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imagination which had been employed in
picturing the tumulf of unreal battles, and
the charms of unreal queens, now peopled
his solitude with saints and angels. The
Holy Virgin descended to commune with
him. He saw the Saviour face to face
with the eye of flesh. Even those mys-
teries of religion which are the hardest
trial of faith were in his cawse palpable to
sight. It is difficult to relate without a
pitying smile, that, in the sacrifice of the
mass, he saw transubstantiation take
place ; and that, as he stood praying on
the steps of St. Dominic, he saw the
Trinity in Unity, and wept aloud with
joy and wonder. Such was the celebrated
gnatius Loyola who, in the great Catholic
reaction, bore the same share which Luther
bore in the great Protestant movement.
Dissatisfied with the system of the

Theatines, the enthusiastic Spaniard
Tho opdor of turned his face towards
Jesuits. = Rome.  Poor, obscure,

without a patron, without
recommendations, he entered the cit

where now two princely temples, ric

with painting and many-coloured marble,
commemorate his great services to the
Church ; where his form stands sculptured
in massive silver; where his bones, en-
shrined amidst jewels, are placed beneath
the altar of God. His activity and zeal
bore down all opposition; and under his
rule the order of Jesuits began to exist,
and grew rapidly to the full measure of
its gigantic powers. With what vehe-
mence, with what policy, with what exact
discipline, with what dauntless courage,
with what self-denial, with what forget-
fulness of the dearest private ties, with
what intense and stubborn devotion to
a single end, with what unscrupulous
laxity and versatility in the choice of
means, the Jesuits fought the battle of
their Church, is written in every page of
the annals of FEurope during severa
generations. In the order of Jesus was
concentrated the quintessence of the
Catholic spirit; and the history of the
order of Jesus is the history of the great
Catholic reaction. That order possessed
itself at once of all the strongholds which
command the public mind—of the pulpit,
of the press, of the confessional, of
the academies. @Wherever the Jesuit
preached, the church was too small for
the audience. The name of Jesuit on a
title-page secured the circulation of a
book. It was in the ears of the Jesuit
that the powertul, the noble, and the

beautiful breathed the secret history of |
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their lives. It was at the feet of the
Jesuit that the youth of the higher and
middle classes were brought up from ths
first rudiments to the courses of rhetoric
and philosophy. Literature and science,
lately associated with infidelity or with
heresy, now became the allies of ortho-
doxy. Dominant in the south of Europe,
the great order soon went forth conquer-
ing and to conquer. In spite of oceans
and deserts, of hunger and pestilence, of
spies and penal laws, of dungeons and
racks, of gibbets and quartering-blocks,
Jesuits were to be found under every dis-
guise, and in every country—scholars,
physicians, merchants, serving-men ; 1n
the hostile court of Sweden, in the old
manor-houses of Cheshire, among the
hovels of Connaught; arguing, instruct-
ing, consoling, stealing away the hearts
of the young, animating the courage of
the timid, holding up the crucifix before
the eyes of the dying. Nor was it less
their office to plot against the thrones and
lives of apostate kings, to spread evil
rumours, to raise tumults, to inflame civil
wars, to arm the hand of the assassin.
Inflexible in nothing but in their fidelity
to the Church, they were equally ready to
appeal in her cause to the spirit of loyalty
and to the spirit of freedom. KExtremse
doctrines of obedience and extreme doc-
trines of liberty—the right of rulers to
misgovern the people, the Its contra-
richt of every one of the dicfory doc-
people to plunge his knife es.

in the heart of a bad ruler—were incul-
cated by the same man, according as he
addressed himself to the subject of Philip
or to the subject of Elizabeth. Some
described these men as the most rigid
others as the most indulgent of Bpirituai
directors. And both descriptions were cor-
rect. The truly devout listened with awe
to the high and saintly morality of the

