aged trunks of philosophic theories
with the bare arm of unschooled force. He confronts
the gowned professors of philosophy, in the natural ma-
jesty of unrobed reason. His manner most felicitously
seconds his purpose. His sentences are not rich nor
highly wrought: it is their tone, rather than their struc-
ture which gives them their weight. Burke builds up
his style with a laborious carpentry beneath your eye,
and it is clear that the author is below his character;
he has put on his stage robes, and is mounted on a
platform. Bolingbroke’s manner, though lofty, is not
stilted. His sentences have all the natural joints of
lively thought. He wears no pasteboard limbs. In his.
paragraphs every member fells ; in every sentence, and
the tiniest part of it, you see the force and shaping of a
serious mind. He never writes for display, but, in an
earnest way, to communicate his thoughts. His stately
tread is the accustomed princely step of one who has
ever moved on marble, reposed on velvet, and breathed -
the air of palaces. The grave procession which rests
in the spectator’s mind as a passing dream of splendour,
is the daily condition of his life. There is nothing
dreamy or scholastic about Bolingbroke: he is always
fresh with the hourly interests of life. He examines
theories of metaphysics with the closeness and serious-
ness of one discussing measures in council. He states
his system with the air of a man ready to furnish an
estimate, or to embody his sentiments in resolutions.
- Without dreaming of comparing the magnificent moral
force of the patriot with the merely intellectual vigour
of the partisan, I must say, that as a stylist, as a com-
municator of thoughts, I prefer the well-laced sobriety
of Bolinghroke to the Persian prodigality of Burke.
Bolingbroke shapes his thoughts into ornament ; Burke
weaves decorations around his. Beauty, with one, is
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the form of the conception; with the other, it iz the
garniture of the apparel. Bolingbroke's enlertainments
are like the European banquets on silver plate, where
what is showy, i3 also useful; Burke reminds us of that

Asijatic prince who breakfasted his friends on stacks of
roses,”

15+
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CHAPTER XIV.

When hopo displays ita magic art
The way of lifs 1o clear;

The fainteat visions of the heart
Like eolid joys appear.

But when that hope dark grief o’arwsighs,
And cares the roul involve,
The solid joys that deck’d our days
Like thinnest dreams dissolve.
Hooa.

I weed ull bitterness from out my breast ;
1t hath no business where thou art a gusst.
LaugnT or Tasso.

On the following morning I called again at Mr. Wil-
son's house to see Emily. The circumstance of my
last repulse had dwelt in my mind as a matter of some
astonishment, though not of any apprehension. To
what mnotive it was to be assigned I could not guess;
still I could scarcely persuade myself that it arose from
intention, or was dictated by any change of feeling on
her part towards me. When, therefore, I again pre-
sented myself at the door, it was without any doubt
that if Emily was really at bome I should be admitted at
once. My surprise and alarm way easily be conceived
when the same answer was again returned {0 my in-
guiry, that Miss Wilson was engaged.
~ Determined to know at once whether the refusal was
so strongly personal to myself as this repetition of the
same reply seemed to.indicate, * May I inquire,” said I,
to the attendant who appeared at the door, * whether
yon have received explicit orders not to admit me ™

*
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“1 am directed,” he replled, * not to admit Mr. Stanley
whenever he calls.”

I had walked several squares before the tumult of in-
_definite emotions which this unexpected rejection in a
guarter where I had dreamed of nothing but kindness
and regard, had exelted, before I was calm encugh to
ask myself the meaning of so inexplicable an occur-
rence., But three days had passed since Emily had
received me with good-will and even tenderness, and
had herself assured me of the warmth of her feelings
towards me. Could it be possible that offended by my
previous long neglect, she had chosen againto draw me
to her feet only in order to repulse me the more de-
cidedly, and to enjoy the cruel triumph of wounding
my wishes and destroying my peace? Unworthy as
seemed the adoption of so cold a policy, I could not
help, in the first bitterness of irritated feeling, imagining
that some motive of that kind must be the cause of such
signal inconsistency; but when the soft and pgentle
countenance of Emfly rose before my calmer mind, in
the peaceful image of ite sweet benignity, the sugges.
tion dropped from my thoughts as a scheme too alien
from her artlessness. 1 felt convinced that she was
labouring under some false impression, arising either
from accidental mistake, or occasioned by the wilful
misrepresentation of some third person. When I called
to mind the circumstances discovered to me by the re-
cent letters of my father, and added to them the oceur-
rences at the sea-shore which had so much surprised
me at the time, but now seemed in all probability a part
of the same system, it became manifest that I and my
family bad some dark and formidable enemies, the
ruthless ingennity of whose proceedings it was not easy
to fathom. That some portion of this mysterious in-
fluence which had acted aso fatally upon the fortunes of
my father, had been brought to bear on this present
matter for the destruction of my plans and the ruin of
my happiness, was an opinicn which, strange and im-
probable 88 in many respects it appeared, 1 wae strongly
inclined to entertain. The incident by which my con-
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versation with Emily in the garden had been inter-
" rupted on the evening when I had first met her, and the
impression which it had produced upon me at the time
of our intercourse being on that occasion the subject of
observation, now occurred to me as confirmatory of
the same suspicion.

That night there was a large party at the house of a
woman of considerable distinction in the fashionable
world, and I went to it. I came in late, and having
made my way through the gay crowd to a remote part
of the rooms, one of the first objects that there met my
eyes was the figure of Emily, standing alone between
the windows, and leaning thoughtfully on a marble slab.
As I looked upon her, the loveliness which seemed visi-
bly to enhaze her presence fluttered my nature with a
wildness which nothing could resist. The throb of
deep excitement wherewith the might of one earnest
thought disturbed my frame, was an unuttered prayer
that the rich hope which her existence gave might not
be blasted. The fulness with which the memories and
dreams which her contemplation had lately spread
through my mind had absorbed my whole being, proved
to me that the sentiments and impressions which her
nearness rayed forth over my mind made my true life,
and that the dim sense of consciousness which alone I
realised when other influences engrossed me, was a
twilight vitality of spirit external to that deeper sphere '
of joy. Now, one glance at that soul-enthralling coun-
tenance and shape caused my feelings to flash back in
an instant to that inner strgngth of being which recent
hours had faded into common life. To be flung down
from this high interior state of blessedness, and turned

- away to wander an alien from my better self, was a
calamity which T could not think of. That accident or
the cold plans of another’s interest should thus pluck
out so full a promise of all future pleasure of heart and
elevation of spirit, was a prospect that stirred my
deepest feelings, and impelled me to determine that
such a result should be baffled.

I approached and spoke to her. She observed my
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presence a moment or two ‘pefore I reached her, and 1
observed a paleness to pass over her countenance and
an embarrassment to affect her manner, although she
did not move from her posltion. .

* The ill success,” said I, * which has attended jwo
of my visits, compels me to fear that ] have in some
way forfeited that kindness which so graciously ap-
pointed an houor for receiving it—a fear which has filled
me with the deepest uneasiness.”

“ I must be permitted,” said she, beginning to move
from ler place, “to question the sincerity of that un-
easiness which has taken so little trouble to prevent the
fact which it fears.”

1 cannot conceive,” said I, “ to what you have re-
ference. There is certainly some mistake. [ am sure
that I have done nothing which malice itself could tor-
ture to offence.”

« Tt is needless,” she replied very coldly, “ to debate
a matter 80 unambiguous as the circumsiances to
which I allude. When I say that I am fully dware of
recent transactions on your part, I need scarcely add
that of course all intercourse between us must be at
an end. My only error consisted tn confiding in worda
whose hollowness a disregard prolonged through so
long a time abundantly proclaimed. That fault will be
best atoned by a return to that previous indifference.”

When she had finished she turned towards a neigh-
bouring group, and left me overcome with astonishment.
To what events she made ailusicon I could not conceive.
I felt certain that she had Been abused by some false
stories, and that a brief explanation on my part would
dispel the impression which seemed to rest so strongly .
upon her. But to obtain such a hearing as would suf-
fice to remove the deep influence which cirecumstance
had made upon her seemed impossible, and that can-
dour which any suggestions on my part would require
for their appreciation was precluded by the prejudg-
ment which seemed to be so decidedly fixed, I felt be-
sides & kind of desperateness occasioned by the con-
sciousness of the injustice that was done me, and &
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determination to renounce all attempt at reconciliation.
Vexation at myself did the work of resentment against
another, and I turned aside with the cruel conviction
that all the hopes which I had cherished in this so lovely
person were struck down, and dead for ever.