1 | Jesuit. The gay cavalier who had run his

rival through the body, the frail beauty
who had forgotten her marriage vow,
found in the Jesuit an easy well-bred mar
of the world, tolerant of the little irregu-
larities of people of fashion. The con-
fessor was strict or lax, according to the
temper of the penitent. His first object
was to drive no person out of the pale of
the Church. Since there were bad Eeaple,
it was better that they should be bad
Catholics than bad Protestants. If a
person was so unfortunate as to be a
bravo, a libertine, or a gambler, that was
no reason for making him a heretic too.
The Old World was not wide enough foz
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this strange activity. The Jesuits invaded
all the countries which the great mari-
time discoveries of the preceding age had
laid open to European enterprise. In the
depths of the Peruvian mines, at the
marts of the African slave-caravans, on
the shores of the Spice Islands, in the
observatories of China, they were to be
found. They made converts in regions
which neither avarice nor curiosity had
tempted any of their countrymen to enter,
and preached and disputed in tongues of
which no other native of the West under-
stood a word.

The spirit which appeared so eminently
in this order animated the whole Catholic
world. The Court of Rome itself was
purified. During the generation which
preceded the Reformation, that court had
been a scandal to the Christian name.
Its annals are black with treason, murder,
and incest. Even its more respectable
members were utterly unfit to be ministers
of religion. They were men like Leo X.;
men who, with the Latinity of the
Augustan age, had acquired its atheistical
and scoffing spirit. They regarded
those Christian mysteries of which they
were stewards, just as the Augur Cicero
and the Pontifex Maximus Ceesar regarded
the Sibylline books and the pecking of
the sacred chickens. Among themselves,

Luxury and they spoke of the Incarna-

profligacy in tion, the Kucharist, and
Rome. the Trinity, in the same
tone in which Cotta and Velleius talked
of the oracle of Delphi, or of the voice of
Faunus in the moumtains. Their years
glided by in a soft dream of sensual
and intellectual voluptuousness. Choice
cookery, delicious wines, lovely women,
hounds, falcons, horses, newly-discovered
manuscripts of the classics, sonnets and
burlesque romances in the sweetest Tus-
can—just as licentious as a fine sense of
the graceful would permit; plate from
the hand of Benvenuto, designs for palaces
by Michael Angelo, frescoes by Raphael,
busts, mosaics, and gems just dug up
from among the ruins of ancient temples
and villas—these things were the delight
and even the serious business of theirlives.
Letters and the fine arts undoubtedly owe
much to this not inelegant sloth. But
when the great stirring of the mind of
Europe began—when doctrine after doc-
trine was assailed—when nation after
nation withdrew from communion with
the successor of St. Peter, it was felt that
the Church could not be safely confided
to chiefs whose highest praise was, that
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they were good judges of Latin compo-
sitions, of paintings, and of statues,
whose severest studies had a Pagan
character, and who were suspected of
laughing in secret at the sacraments
which they administered, and of believing
no more of the gospel than of the Morgante
Muaggiore. Men of a very different class
now rose to the direction of ecclesiastical
affairs—men whose spirit resembled that
of Dunstan and of Becket. The Roman
Pontiffs exhibited in their own persons
all the austerity of the early anchorites
of Syria. Paul IV. brought to the Papal
throne the same fervent zeal which had
carried him into the Thea- Revival:
tine convent. Pius V., altered splrit
under his gorgeous vest- of the Fopes.
ments, wore day and night the hair-shirt
of a simple friar; walked barefoot in the
streets at the head of processions; found,
even in the midst of his most pressing
avocations, time for private prayer ; often
regretted that the public duties of his
station were unfavoeurable to growth in
holiness ; and edified his flock by innu-
merable instances of humility, charity,
and forgiveness of personal injuries;
while, at the same time, he upheld the
authority of his see, and the unadulterated
doctrines of his Church, with all the stub-
bornness and vehemence of Hildebrand.
Gregory XIII. exerted himself not only
to imitate but to surpass Pius in the
severe virtues of his sacred profession. As
was the head, such were the members.
The change in the spirit of the Catholic’
world may be traced in every walk of
literature and of art. It will be at once
perceived by every person who compares
the poem of Tasso with that of Ariosto,
or the monuments of Sixtus V. with those
of Leo X. ,
But it was not on moral influence alone
that the Catholic Church relied. The eivil
sword in Spain and Italy was unsparingly
employed in her support. The Inquisition
was armed with new powers and inspired
with a new energy. If Protestantism, or
the semblance of Protestantism, showed
itself in any quarter, it was instantly met,
not by petty, teasing persecution, but by
persecution of that sort which bows down
and crushes all but a very few select spirits.
Whoever was suspected of heresy, what-
ever his rank, his learning, or his reputa-
tion, was to purge himself to the satistac-
tion of a severe and vigilant Heretical
tribunal, or te die by fire. books
Heretical books were sought destroyed.
out and destroyed with the same un-
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sparing rigour. Works which were once
in every house were so effectually sup-
pressed, that no copy of them is now to
be found in the most extensive libraries.
One book in particular, entitled, *“ Of the
benefits of the death of Christ,”” had this
fate. It was written in Tuscan, was many
times reprinted, and was eagerly read in
every part of Italy. But the inquisitors
detected in it the Lutheran doctrine of
justification by faith alone. They pro-
scribed it ; and it is now as utterly {aﬂt as
the second decade of Livy.