I looked towards the quarter where Emily was con-
versing with some one whom I did not know. The
thought that she whose every look and motion fancy
had familiarised to my thoughts with such a household
custom and acquaintance that all her beauty seemed to
be my own, was now estranged to me probably for
ever, was one “that worked like madness in my brain.”
So entwined in all my wishes was her lovely form, and
so blended with every memory that flitted before my
musings was the image of her smiling face, that she
seemed to me a portion of myself; and it appeared
against nature that so entire a portion of my very being
should be alienated from me, and the * altered eye” of
“hard unkindness” substituted for that dreamy glance
of sympathy which made her ‘love appear a fair crea-
tion in which my dim and shapeless imaginings of bliss
were mirrored by reality. Those looks and smiles
which had once flashed upon my secret spirit as hiero-
glyphies of peculiar passion and the private counter-
signs of personal appreciation, were now the common
language which she used towards others, though full of
strange meaning still to me. I had felt as if it was by
some secret convention between us that the changes of
countenance were so charged with deep expression, and
while they still bore the samé significance, and still woke
in me the accustomed answering emotion, I could not
deem that so deep an inward change had taken place in
her, while those things which had stood as the ex-
ponents of feeling were unaltered. The happy confi-
dence which gave such character to her whole conduct
was gone ; but the want and the weakness had remain-
ed on mine. Could I have roused resentment to ward
off sensibility, and have armed myself with hate as
shield against suffering,

Then I might have hardened
My soul in misery, and have had comfort.
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But the perfect gentleness and timid softness of this
sweet girl forbade me to cherish one harsh thought. I
could not violate the sacred defencelessness of that art-
less feeling which had so long spread the simple purity
of infancy through my thoughts, and reigned in my
heart with a childlike holiness of truth. The fact and
the satisfaction were taken from my life; the delusion
and the dream still stayed behind.

That the change which the sentiments of Emily had
undergone did not arise from want of real regard on
her part previously, or any natural decline of that affec-
tion which had once been warm, was sufficiently appa-
rent from her language and manner. Some inexplicable
circumstance had intervened to overthrow her opinion
of my character, and force upon her judgment what
her heart ‘might still oppose. What that event was, and
how the impression which it had left might be removed,
were more than I could resolve; but I could still retain
the hope that when time or accident had removed the
barrier of error which now opposed my wishes, I might
recover that favourable respect which had been lost, and
once more renew the pure attachment which it once
sustained. Meanwhile, it was a mystery that puzzled
my best ingenuity to discover.
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CHAPTER XV.

. Thers in no power
Of sweetneas in the softest tones of love,
Or in the whisper of reposing peace,
Can glad the heart with half that strength of joy
Which the shrill ringinge of the trumpet's blast
Spread through the frame,
Bawur,

Herein we will forget the world awhile,
And merrily will laugh one hour away
Of life"s dall calendar.
Corxriner.

Tue strange disappearance of the letter from beneath
my pillow, which I have spoken of in a preceding chap-
ter, occasioned me the greatest surprise and uneasiness.
To believe that any one had entered my chamber in the
night and possessed himself of any thing in such a
sitoation as it was, seemed impossible. No one could
possibly conjecture where I would place the letter, if he
were even aware of my possessing it; and if accident
or reason should guide him to the very spot, I could not
conceive how any one could enter and leave my cham-
ber and the house, without either ereating alarm or
leaving behind any trace of hls passage. The doors
and windows of all the rooms stood on the following
morning as they had been left; nothing furnished the
slightest evidence that there had been any intrusion
within the walls of the house.

When I called to mind, however, what my father had
said of the incredible ingenuity and daring of those who
were specially interested In obtaining this document,
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and what T myself had discovered of their knowledge
and disposition, T was strongly persuaded that it was
to their acts and efforts that the loss of this paper was
to be attributed. The conversation which I had over-
heard in the hall of the club-house evinced their ac-
quaintance with the possessor of the letter, as well as
their delermination to obtain it by some means or other. -
That a band of resolute and scheming men could, under
these circumstances, have entered my apartment and
removed what they pleased without disturbance or de-
tection was by no means impossible. By reasoning
boldly upon the probabilities of the case, they might
have been directed to the place where the valued writ-
ing was actually concealed ; for I bad chosen the pro-
tection which almost any man woold bave selected who
would not trust to the safety of his drawer or his writ-
ing-desk, In the utter absence, at least, of any proba-
ble mode of accounting for the disappearance of the
letter, I was compelled to conclude that those unkonown
persons whose interference had been so much dreaded
and deprecated, had obtained the instrument which of
all others it was desirable to concea) from them. |
The conviction that these formidable adventurers
were near me, and that I had been thus far the victim
of their designs, rovsed in me a resolution to grapple
with their mysterious strength, and frustrate, if it were
possible, their lawless enterprise. The task seemed full
of difficulty and danger; but I could fight with the
same weapons which they did, and could start a apirit
to oppose them, as stern and deadly as their own. If
intellect and a cool heart gave them their power, I had
the same sources of counsel and energy, and was not
afraid to meet them firmly, mind to mind. If they could
intrigue, I could scheme too; and could Hing as thick
dangers and clogs about their path as they could throw
around mine. If, *be bold, be bold, and every where,
be bold," had been the motto of their trinmphs, I had as
brave a temper as their own; if, # be not too bold" had
been their shield from peril, I could forge as strong an
armour of caution as they could do. At all events,
vOL, L 20
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exertion and the strife of contest are grateful to the
manly mind. They rouse within the sou] a depth and
strength of life which testify how cognate with its true
character is the stlrring force of action. In the rage of
paasion, and the roar of danger, the thrilling spirit tastes
its keenest joy.

The club-house suggested itselfto me as the place where
I should be most likely to hear or see something which
might throw light upon the character of that company
of persons who were united {n those plans which [ was
anxious to overthrow. The two persons whom I had
overheard In the entry seemed to reside in some part of
the bullding, and so far as I could judge from their aitu-
sions, were not without connexion with some of that
party whom I was now going to meet, 1 entertained
the hope that by some means or other I might obtain
such information as would aid my future plans,

Accordingly in the evening | walked down in the
direction which Tyler and myself had previously taken.
1 was not certain of the precise sitvation of the house,
and I passed throogh a number of streets which were
wholly new to me, before I discovered the proper route.
After wandering about for a good while I at length came
upon the narrow street in which the old building was
placed. 1 lingered for a few minutes in the entry and
around the door with the hope of meeting some one of
the persons of whose kindiy intentions towards myself
I had heen the unsuspected discoverer on the former
occasion. No one, however, was visible, and I presently
walked into the library of the club, of which T had taken
a hasty glance on my last visit. Two or three men of
gentlemanly appearance were reading In different parts
of the room. The collection of books, 8o far as I could
judge from e rapid inspection, appeared to be a good
one, and the whole apartment bore marks of refinement
and taste, I passed through several chambers which
seemed to be designed for piivate sitting-rooms, and
were arranged with neatness and elegance. There
were several rooms on the same floor with which there
was no communication, and a number of passages
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which ran from the extreme parts of the building, and
gave an air of intricacy to its plan which somewhat
surprised me. It did not appear to me that the arrange-
ment of the place was that which the ostensible use of
the pile required,

Finding nothing to detain me longer there, I strolled
into the supper<toom. A number of persons were sit-
ting at a well supplied table, and my entrance was
greeted at once by Seward and two or three more of
my friends. Mr. Tyler appeared to be doing hia duty
with the giasses at the top of the table. It was as in-
viting a picture of joviality as | ever saw.

I am one of those who divide their pains from their

pleasures by a pretty distinct interval, and never suffer
the long shadow of coming trouble to darken the bright-
ness of the present scene. It is the unfortunate condi-
tion of ordinary being that when gayety and grief par-
take our IMfe, it is the former conquers. When the
circumstancea which are around us differ in their com-
plexion from the apirit which s wilthin us, the latter
sometimes triumphs, and is sometimes quelted. But the
law which regulates the difference, makes not for our
comfort ; for & gloomy femper Aings a dusky colouring
over the fairest state, and the gayety of the stoutest heart
strugeles dimly and is soon depressed, amid scenes of
suffering. To reverse this rule, were to attain the true
law of life. Could we teach our mood to yield in plea-
sure and prevail in grief, content might alwaya sit upon
our crest. Acting on this philosophy at least in halves,
1 threw aside all disturbing recollections, and gave my-
self up to the enjoyment of the hour,
. A chair was placed for me at the table by one of the
smallest and blackest men I ever beheld. His head and
countenance resembled one of those shrivelled pieces of
fruit that one sees in the spring on an apple-tree which
has survived the winter, .

# That man,” sald Seward, who was sitting opposite
to me and had been enjoying my surprise at the little
object, *1s like the suhstance from which Raymond
Sully first made alcohol, * nigrum nigrius nigro,’ and:
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realises a peculiar phrase of SBuetonius *be{g)ronior
ne{gyro.’ His soul is in a sad case. It has what Fuller
would call *a small diocese to attend to” Troly life is
to him what Pope declares it is to all—'a dark abode.’
One would think that his spirit had sinned in some pre-
existing state and had been condemned to a iife-tong
auit of mourning in thiz world. He is embodied dark-
ness; he furnlshes a perfect example of an expression
which Bentley would have inserted in Mliton—* Inspis-
sated gloom.' A printer might make vse of him Lo point
a sentence; we employ him to point a jest. By-the.by,
have you heard the last rumour 1

» No; and I should not credit it if I had. Troubled
times, like these, ure like a lnwyer's office, full of Re-

m-”
po“ My good fellow, there is often more credulity in
disbelieving than in believing. As to what I speak of,
they sry that poor Tom Ferrars is done up, * cracking
the claw of a lobster'-—dipped--cleaned out—or what
you will.”

# The deucet”

« The deuce? No, hls own folly rather. Poor Tom
was one of those that, like a corked bottle, are lightest
at the top. Such people, like an old piano, are only fit
to be practised on. In spite of his siliness it seems he
lived in great credit. Poor fellow! he'l be as hot-
pressed as a new English volome of poems to live
now,”

# He may assume the valiant air of Plstol and ex-
claim—* base is the slave that pays! If that wont do
he may run, like a Scotch novel. In trath he is only
accomplishing his destiny ; he was always empty and*
noisy as a drum, and now like it he |s beaten, But he
was a well-tempered man, and I sincerely pity him.”

“ Pardon me: he was well-natured, but not well
tempered. Good nature is from birth; good temper ia
the result of sense, and that he never had, The only
evidence of inteilect that he furnished was in being to-
lerably moral and I believe thoroughly vpright: for it
takes more sense to make an honest tnan than the
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world generally thinks. It was the easiness of his spirit
that made Tom usually inferior to his companions; for
if two men even of equal talent live much together, the
worst-natured will commonly get the superiority.”

“ This is & centory of inventions, and perhaps he will
find out some new mode of living upon nothing, He has
at least the resort of a wife, ' sad refuge,’ I admit, ¢ from
the storms of fate;’ but still, as Etherege says, * a wife
ia no curse when she brings the blessing of a good
estate with her "™

« Mrs. is, I believe, one of his largest creditors,
and perhaps she might take personal security for her
debt. But for my part, I am of Othello’a thinking, though
I would make no exception:

I wonld not my unhouwed free condition
Yut into circumsecription and confine,
For the sea's worth.”

4 Dos est uxoria lites,’ says Ovid ; * strife and tumuit
" are the dowry that cornes with a wife," says the learned
mocking-bird of our drama. I would decline any such
offer tn the spirit of Demosthenes when turned away
from the too expensive Lais, and 'I would not buy re-
pentance at the expense of my liberty.’ By-the-by,
Metellus in a speech In Gellius has reconciled the oppo-
site arguments zbout marriage in the neatest manner
possible: *ita natara tradidit ut, nec cum illis satis com-
madd, nee sine illls ullo modo vivi possit.’  Still, as that
Greek epigram which was the last Jearned utterance of
the tongue of Porson, remarks——every body declaims
against marriage and every body gets married: and I
-should look as blank as the verse of Montgomery or
the cartridge of Moore if you should some day cast
these sayings in iy teeth as I approach you wife-armed
with some simpering Beatrice. It woul@ require the
valour of a flattered coward to look you in the face.”
“It is a melancholy but a common thing, to see a
man possessed of all the rich advantages which Ferrars
had from nature, geing through life with scarce an hour
of real happiness. Rich, high-born, and mingling in
20+
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the best society, he has passed through pleasure and
has passed by it, and has missed it. The social dis-
tinction of his family Imposed upon him an unprofitable
routine of ceremony, which is only tolerable as long as
it is new. The lives of the great resemble those large-
paper copies of books which are prepared for their nse;
though splendid in appearance, the greater portion of
the page ia blank. Thelr life has no viciseitudes, and

"jte unvarying satisfaction never permits to look forward

to that occasion which is always fair and on which For-
tune always slts and smiles—the next. But in truth,
every man's condition has in it some accursed poison-
bone that vitiates all the rest. Life is like a Chine-cup
and at the fall it broke.” :

“ Payne!” said an Englishman, from the other side
of the table, » have you read Brougham's last speech "

“ No, but if you are sure it is his last, I will. I took
my leave of him when he took up the vindication of that
woman who first showed the world the meaning of
thet Shakspearean phrase that puzzled Hamlet, a * mob-
led queen’ I doubt not, that in that speech he well
merited the title of old Sylveater, ¢ silver-{ongued.’ But
what have you in all your records of eloquence that
can outweigh the well-brained sentences of Webster !
What a towering monument of mind js he! He may
be termed a real statesman, aceording to the legal defi-
nition of the reality—¢ permanent, fixed and immaovable,
which cannot be carrled out of its place.! "

“ Ay ! *overbearing, persuasive, and impracticable.’
There are many things tn thia world that are of great
value and no use; and Wehster is one of them. Every
man has his fult, and greatness is his.”

“ England has secured an elernal supremacy for her
great statesmen over those of other nations by the wise
device of enrciling them in the peerage. Men may talk
as they will of the majesty of Intellect or the kingliness
of character; there 1s no greatness which the world
will always and inevitably acknowledge save that of
title. The moment a man la inscriptus quietis ordini-
bus of the nobllity, he assumes in the inatinctive and
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ineradicable admission of all men, a superior nature.
He may be a parvenu and a brute, but his name clothes
him, in the imagination of all, with the splendour and
homage of feudal dignity, and Tudor and Plantagenet
float before our eyes.”

“ True: and in England that natoral fealty always
prevails over the opposing popularity of democratic as-
pirants and enables the balance of contest to be on the
side of the aristocracy; so that we have generally the
satisfaction of being, at least, enslaved by a gentleman.
Britain's feudality has saved her from the political Fe-
tichism of America, whose devotion only bows to beasts.
It has also kept us from the leaden tyranny of wealth,
which has here set up its altars unopposed-—temples
were the banks of Greece; banks are the temples of
America.”

“Of England and America we must say, ‘magis
pares quam similes’ The system of civility which pre.
vails in the two countries is different. "England is a
lake, calm and dignified, shaded by willows and fringed
with daisies. America {3 a river, that dashes along,
often muddy and always agitated, rarely graceful and
never dignified, but in this wild and free impetuosity
an emblem of ait that is bold, and daring and apirited
in man, and sometimes too not failing In its unfettered
energy to work out & high and earnest beauty. Our
greatness lies in that enterprise and activity of which
we can gilve no vouchers in the drawing-room. The
Englishman walks in a narrow sphere, and in that
sphere excels what his colonist can do in any one of
the departments in which he figures. The American is
a flambean that stinks in a drawing-room, but burns
admirably on the race-ground: the Englishman is g
wax-candle, elegantly bright in its station, but which, if
moved out of jta place, flares desperately.”

«Qld , who has just come back from England, has
been letting off 2 number of his queer epigrams about
thal nation. I see that he has also printed something.”

* Those must admire —— who think with Heraclitus
that the excellence of the soul consists In its aridity; for
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he is abundantly dry. His success seems to illustrate
what the lawyers term the «policy of assurance,’ for
obly by everdaring could his moderate talents have
placed him where he stands.”

“ Do you know him, Payne ¥

" Not personally, but I have read his pamphlets.”