Thus, while the Protestant reformation
proceeded rapidly at one extremity of
Btataint Gan Europe, the Catholic re-

facs Eurupe— vival went on as rapidly at

" the other. About half a
century after the great separation, there
were, throughout the north, Protestant
governments and Protestant nations. In
the south were governments and nations
actuated by the most intense zeal for the
ancient Church. Between these two hos-
tile regions lay, geographically as well
as moraﬂg a great debatable land. In
France, Belgium, Southern Germany,
Hungary, and Poland, the contest was
still undecided. The governments of
those countries had not renounced their
connection with Rome; but the Protes-
tants were numerous, powerful, bold, and
active. In France, they formed a com-
monwealth within the realm, held for-
tresses, were able to bring great armies
into the field, and had treated with their
sovereign on terms of equality. In
Poland, the king was still a Catholic:
but the Protestants had the upper hand
in the Diet, filled the chief offices in the
administration, and, in the large towns,
took possession of the parish churches.
‘“ It appeared,”” says the Papal nuncio,
‘““that in Poland, Protestantism would
completely supersede Catholicism.’”” In
Bavaria, the state of things was nearly
the same. The Protestants had a majority
in the Assembly of the States, and de-
manded from the duke concessions in
favour of their religion, as the price of
their subsidies. In Transylvania, the
House of Austria was unable to prevent
the Diet from confiscating, by one sweep-
ing decree, the estates of the Church.
In Austria Proper it was generally said
that only one-thirtieth part of the popula-
tion could be counted on as good Catho-
lics. In Belgium the adherents of the
new opinions were reckoned by hundreds
of thousands.

The history of the two succeeding )

{ greater. Fifty

generations is the history of the great
struggle between Protestantism possessed
of the north of Europe, Struggle for
and Catholicism possessed  Central
of the south, for the doubt- Europe.
ful territory which lay between. All the
weapons of carnal and of spiritual warfare
were employed. Both sides may boast
of great talents and of great virtues.
Both have to blush for many follies and
crimes. Af first the chances seemed to
be decidedly in favour of Protestantism ;
but the victory remained with the Church
of Rome. On every point she was suc-
cessful. If we overleap another half
century, we find her victorious and do-
minant in France, Belgium, Bavaria,
Bohemia, Austria, Poland, and Hungary.
Nor has Protestantism, in the eourse of
two hundred years, been able to reconquer
any portion of what it then lost.