“ Your judgment then is scarcely impartial; for it is
always the disposition of man to overestimate those
whom he knows, and underestimate those whom he
does not. He has sense, but not the sense to show it.
How different is his sobriety from the character of his
brother—a toper that wouid © coin his bicod for drams.
His defect is that in cultlvating diligently some of the
deeper sciences, he has neglected the knowledge of
those lighter subjects, a familiarity with which men are
hourly called on to exhibit. Hence with a fund of wis-
dom he passes often for a fool, for men naturally judge
of merit by that test with which they are most conver-
sant, and which therefore occuptes the largest space in
their own minds. Thus Kenelm Digby founds his lofty
admiration of Spenser on the knowledge of Astrology
which one of his stanzas displays; and Selden extols
Ovid as a great Canon Lawyer. While Nash despises
a Lord Mayor of his time because he could not write a
blank verse, and Kean sneers the Duke of Wellington
into insignificance with * Pooh! he ia no judge of act-
ing' It is the misfortune of —, that hia temper ia
too eritical, his mental scrutiny too severe. He ia ever
transmuting pleasure into annoyance by the keenness
of his analysis, and crushing the gayety of careless joy
to shell out the kernel of moral wisdom that lies within
it. Like the pedant in Faust, * whilast we enjoy, he rea-
sons of enjoyment.' But he misses the condition, while
in pursuit of its livery; and to such poor moralists the
men of mirth may justly sey in the better philosophy of
natural feeling, .

Wiser things may wisa men say,
But we are wiser far than they.

Meanwhile an earnest controversy was raging on
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my right hand between the Englishman of whomI have
spoken and a diminutive Frenchman who sat opposite
to him, on that everlaating subject of national difference,
the character of Napoleon, The latter proved that his
favourite commander triumphed at Mont St. Jean in
every respect except gaining the victory, while his an-
tagonist reproached the Emperor with cowardice in
gurviving the last hour of his glory. Upon this point
I was referred to as arbitrator-—-a mode of arriving at
truth of which the English seem particularly fond.

« [ confrss,” said I, to the despiger of France, * that T
cannot agree with you in thinking Napoleon’s life at
St. Helena undignified or degrading : on the contrary I
think that his conduct during that residence was the
only thing by which he showed that he was traly great,
In the bustle of action, animation, passion and the ex-
citement of enterprise will elevate men; in the repose
of peace and unemployment, strength of character
alone can sustain them. That he who, as the poet sayd
of Corinth,

ad seen
Glory in ull her beauty, sll her forms,

should live contented, happy, and with a healthy mind
in the naked solitude of a lonely island, and never be
go truly dignified as in thal hopeless exile, is the loftiest
exhibition of nobility of nature with which I" am ac-
quainted.” '

“ ] wonder,” eried Seward, » that the nationg should
be so enraged at Napoleon's policy. He was only a
practical philosopher, illustrating Pythagoras's definition
of beauty——ihe reduction of many into one. No doubt
they te.l monatrous lies about him ; indeed, when a man
becomes eminent, truth resigns her office of biographer;
and lies have so tripping an adeptation to the nimble
tongue that he who is talked of much, will be talked of
falsely. 1f you wish a novelty to be belicved, state it
in an improbable form ; never repeat wonders, till they
believe them.”

“« How remarkable a circumstance that one man

Ll
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should devastate Ewrope in such 2 manner, and one
other man should redeem it. In the trinity of the Hin-
dus the creator is accompenied by a destroyer and a
preserver ; and it rarely happena in action or in truth,
that a Seva spirit ia let forth upon the earth without an
antagonist Vishnoo appearing at the pame time. When
the fame of the liberator of Europe in these latter days
shall be posthumous, his true greatness will be seen.
There is no shield from the shafta of detraction save
the marble of the tomb, Shakspeare’s remark applies
rather to effects than to reputation.”

“It is odd how solicitous a man always is to avoid
the appearance of contradicting Shakspeare. We refer
to him a8 to Nature herself, and never think of allowing

_for the existence of inaccuracy in his copies. I presume
there is not an observation in his plays that can be
shown to be lneorrect.”

“]Jf Bhakspeare had wriiten nothing else than Fal-
#aff’s * Whose mare's dead "' and Dogberry's assump-
tion of dignity because * he had had losses,' they would
have been enough to stamp him as the most accurate
observer that ever lived. I wonder, by-the-by, that we
have no edition of hie works with ®sthetical and critical
notes; none but antiguarians have as yet llustrated
him, or old pedants who insisted on the unities as if a
play had been an-estate in Joint-tenancy. Instead of
looking Yor hig originals in real life, they have been
burrowing ¢ where, in Saxo Grammaticus, * the rude
forefathers of the “Hamlet” sieep’ What study of
chronicles could illustrate Lear.” .

“ Lear ™ said the little Frenchman beside me, who
had been occasionally interposing a question, when the
ionversation went beyond his depth, + Lear ! who was

ear

“ Lear, my dear fellow,” replied Beward, was an
old fool who pulled off his boots at night before he saw -
whether he could find hie slippers. His sagacious
daughters drew the neatskin on their owi legs and
kicked the old fellow into the fields.” ,

# ] should like to see illustrations of Shakspeare's

L4 "'
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characters drawn from hiatory. The conduct of Har-
ley, Earl of Oxford, might throw light upon the indeci-
sion of Hamlet. An inquiry into Shakspeare’s choice
of subjects from bistory might be curious; as, to dis-
" cover what difference of laste led Scott to select Richard,
and 8hakspeare to take John.”

“ fcott loved the romantic; Shakspeare’s sympathy
-wag with the famjliar, the domestic, the universal. The
conduct of a story waa Scott's forfe; the Ilustration of
it, Shakspeare's. Scott in the vigour of his genlus was
too prodigel of his power, for the benefit of his repuia-
tion—-in his poems, the incidents injure the impression
of the poetry, and the verse conceals the course of the
incidents. A wary author would have presented but
one object of admiration at & time, When Protogenes
in hig picture of a reposing BSatyr, had painted a par-
tridge with so much skill that ali Greece was in rap-
tures with it, the self-denying painter wisely erased the
picture of the bird, becanse it withdrew the attention
from the principal figure. The same uncalled-for rich-
ness of phrase has detracted from Coleridge’s characler
as a philesopher.”

“ In metaphysics, the redundance you allude to, is a-
more positive evil than in narrative, Ornamental iurns
of style obstruct the way ta truth. A moralist poising
periods, is like a wrestler fightingin a cloak. In Cole-
ridge I suspect this garniture concealed weakness. He
did little to extend science; though he showed us a
new method of thinking old thoughts. Indeed a good
disposition of common materials is as valuable as the
creation of new substances. It is only in the arrange.
ment of its particles that the diamond differs from'the
coal. Coleridge certainly leaves much that 13 good be-
hind him, and while the remark of Augustin is mourn-
fully correct * mortuis authoribus venenl, scelerata tamen
eorum doctrina non moritur,’ is is equally irte that the
help that is done by # good man to virtue is as immor-
tal as the principle it defends. Coleridge was almost
the only one of his contemporaries that showed a dis-
position to revive the architectural sentences, the pala-

- L]
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tial paragraphs of that ®ra of our literatare in which
Coke said that *a good style, and fair falling sentences
never were at 8o high a price as now they bear” The
tendency of taste ia very different now; it inclines to &
direct, downright and even brusque manner. In all the
technical parade of Coleridge, there is far less of the
real staple of thought, than in the pedestrian plainness
of Lamb, 8 man whose incomparable richness of ho-
mour, seems to hide from popualar appreciation the un-
common strength and soundness of his intellect.”

# When Elia first fell into my hands, I could not help
exclaiming in the words of Ben Jonson,

Blest be the honr wherein I bought this book ;
Hie studies happy thal composed Lhe book ;
And the maa fortunate that sold the book !

Charles and his sister were a brace of angels. By-
ron's poetry is unearthly but very worldly; Lamb's
prose unworldly but very earthly, and It fs that * smell
of mortality,' that fronde-like trembling, clinging to the
familiar things of nature that makes him so dear a friend
to us. He has none of the high-mounting wings of in-
spired verse thal lit beyond the fears of bumanity till
we forget our low condition,

Bub pedibun que vidit nubes ct sidera Daphnis;

nor in his contentedness with this week-day world does
he Insist with the Epicurean rapacity of the noble poet
on selzing all the richest delights that [ife can furnish,
and crying with the tempter,

The heads of parrots, tongues of nightingales,

The braine of peacocks, and of catriches,

Shull be our food: und, could we get the phenix,

Though nature lost fier kind, she were our dish.
As the cold winds sweep uncomfortably without, it is
aatisfaction enough for him that he is sheltered in the
house of life, even though his seat is by the kitchen fire.
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He can warm himself by the embers of existence, and
on his wooden bench, ¢ brimful of moral, can find on
bis hearth the hues of heaven.”

“ Keats, I think, would have done great things in
poetry if he had lived Bellerophon's Pegasus would
have soared to Heaven, but a wasp stung him, and the
rider was flung; Keats’s Pegasus was so stung by
¢ Southey or Milmana,” [If the latter did it, I would give
him Lord Coke's rebnke; ¢It becometh not divines to
be of a fiery and salamandrine spirit,” "

“Keats might bave improved, but I have little confi-
dence in the strength of the stalk that puts forth its
blossoms so soon. Every housekeeper ean tell you that
the fruit that is destined to be preserved, ripens late,
The class of writers to which he belonged undertook to
revive the Janguage of the days of Elizabeth; but the
moralist who had contemplated their principles and con-
duct might have said to them in the words of Phavori-
nus, * vive moribus praeteritis; loquere verbis prasenti-
bus., £ ]

» Talking of Shakspeare, there is a remark of Falstaff
which, after lying neglected aince the time it was utter-
ed, has received a remarkable conformation in these
latter days. In enumerating the grounds of the Prince's
attachment to Poins, the hoary jester says, * Because
their legs are both of a bigness; and he plays at quoits
well; and jumps upon joint-stools; and swears with a
good grace’ There has not been, perhaps, in all Eu-
rope, enough familiarity with men to observe how likely
the accomplishment of ingenious profanity was to in.
terest and be valued in a hoon companion, especially
by one whose early years had not led him to be familiar
with such exhibitions. Delhi Abdalla, Capitan Pasba,
and afterwards Vizier of the present intelligent and
strong-minded Sultan Mahmoud was a hoatman on the
Bosphorus, whe attracted the notice of the sultan while
rowing in his barge, by the strange oaths which he
gwore, and an odd manner of shouting them aut. Upon
these grounds, though so illiterate that he could not

voL. L 21
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write, he was put at the head of the fleet, and ralsed
high in the favour of his master.”

« Egad! if such are the benefits of blasphemy, it will
be worth while to cultivate the habit of *exclaiming a
Mitle profanely,’ as Lamb expresses it. Most of the
English kings have had thelr peculiar * figures of Im-
precation,’ by which they might be known, as a knight
by his device In battle: and a catalogue of royal and
hoble swearers from the sublime profanity of the con-
queror, to the ' oath referential’ or * sentimental swear-
ing’ of the witty companion of the Regent wouid con-
tain some great namea. Canning talked of a work on
the subject, in his warm youth, and it would have been
well if he had found time to execute the project in a
cursory manner. 'The Congueror, who was great, even
in his blasphemies, and of whom the Saxon Chronicle
says finely that *though very sternm and also hot, he
loved the tall deer as if he were their father,’ swore
commonly * by the splendour of God,' and on great state
occasions ¢ by the resurrection and the throne of God.’
Ruofus contented himself with * the foot of St. Luke,’ and
Richard preferred the ardour of *tihe Apostle Paul’
The * Queen of the lion port,'—it is odd, by-the-by, that
Fath All Shah, the king of Persia, applled the expres-
gion, lion-hearted, to Queen Elizabeth In a conversation
with 8ir Harford Jones,—f{reguently invoked the different
members of the Divine person, and when Cherbury was
presented to her, he says that when she spoke to him
+ she swore by her uaual cath.’ The piddling profanity of
James minced down the matter into what D'Israel calls
a 'harmiess expletive, of which numerous examples
will be found fn Ben Jonson and his contemporaries,
An analysis of the transformations of the supreme
name frow the * uds' of James to the * egad' of Dryden
and his biographer, by an Orford or a D'Isracti would
be amusing, Jonson makes it an article of praise in
Fastidious that *he swears tersely and with great va-
riety.' Scarcely an anecdote of Lord Thurlow has come
down to ug that has not an oath In it, and I presume
the Chancellor resorted to it on the principle on which
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Fuseli himself, no mean craftsman in the art, advised
his wile when she was vexed ‘to try swearing, because
she had no idea what a relief it was.' One of the old
biblical commentators adduces even King David as a
professor of the sclence, for by a small change in the
punctuation he is made to swear very appropriately
that * the Lord made the sun to rule; by day! and the
moon ; hy night . In the Yakkun Nattannawa, a Cinga-
lese Devil hymn, the Devil Oddy ia described as ¢ dwell-
ing in desolate temples and in solitary houses, and con-
stantly swearing.’”

After this conversation had continued for some time
longer, I began to feel wearied, and finding that no-
thing seemed likely to be ellcited which concerned the
principal object which had brought me there, I rose
from my seat to return home, As [ passed round the
end of the table. I observed Mr. Tyler earnestly engaged
in debating with & man in spectacles, about the colour
of Falernian wine; which his antagonist held, accord-
ing to the prevailing opinion, to have been black, while
he, in support of a theory of his own, maintained that it
was green. He seemed so earnestly engaged in the
controversy as not to see me, 30 I went out without
saluting him.

In the hall, between the gupper-room and the street
door, there was a pair of folding doors, which usnally
stood open, but which, as I iszued from the fermer
apartment, I perceived on this occasion, to be closed.
Upon trying the handle, I found that the door was lock-
ed. A servant came out immediately from a side-room,
and pointing to a narrow door on the opposite side, told
me that the hall was always fastened up at that hour,
but that I would reach the street through the passage
which he indicated. [ accordingly turned into the nar-
row entry, and the pullied door which led to it, swung
heavily too behind me. There was a lamp hanging
from the ceiling, and when 1 bad reached the middie of
the floor, I observed that there was no jssuve from the
oppasite gide, bot that the place was terminated by a
bare wall, Imagining that I had misunderstood the di-

£~ 3
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rection which had been pgiven to me, and had got into
the wrong apartment, ] turned to retrace my steps. At
that moment the light was extinguished, and I was left
in complete darkness. At the same instant a noise was
audible above, and I found myself rising gradoally
through the air.

I at first mistrusted the evidence of my feelings, that
the floor was actvally ascending, and stretched out my
hand towards the wall, to assure myself of the fact! 1
fonnd that it was a8 I suspected. The rapidity of the
motion began also to increase. 'What was the object of
this treachery, and what would be the issue of it, I
could not conjecture. Doubtlesz an encounter with
those persons of whose character I had already received
some fearful tokens, was at hand. To make any call
for asslstance was idle; for aught that I knew, every
Individual in the house was jolned with these despera-
does. 1 therefore remained guiet, and collected : 1 called
into readiness all the energies of my mind and temper,
and stood prepared for any event of peril or perplexity
that might befal.

The velocity of my ‘movement had so much in-
creased, that 1 thought T could not be far from the top
of the building, when the ascent was auddenly arrested.
‘Without moving, I walted the result.

1 Sit down,” whispered & voice in my ear.

I did 80, and each of my arms was immediately seized
and beld firmly but without uncomfortable tightness,
The place was profoundly dark, but 1 heard a faint
rustling and breathing which convinced me that I was
in a room with a number of persons. In a few moments
I perceived & very faint light in the apartment which
appeared to be transmitted through a screen which
stood at some distance in front of me, and which I pre-
sumed separated me from those for whose purposes |
wag brought to this place.

As [ sat In this position, varions low sounds reached
my ear, but no one spoke. The noise, which was
slight and occasfonal, and would perhaps have been in-
gudible to one whose senses were less keenly excited
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and attentive than my own, resembied that of persons
sitting at a teble and leaning at iotervals upon it, and
touching it slightly, -Some communication appeared to
be going on, but no volce even in a whisper was to be
heard. Presently a door on the opposite side of the
room was opened with suddenness, and closed in the
same gothoritative manner, and a footstep, as of some
otne treading with firmness and decision, was audible.