1t is, moreover, not to be dissembled
that this wonderful triumph of the Papacy
18 to be chiefly attributed, Oatholl
not to the force of arms, /2300
but to a great reflux in ;
public opinion. During the first half
century, after the commencement of the
Reformation, the current of feeling, in
the countries on this side of the A.lps
and of the Pyrenees, ran impetuously
towards the new doctrines. Then the
tide turned, and rushed as fiercely in the
opposite direction. Neither during the
one period, nor during the other, did
much depend upon the event of battles
or sieges. The Protestant movement
was hardly checked for an instant by the
defeat at Muhlberg. The Catholic re-
action went on at full speed in spite of
the destruction of the Armada. It is
difficult to say whether the violence of
the first blow or of the recoil was the
years after the Lutheran
separation, Catholicism could scarcely
maintain itself on the shores of the Medi-
terranean. A hundred years after the
separation Protestantism could scarcely
maintain itself on the shores of the Baltic.
The causes of this memorable turn in
human affairs well deserve to be in-
vestigated.

The contest between the two parties
bore some resemblance to the fencing-
match in Shakespeare—¢ Laertes wounds
Hamlet ; then, in scuffling, they change
rapiers, and Hamlet wounds Laertes.”
The war between Luther and Leo was a
war between firm faith and unbelief,
between zeal and apathy, between energy
aund indolence, between seriousness and
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frivolity, between a pure morality and
vice. Very different was the war which
degenerate Protestantism had to wage
against regenerate Catholicism. To the
debauchees, the poisoners, the atheists,
who had worn the tiara during the
generation which preceded the Retorma-
tion, had succeeded Popes who, in re-
ligious fervour and severe sanctity of
manners, might bear a comparison with
Cyprian or Ambrose. The order of
Jesuits alone could show many men not
inferior in sincerity, constancy, courage,
and austerity of life, to the apostles of
the Reformation. But, while danger had
thus called forth in the bosom of the
Church of Rome many of the highest
qualities of the Reformers, the Reformed
Churches had contracted some of the
corruptions which had been justly cen-
sured in the Church of Rome. They had
become lukewarm and worldly. Their
great old leaders had been borne to the
grave, and had left no successors. Among
the Protestant princes there was little or
no hearty Protestant feeling. Elizabeth
herself was a Protestant rather from
policy than from firm conviction. James
I., in order to effect his

A%”{,ﬂ? ‘zf ﬂ:‘a favourite object of marry-
SR ing his son into one of the
great continental houses, was ready to
make immense concessions to Rome, and
even to admit a modified primacy in the
Pope. Henry 1IV. twice abjured the
reformed doctrines from interested motives.
The Elector of Saxony—the natural head
of the Protestant party in Germany—
submitted to become, at the most impor-
tant crisis of the struggle, a tool in the
hands of the Papists. Amongthe Catholic
sovereigns, on the other hand, we find
a religious zeal often amounting to
fanaticism. Philip II. was a Papist in
a very different sense from that in which
Elizabeth was a Protestant, Maximilian
of Bavaria, brought up under the teaching
of the Jesuits, was a fervent missionary
wielding the powers of a prince. The
Emperor Ferdinand II. deliberately put
his throne to hazard over and over again
rather than make the smallest concession
to the spirit of religious innovation.
Sigismund of Sweden lost a crown which
he might have preserved if he would
have renounced the Catholic faith. In
short, everywhere on the Protestant side
we see languor; everywhere on the
Catholic side we see ardour and devotion.
Not only was there, at this time, a
much more intense zeal among the Catho-

lics than among the Protestants, but the
whole zeal of the Catholics yUnity and
was directed against the zeal of the
Protestants, while almost Catholics.
the whole zeal of the Protestants was
directed against each other. Within the
Catholic Church there were no serious
disputes on points of doctrine. The de-
cisions of the Council of Trent were
received ; and the Jansenian controversy
had not yet arisen. The whole force of
Rome was, therefore, effect.ve for the
purpose of carrying on the war against
the Reformation. On the other hand,
the force which ought to have fought the
battle of the Reformation was exhausted
in civil conflict. While Jesuit preachers,
Jesuit confessors, Jesuit teachers of youth,
overspread Europe, eager to expend every
faculty of their minds and every drop
of their blood in the cause of their
Church, Protestant doctors were con-
futing, and Protestant rulers were pun-
ishing sectaries who were just as good
Protestants as themselves—

““ Cumque superba foret BABYLON spolianda
tropaeis,
Bella geri placuit nullos habitura triumphos.”