* Accursed blunderers ! said a voice, which was ap-
parently that of the person who had come in, in a very
suppressed but angry tone, which the perfect silence of
the place and the unusual susceptibllity of my facullies,
alone, enabled me to hear, * think you that he carries
his papers with him? And of what use will his life be
without them? Let him go at once.”

Some confusion seemed to prevail In consequence of
this interruption, and I heard repeatedly the sound of
something written very rapidly, and passed, as I con-
jectured between the parties, This mute debate con-
tinued for & few minutes, and then a smart blow was
struck by a hand upon the board as if some one was
enforcing, by that emphatie gesture, the opinion which
he maintained, and an individual rose upoen his feet.
Something was presently whispered in the ear of one
of tle persons by whom I was guarded, which seemed
to have been conveyed by a messenger from the coun-
cil, although I did not hear the sound of any one cross-
ing the room.

« Rise,” said the same man who had before addressed
me; and I accordingly stood up.

Immediately the platform on which I stood began to
descend as it had risen; and in a few moments I
reached the ground. In an instant the lemp again hung
burning from the ceiling and the whole of the narrow
apartment appeared precisely as I had left it. The place
was perfectly silent, and no trace was visible of the
agency by which I had been elevated to that mysterious
chamber. I walked towards the door by which I had
entered and it opened with facility. So quiet and na-
tural did every thing seem, that I could not help feeling

21 .



. 248 BTANLEY,

as if [ had been dreaming, and as if all the objecta which
I had witnessed were the unreal shapes of distemperexd
sleep. | thought of returning into the supper-room, to
see If any thing could be found there .to aid me in ex-
ploring the singular circumstances by which these re.
cent incidents had been effected. The door, however,
was locked, though the gay volees of those whorn I had
left there were still andible. Among the rest 1 dislin-
guished the tones of Mr. Tyler, still occupied with his
antiquarian controversy. The opposite door, which
had been closed when 1 was last there, was now wide
open and fastened back as I had been accostomed to ’
see it. I had no idea of leaving the building until I had
discovered something which might throw light upoun the
events which had happened, and assist to prepare me
for any fature difficulties into which I might be thrown
with these persons. As, however, it was probable that
1 was then observed, and any effort at that moment to
elude or beguile the scrutiny of my enemies, I left the
house directly with the intention of returning when the
lapse of a few hours should afford a prospect of acting
more successfully. [ aecordingly gained the street and
walked briskly on in the direction of my residence.

I remained at home till about midnight, and then
having accoutred myself in a heavy, large-collared over-
coat, and capucios, broad-rimmed hat, I sallied out to
see what discovery I could make connected with the
adventures I had just passed through. A hackney-
coach brought me to the entrance of the street in which
the house 1 sought was situated; I then got out and
dismissing the vehicle, walked along till 1 reached the
building, The street-door was fastened, and 1 feared
thet I had too long deferred my attempt. I thought,
however, that 1 would walk round to the other side,
which I had observed was approached by ancther street
in the rear,in hopes of finding an entrance on that
quarter. Passing, therefore, through a narrow alley
which intersected the street in which I was, | reached
the back garden well, in the centre of which was &
gate, Itrled the latch and found that it was open. 1
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paused for a moment to meditate upon the wisdom of
porsuing the attempt which was before me, and to plan
the course which 1 weuld pursue. The place was pos-
sesged by those to whose passions or interest, if de-
tected, the sacrifice of my Jife would be a trifling con.
sideration. And, indeed, I ran great risk of incurring
a recognition which was so llkely to prove fatal. On
the other hand my coriosity to learn something of the
mysterious brotherhood which inhabited these walls
was extremely great.  And as well my interest as my
feelings, prompted me to the enterprise; for the paper
which had disappeared so strangely from my chamber,
had probably been taken by aome of this party, and I
felt anxious to obtain a clue which might lead to its re-
covery, for its value to me was of course very great.
These motives, as well as a strong ambition to conquer,
if possible, the ruthless enmity by which the interests
of my house were opposed, and disappoint the schemes
that now seemed triumphing in their malignity, urged
-me to proceed. The danger I regarded lightly, for there
is something in the presence of peril which rouses a
boldness and confidence within the breast which makes
toil and risk a pleasure rather than a dread. I trusted
that the resources of a fertile mind, and a heart which
knew not what it was to fear, would carry me safely
through the difficulties which were before me: and I,
therefore, opened the gate and went into the yard.

There was a small door in the rear of the house
which was open, and a man was standing wilhin it.
Assuming a bold Lnd indifferent air I walked directly
up to him, but before I had reached the steps he left his
position and came towards me. | happened to remem-
ber the name of one of the persons who had been spoken
of by the men whom 1 had overheard on a former even-
ing in the vestibule of this building; and as the chances
were considerably in favour of its successful employ-
ment, I determined to make use of it.

“ Good night  said I, in a careless tone, as I brush-
ed past him, and I endeavoured to imitate the tones
of one of the speakers on the occasion alluded to,
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for his voice still lingered in my ear; *this is a clever
‘disguise: by-the-by, s Morton atil in the reom 1"

For aught that [ knew, the person himself, whom I
addressed, was Morten; but [ had nothing else to do
than to throw myself upon the probebility, and trust to
its supporting me. Fortunately It succeeded entirely.
The person eyed me for a moment rather dubiously,
and then replying in a refined and courteous tone that
he believed he was, he continued his course and left the
yard. [ did not expect {o encounter in that place, any
but men of a coarse and common aspect; but both the
appearance and the speech of this man convinced me
that he was a gentleman,

When I had reached the entry which issned in the
amall door I have spoken of, [ paused to listen il there
was any one else in the passagea by whom my pre-
sence might he discovered. But I heard no one; the
whole building seemed to be silent. 1 made my way
cautionsly along and with as little noise as it was pos-
sible. Passing one or’'two rooms, which from their
silence and darkness, appeared to be unoccupied, I
presently reached a large intersecting hall occupied by a
broad and massive flight of steps, and dimly lighted by
a lamp which hung in the centre. Leaning upon the
large carved post which terminated the balusters, |
again stopped to try to ascertain in what part of the
building were the peracna for whose whereabout 1 was
seeking. 1 thought that if 1 could approach their place
of assembiing, or put myself in a situation to overhear
their conversation as they were going out, I might pos-
sess myself of such knowledge as would be valuable
for the future.

I ascended the stairs slowly and noisclessly, until I
reached the entry of the second story in which they
termineted. The rooms which stocd near the head of
the flight appeared to be as deserted as those which 1
had left below. Crossing the direction of the staircase
was 3 long passege, into which several apartments
opened, and at either end of which was a Bight of steirs
leading to higher parts of the building; a lamp near the
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middle of this hall fiung a faint lght along it. T walked
forward a little distance through one of the arms of this
entry, and had gone about half-way to the termination
of it when I heard the sound of some one coming ont
of one of the chambers in an upper story, and descend-
ing ta pass apparently through the place where I stood,
'The house, as I have already said, had the air of having
once been the abode of weaith and magnificence, and
the entry which was a noble arch was flanked on both
sides by large pairs of columns standing with a small
interval between them which was about large enough
to conceal the figure of a man. Into one of these niches
I hastily threw myself to find a hiding-place until the
person who was approaching should be past. He came
along with rather a hurried step, and walking directly
ip front of my position reached the staircase and de-
scending it left the house. I was standing sideways in
my narrow concealment, and being unable to turn with-
out fear of arresting attention, I did not see the figure
of the man. .

Supposing that there might be other persons coming
from the same place, [ remained for a few minutes
where [ was, without moving. In a little while a num-
ber of men isgued from the same room, so far as [ could
judge, from which the first had come, and descended in
the same direction. Leaning forward from my lurking-
place, I perceived a bright and increasing light in the
quarter in which they were, and I inferred that some of
them were bearing Jamps or candles. The size of the
columns by which 1 was protected, was barely suffi-
cient to hide me from view even under the duskiness
that waa then shading the entry, and [ could scarcely
hope to escape observation, when so0 many were passing
in 8o atrong a light. I thonght of rushing from my con-
cealment and escaping from the building before they
reached the staircase, but as I was about to put this
intention in effect, I caught sight of the figure of one of
the persons already turning on to the landing which
gave a view of the passage in which I was. [ drew
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hastlly back, and pressing as closely as possible against
the wall 1 awaited the reanlt.

Ag they drew near, so strong a glare was thrown
upon the walls and pillars that I felt that my detection
was inevitable, and 1 stood in that shrinking dread in
which one hides from that danger which is yet absent
although certain. When the company had arrived
elmost in front of my position, they paused: feeling
certain that they saw some part of my dress, although
they were yet beyend my own range of sight, I was
about to come out and reveal myself to them. To my
infinite relief one of the party opened a door which was
in the wall of the entry, and all of them went into the
room. As the door was clogsed and bolted I saw that it
was of extraordinary thickneas, and I heard the sound
of an inner door also fastened. There was no keyhole
or other aperture by which it might be possible to hear
what was said within.

I remained for a few minutes in my shelter pondering
what course would be best to pursue, and making op
my wmind that I must retire without accomplishing the
object for which I had come, when my attention. was
arrested by the footstep of some one coming very
quietly and slowly up the great siaircase from the lower
hall. I listened, and the sound was so stealthy that it
was clear that the person, whoever he might be, was
anxious to escape notice, and was perhaps engaged in
much the same undertaking as had brought me there.
I drew back, and remained motionless. The stranger
came along the entry noiselessiy and deliberately, and
as he passed me I perceived that he waa closely muffied
in a long cloak. There was something in his appear-
ance which, combined no doubt with the association
which several incidents led me to form between the per-
sons connected with this house and those whom I had
encountered at the seas-shore, that I thought resembled
the man who bhad passed me under the trees on that
occasion. But if that conjecture were correct, what
could cause In this place the concealment which he
manifestly courted, or could induce him to assume, as
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my own case led me to suppose, the office of a spy upon
his own fellows?

‘When he came to the door at which the others had
entered he paused a moment before it, and placing his
ear close to it listened for some time. He then moved
a few steps and laid his finger upon a part of the
panelling of the wall. A tall but narrow door flew
open, sufficiently large to admit a single person; he
went in and closed it behind him. This extroordinary
conduct surprized me extremely. The proceedings of
those who were connected with this establishment re-
gembled the operations of maglc rather than of human
power. But it was impossible to render any explana-
tion of the incident which I had just witnessed. If the
individual whe had thus secreted himself was a friend
and fellow of those who were in the room, why did he
bear the character and court the concealment of a spy ?
If he was an enemy, how did he possess the intimate
knowledge which he displayed with the construction of
the building? While these thoughts were passing
through my mind, the panelled door again opened, and
the same person came out and fastened the spring as
before, Without a moment’s delay he moved guickly
along the entry, and, descending lhe stairs, left the
house. As soon as I had satisfied mysell that he was
out of hearing, I walked towards the private door
which he had closed, in the hope that I should be able
to enter it and, as I presumed that he bad done, observe
the proceedings of those who were within. As I laid
my finger upon the door to feel for the spring, I heard
the bolt of the great inner door withdrawn, and a sound
of voices which indicated that the company were coming
out. I passed my hand in nervous embarrassment
several times over the spot where I bad seen the other
lay his touch, without beibg able to find the spot. The
door, which had been unbolted swung heavlly open, and
- the handle of the outer door was raised, while I yet
stood exposed in the ineffectual attempt to enter the
aecret door, The ponderous iron bar grated roughly
as it moved back, and I saw that but one escape was
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left me, in Bight. I darted along the entry, and reached
the staira. WhenI had turned round the angle in the wall
I stopped for an instant to ascertain whether I had been
seen or heard. No sound whatever was discernible be-
hind me. I walked back a few steps so as to command
a view of the passage, and found that the large door
was still unopened. Encouraged by this indication that
the intention of the party to leave the apartment had
been changed, and inexpressibly and madly eager to
have one chance of dlscovering something of their pro-
ceedings, I ran back to the place where 1 had been en-
deavouring to admit myaself into the secret room in the
wall, and again passed my hand along the channeled
mouldings to find the catch which had baffled me before.
The roar of the iron bar again smote fearfully in my
ear, just as I touched the important spot and the small
door flew open. 1 hastily threw myself within and
drew the door behind me at the same instant that the
heavy oak of the adjoining one moved upon its hinges,
The noise of the closing spring was merged in that of
the opening hinges.

The place in which 1 found myself was a passage
channelled out in the thick wall that bounded the entry,
Judging from the Jight which was visible at a little dis-
tence along, part of the partition which separated it
from the apartment within, was transparent. Fearful,
however, of being heard through the thin division which
on beth sides shielded me, I did not move. The per-
sons who were just issuing as I entered this conceal-
ment, all left the room excepting two, who still remained
behind. 'When the door was closed some conversation
ensved which I was enabled to hear with great distinct-
ness.

* Well, Williams,” sald one of them, “ what do you
think of this matter 1

I have no doubt,” replied the ather, “that jeslousy
of superior talents js the canse of mast of this excite-
ment against Harold, 8till, it must be admitted that
there is some ground for the charge of treachery, and 1
think that the matter was very properly taken up. But
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1 fear very much that injustice will be done. T suspect
that Morton's design is to make the decision of our
meeting to-morrow night final upon the subject of
Harold’s gullt, and as we have aworn not to communi-
cate to him any knowledge of the proposed assembly,
I suspect that he will be condemned vunheard.”

« I tell you what,” said the other negligently, after a
pause, during which he appeared to have been engaged
in writing and had stopped to mend his pen, *if we kill
Harold, we ehall destrov the very centre and support
of our society, and I shall take my leave of it pretty
soon. No man can counsel and control like him, None
can command the respect which he enforces. Morton
ocan talk, but he lacks the strength and depth of charac-
ter which long habits of action alone can give.”

“ As to Harold's behaviour about Stenley,” remarked
his companicn, * proceeding from friendship and kind-
ness to him, the notion is ridicolons. There is as much
of such feeling in his breast as there is milk in & ‘male
tiger.! And that he should be playing falsely with him
is equally improbable, for that would occasion less bene.
fit than the opposite course would ensure, and would
farther expose him to great danger, If Stanley is a
rogue, why does not Harold initiate him into this com-
pany ‘!’l .

“ True enough. At what hour did they say we meet
to-morrow ¥

# Ten precisely: and in the upper room of the old
central hall,”

#There is one thing,” resumed the first, after a con-
siderable panse, # which makes me disinclined to pro-
ceed against Harold ; and that i3 the danger we are In
from the Stanleys. If that matter were settled, and all
alarm banished, we might amuse ourselves by putting
Harold to death for not settling it sooner: but if we
lose his aid, or if he by that superbuman sagacity which
helongs to him, discover our plot and abandon us, I
fear we are gone. 1 know no means of obtaining the
papers which are in possession of young Stanley, and
if that cannot be done, our only safety consista in put-

YOL. 1, 22
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ting ‘both the oid and the young one to sleep in the same
grave ;—a clumsy roode, that, of doing the business;”
and the speaker went on with his writing,

# That whole matter must be settled to-morrow night,
and our system of proceeding mscertained. There js
not much time to lose; for after the specimen young
Stanley had thls evening of our way of managing af-
fairs, he will be very apt to try if he cannot give us
gome trouble. 1t would be droll if he applied to the
police: hat ha! Cettainly Harold was right, it waz a
great blunder to haul him up before the council; but I
am not so sure it was exactly as wise to let him go. It
was Morton's idea, that of gquestioning him,—and
Harold’s vehemence in insisting on sending him away,
has raised this storm of virtue in his breast. I hardiy
know myself why Harold opposed his death. I do not
see what harm it could have done.”

In possessing myself of a knowledge of the position
and policy of these men and their party, I had gained
what [ wanted, and the tone of this conversation was
scarcely so agreeable as to induce me to stay any longer
in the place where I was. 1 therefore touched the
apring of the little door which had admitted me, and
stepped out into the entry. Every thing there was
quiet, and I made my way out of the house without loss
of time. I walked rapidly home, and did not feel my-
self fully at ease till 1 found myself within my own
walls. Throwing myself on a chair before the fire I
breathed for the first time with freedom; and availing
mysell’ of the epportunity of making my calm reflections
upon the events which had befailen me, I reviewed all
the incidents which that busy evening had disclosed,

The first circomstance which arrested my curiosity
and perplexed my thonghts was, that the letters which
my father had sent me, and which 1 had missed from
under my piliow as I have already described, did not
appear to be in the possession of those persons whose
aafety they principally concerned, and whom I had so
reasonebly suspected. This | inferred, both from the
_ words which I+had heard in the darkneas of my con-
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cealment before the mysterious tribunal in the begin-
ning of the evening, and from those which fell from the
two speakers in the chawber. The acquisition of these
documents seemed to constitute the object which had
led to my summons before the first of these bodies, and
the possession of them appeared to form the danger of
which the latter sfioke; and the improbability of my
carrying them about my person, which the interrupter
of the secret council so reasonably presented, was the
consideration, so far ag I could judge, which led to my
dismissal. On the other hand, the savage determina-
tion to obtain those papers, which one of the speakers
whom I had heard in the entry on the former evening
expressed, and the great importance which he mani
festly attached to Thompson's letter especially, seemed
to point to him or his party as the only persons likely
to make the bold attempt which would be necessary to
secure them.