In the Palatinate, a Calvinistic prince
persecuted the Lutherans. In Saxony,
a Lutheran prince per- Protestants
secuted the Calvinists. In persecuting
Sweden, everybody who each other.
objected to any of the articles of the
Confession of Augsburg was banished.
In Scotland, Melville was disputing with
other Protestants on questions of eccle-
siastical government. In England, the
gaols were filled with men who, though
zealous for the Reformation, did not
exactly agree with the Court on all points
of discipline and doctrine. Some were
in ward for denying the tenet of re-
probation ; some for not wearing surplices.
The Irish people might at that time have
been, in all probability, reclaimed from
Popery, at the expense of half the zeal
and activity which Whitgift employed in
oppressing Puritans, and Martin Marpre-
late in reviling bishops.

As the Catholics in zeal and in union
had a great advantage over the Pro-
testq,nftﬁi tﬁ; had they also Catholio
an in superior Or-
ganization. ll}rIn tlz*uth, e R O
testantism, for aggressive purposes, had
no organization at all. The Reformed *
Churches were mere national Churches. |
TheChurch of England existed for
England alone. It was an institution as
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gurely local as the Court of Common
leas, and was utterly without any
machinery for foreign operations. The
Church of Scotland, in the same manner,
existed for Scotland alone. The opera-
tions of the Catholic Church, on the
other hand, took in the whole world.
Nobody at Lambeth, or at Edinburgh,
troubled himself about what was doing
in Poland or Bavaria. But at Rome,
Cracow and Munich were objects of as
much interest as the purlieus of St. John
Lateran. Our island, the head of the
Protestant interest, did not send out
a single missionary or a single instructor
of youth to the scene of the great
spiritual war. Not a single seminary
was established here for the purpose of
furnishing a supply of such persons to
foreign countries. On the other hand,
Germany, Hungary, and Poland were
filled with able and active Catholic
emissaries of Spanish or Italian birth ;
and colleges for the instruction of the
northern youth were founded at Rome.
The spiritual force of Protestantism was
a mere local militia, which might be
useful in case of an invasion, but could
not be sent abroad, and could therefore
make no conquests. Rome had such a
local militia ; but she had also a force
disposable at a moment’s notice for
foreign service, however dangerous or
disagreeable. If it was thought at head-
quarters that a Jesuit at Palermo was
qualified by his talents and character to
withstand the Reformers in Lithuania,
the order was instantly given and in-
stantly obeyed. In a month, the faithful
servant of the Church was preaching, cate-
chizing, confessing, beyond the Niemen.

It is impossible to deny that the polity
of the Church of Rome 18 the very mas-
terpiece of human wisdom. In truth,
nothing but such a polity could, against
such assaults, have borne up such doc-
trines. The experience of twelve hun-
dred eventful years, the ingenuity and
patient care of forty generations of
_ statesmen, have improved it to such
perfection, that, among the contrivances
of political ability, it occupies the highest
place. The stronger our conviction that
reason and Scripture were decidedly on the
side of Protestantism, the greater is the
reluctant admiration with which we re-
gard that system of tactics against which
reason and Scripture were arrayed in
vain.

It we went at large into this most in-
teresting subject we should fill volumes.
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We will, therefore, at present advert to

only one important part of h of
the policy of the Church Ruﬂfﬁeﬁnng
of Rome. Shethoroughly with enthu-
understands,whatno other siagts.