The character and personality of the Mr. Harold,
whose name had been ao often used, was as dubious
and contradictory as any part of the multiform mystery
which engaged my meditations. It was he, as | inferred
from the diglogue which I had last heard, who intruded
upon my first imprisonment and to whom 1 was then
indebted for my liberty. It was he who, although he
.apparently was the chief and master of the whole so-
ciety, was the object of the design which the company
were to canvass on the former evening. 1 bave already
gpokeri of the fact that my father had mentioned that
the person who visited him was named Harold, and that
I had heard that very person inguire whether Harold
was in the house, and told that he was. What I had
learned that evening was equaily surprising. Previous
incidents and general circumstances rendered it appa-
rent that the chief enemy whom I had to encounter was
this person, whoever he might be; and yet the charge
against him was that he was colluding with me. That.
however, might be the mistaken inference which his
companions had drawn from the mere circumstance of
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his having urged the propriety of dismissing me without
injury from the tribunal before which I had been
brought ; yet there was another thing which made it
probable that broader grounds existed in the minds of
these men for the opinion of some intercourse and un-
derstanding between na-w~irrational and impossible to
be credited by any one as that appeared to me. One of
the men who were conversing in that room which 1
commanded from my concealment, spoke of the friend-
ship which subsisted between Harold and myself, and
although he doubted the sincerity of hle regard, his lan-
guage indicated that the person of whom he spoke sus-
tained at least the semblance of intimacy with me, and
was at all events on a footing of famtliarity and ac-
quaintance. Certainly this was wholly inexplicable, I
did not even know the man by sight: and it was not
easy to imagine what circumstances another could con-
trive to produce in the minds of third parties an impres-
gion of an Intercourse which had never in any degree
existed.

‘The events of the evening taken together, and coupled
with the knowledge which the conversation of the two
rien had revealed, proved the existence of a band of
men united for purposes of extraordinary profligacy,
bound by principles of singular hardihced and stern-
ness, and controlled by m spirit and an intelligence
which had not often before brought the best defence of
virtue to second the worst suggestions of depravity.
The glimpse which I had obtained of the system and
character of this strange and dark brotherhood pre-
sented an outline of daring wickedness and dazzling
power, which fancy might fill up as it pleased. What
organisation gave unity and vigour to their action, and
what definite ends employed their energies I was wholly
jignorant ; but the only occasion which had brought me
under the direct influence of this company was suffi-
cient to insplre an awe for the ingenuity of their means
as well as the ruthlessnesa of their schemes, One of
the men who were in the apartment together had
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laughed at the idea of my applying to the police for aid.
Was their strength such as to defy the law with secu-
rity ¥ Was it possible that their daring had tainted the
sources of protection, and that the government of the
law was within their hands? )

The personal danger in which I stood, as well as the
probability which there was that our efforts to prevail
in the recovery of my father's property would be inef-
fectual, were apparent, and filled me with anxiety; but
what action to take I was at a loss. Any force, whe-
ther legal or wrongful, which could be brought against
them would necessarily fail of the object for which #
would be used: the sword was no instrument for ex-
ploring the dimness of doubtful right or demonstrating
the validity of a tangled title. Pacific ingenuity had
overcome justice; nothing but the same specles of
power could restore it completely. I felt anxious to
contend against them with their own weapons, and
batfle them in the labyrinth of their own tortuous plans.
Coolness, courage, and counsel, I thought, could effect
the end.

To know more fully the extent of their information
and power, and the course which they intended to
pursue, was the firgl requisite. This might be aceom-
plished if 1 could become privy to the proceedinga of
the meeting which was to take place on the following
evening ; for that subject was to form one of the themes
of its deliberation. Of the place and time of that as-
sembly 1 was already aware, and I entertained no
doubt of being able to place myself in such a situation
as to see and hear all that should then be done and
said. Upon the knowledge which I should thus obtain,
I would be better able to ground my subsequent pro-
ceedings and I postponed till then the settlement of any
scheme of conduct. Besides this, another benefit might
be obtained from the cognizance of the ingidents of
that meeting. It chiefly concerned the position of
Harold, and if I could possess a knowledge so impor-
tant to him, I might make its communication the price
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of important concessions from him—a mode of moral”
barter or diplomatic set-off, with which I presumed so
experienoed 8 contriver as himsel was familiar, At
least I shouid have & power over him which I could

empley to advantage,

END OF VoL, I,
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Mias AusTen's novels are among the most original that have
appearet since the * Amelia” of Fielding. We see in them no
traces of thoughts, or incidents, or characters, supplied by other
writers; they are selksuggested throughout. As a plcture of the
habits of the provincial middle classes thirty years ago, they
are as true to life as the master-pieces of Gainsborough, pos-
sessing all his exactness and literal fidelity, without his coarse
vigour. No one makes so much of a rustic pic-nic; imparts
such a piquant flavour to the gossip of country cousins; or por-
trays a village © Mrs. Candor” with such skill and whimsleal
effect, without verging on caricature, as Miss Austen. Bhe
makes as free of the old maid's tea-table, and lets us into all
the secrets of the Lady of the Manor’s coterie. She has no’
herces or heroines, in the ordinary acceptation of the term; her
dramatis persons are for the most part of a homely, quiescent,
every-day caste; yet they uniformly interest us, being worked
out with uncommon ingenuity, and gheir verlest common-places -
turned to humorous account. Miss Austen never affects the
romantic or imaginative. Bhe has no highly-wrought scenes of
passion or pathos; no startling surprises, or melodramatic con.
trasts; but finishea up to nature, witho#tt once going beyond
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it. Her dlalogues arc remarkable for their ease, and point, and
archnese! and so exquisitely characteristic as almost to induce
the conviction that they had been averheard by the writer, and
taken down in short-hand. Those who have read “ Emms,
and more especlally “ Mansfield Park,” will have little hesitation
In placing Miss Austen in the same rank with Goldsmith; for,
like him, she is the most social and unambitions of novelists,
and scatters over the homeliest subjects a thousand artless
Inimitable praces, How perfect is her description of the gipsy-
party on the village commeon; and of the broad shady oak in
Mansfield Park, under which the young folks used to lojter
away the summer evening, till the approach of the thrifty and
pratix Mrs. Norris, who was much addicted to unseasonable
lectorlng, would compel them to a precipitate departure! Wit
without malice, humour without grossneass, refinement of touch
without apparent effort, and repose of manner without insipi-
dity ;-~these are the main characteristica of Miss Austen's pro-
ductions, who in her own citcumscribed sphere has never yet
been rivalled, and most likely never will be so.

Bir Walter Scott, in speaking of Miss Austen, says: « One °
of the first fernale novelists."

Again, Mr. Lockhart, his biographer, says: * Among some
other talk, in returning, he spoke with praise of Miss Ferrier a» §
a novelist, and then with stiil higher praise of Miss Austen, Of !
the latter he said: » 1 find myself every now and then with one .
of her books in my hand. There’s a finishing-off in some of
her scenes that is really quite ahove every body else,”

Extract from Sir Walter's Diary.

“ Also read again, and for the third time at least, Miss Aus
ten'a very finely written novel of Pride and Prejudice, That
young lady has a talent for describing the involvements, and
feelings, and characters of ordinary life, which is, to me, the
most wonderful I ever met with. The Big Bow-wow strain I
can do mysell like any now going; but the exquisite touch,
which renders ordinary common-place things and characters
interesting, from the truth of the description and the sentiment
Is t}enied to me. What a pity such a gifted ereature died »0
early.”
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