Church has ever understood, how to deal
with enthusiasts. In some sects—particu-
larly in infant sects—enthusiasm is suffered
to berampant. In othersects—particularly
in sects long established and richly endowed
—1t is regarded with aversion. The Catho-
lic Church neither submits to enthusiasm
nor proscribes it, but uses it. She con-
siders 1t as a great moving force which in
itself, like the muscular powers of a fine
horse, is neither good nor evil, but which
may be so directed as to produce great

ood or great evil; and she assumes the

irection to herself. It would be absurd
to run down a horse like a wolf. It
would be still more absuzd to let him run
wild, breaking fences and trampling down
passengers. The rational course is to gub-
Jugate his will without impairing his
vigour—to teach him to obey the rein,
and then to urge him to full speed.
When once he knows his master, he is
valuable in proportion to his strength
and spirit. Just such has been the system
of the Church of Rome with regard to
enthusiasts. She knows that when re-
igious feelings have obtained the com-
plete empire of the mind, they impart a
strange energy, that they raise men above
the dominion of pain and pleasure, that
obloquy becomes glory, that death itself
1s contemplated only as the beginning of
a higher and happier life. She knows
that a person in this state is no object of
contempt. He may be vulgar, ignorant,
visionary, extravagant; but he will do
and suffer things which it is for her
interest that somebody should do and
suffer, yet from which calm and sober-
minded men would shrink. She accord-
Ingly enlists him in her service, assigns
to him some forlorn hope, in which
intrepidity and impetuosity are more
wanted than judgment and self-command,
and sends him forth with her bene-
dictions and her applause.

In England it not unfrequently hap-
pens that a tinker or coal-heaver hears a
sermon, or falls in with a tract, which
alarms him about the state Awakening of
of his soul. If he be a conscience
man of excitable nerves and zeal.
and strong imagination he thinks himself
given over to the Evil Power. He doubts
whether he has not committed the unpar-
donable sin. He imputes every wild
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fancy that springs up in his mind to the
whisper of a fiend. His sleep is broken
by dreams of the great judgment-seat,
the open books, and the unquenchable
fire. If, in order to escape from these
vexing thoughts, he flies to amusement Or
to licentious indulgence, the delusive
relief only makes his misery darker and
more hopeless. At length a turn takes
place. He is reconciled to his offended
Maker. To borrow the fine imagery of
one who had himself been thus tried, he
emerges from the Valley of the Shadow
of Death, from the dark land of gins and
snares, of quagmires and precipices, Of
evil spirits and ravenous beasts. The
sunshine is on his path. He ascends the
Delectable Mountains, and catches from
their sammit a distant view of the shining
city which is the end of his pilgrimage.
Then arises in his mind a natural, and
surely not a censurable desire, to impart
to others the thoughts of which his own
heart is full—to warn the careless, to
comfort those who are troubled in spirit.
The impulse which urges him to devote
his whole life to the teaching of religion
is a strong passion in the guise of a duty.
He exhorts his neighbours; and, if he be
a man of strong parts, he often does so
with great effect. He pleads as if he
were pleading for his life, with tears, and
pathetic gestures, and burning words;
and he soon finds with delight, not per-
haps wholly unmixed with the alloy of
human infirmity, that his rude eloquence
rouses and melts hearers who sleep very
composedly while the rector preaches on
the apostolical succession. Zeal for God,
love for his fellow-creatures, pleasure in
the exercise of his newly-discovered

owers, impel him to become a preacher.
E[e has no quarrel with the Establishment,
no objection to its formularies, its go-
vernment, or its vestments. He would
gladly be admitted among its humblest
ministers. But, admitted or rejected, his
vocation is determined. His orders have
come down to him, not through a long
and doubtful series of Arian and Papist
bishops, but direct from on high. His
commission is the same that on the Moun-
tain of Ascension was given to the
Eleven. Nor will he, for lack of human
credentials, spare to deliver the glorious
message with which he is charged by the
true Head of the Church. For a man
thus minded there is within the pale of
the Establishment no place. He has been
at no college; he cannot construe a Greek
guthor, nor write a Latin theme ; and he
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is told that, if he remains in the commu-
nion of the Church, he must do so as a
hearer, and that, if he is resolved to be a
teacher, he must begin by being a schis-
matic. His choice is soon made. He
harangues on Tower Hill

or in Smithfield. A con- . Btnusiasm
gregation is formed. A "
license is obtained. A plain brick build-
ing, with a desk and benches, is run up,
and named Ebenezer or Bethel. In a few
weeks the Church has lost for ever a hun-
dred families, not one of which enter-
tained the least scruple about her articles,
her liturgy, her government, or her cere-
monies.

Far different is the policy of Rome.
The ignorant enthusiast, whom the Angli-
can Church makes an Th dicant
enemy, and, whatever the eg&ﬁa kv
polite and learned may :
think, a most dangerous enemy, the
Catholic Church makes a champion. She
bids him nurse his beard, covers him with
a gown and hood of coarse dark stuff,
ties a rope round his waist, and sends him
forth to teach in her name. He costs her
nothing. He takes not a ducat away
from the revenues of her beneficed clergy.
He lives by the alms of those who respect
his spiritual character, and are grateful
for his instructions. He preaches, not
exactly in the style of Massillon, but in a
way which moves the passions of unedu-
cated hearers; and all his imfluence 1s
employed to strengthen the Church of
which he is a minister. To' that Church
he becomes as strongly attached as any of
the cardinals, whose scarlet carriages and
liveries crowd the entrance of the palace .
on the Quirinal. In this way the Church
of Rome unites in herself all the strength
of Establishment, and all the strength of
Dissent. With the utmost pomp of a
dominant hierarchy above, she has all
the energy of the voluntary system below.
It would be easy to mention very recent
instances in which the hearts of hundreds
of thousands, estranged from her by the
selfishness, sloth, and cowardice of the
beneficed clergy, have been brought back
by the zeal of the begging friars.

Even for female agency there is a place
in her syst-em.l To devout women she
assigns spiritual functions,
dignities, and magistracies. S g
In our country, if a noble lady is moved
by more than ordinary zeal for the propa-
gation of religion, the chance 1is, that
though she may disapprove of no one
doctrine or ceremony of the Established
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Church, she will end by giving her name
to a new schism. If a pious and benevo-
lent woman enters the cells of a prison,
to pray with the most unhappy and de-
graded of her own sex, she does so with-
out any authority from the Church. No
line of action is traced out for her; and
1t 1s well if the Ordinary does not com-
plain of her intrusion, and if the Bishop
does not shake his head at such irregular
benevolence. At Rome, the Countess of
Huntingdon would have a place in the
calendar as St. Selina, and Mrs. Fry
would be foundress and first Superior of
the Blessed Order of Sisters of the Gaols.

Place Ignatius Loyola at Oxford. He
is certain to become the head of a formid-
able secession. Place John Wesley at
Rome. He is certain to be the first
Greneral of a new society devoted to the
interests and honour of the Church.
Place St. Theresa in London. Her rest-
less enthusiasm ferments into madness,
not untinctured with craft. She becomes
the prophetess, the mother of the faithful,
holds disputations with the devil, issues
sealed pardons to her adorers, and lies in
of the Shiloh. Place Joanna Southcote
at Rome. She founds an order of bare-
tooted Carmelites, every one of whom is
ready to suffer martyrdom for the Church:
a solemn service is consecrated to her
memory ; and her statue, placed over the
holy water, strikes the eye of every
stranger who enters St. Peter’s.

We have dwelt long on this subject,
because we believe, that of the many
causes to which the Church of Rome owed
her safety and her triumph at the close of

- the sixteenth century, the chief was the

profound policy with which she used the
fanaticism of such persons as St. Ignatius

¢ and St. Theresa.

The Protestant partfr was now, indeed,
vanquished and humbled. In France, so
Tt 1 of Sirong had been the Catho-

c a.th?:rl?giﬂm lic reaction, that Henry
" IV. found it necessary to

choose between his religion and  his
crown. In spite of his clear hereditary
right, in spite of his eminent personal
qualities, he saw that, unless he reconciled
himself to the Church of Rome, he could
not count on the fidelity even of those
gallant gentlemen whose impetuous val-
our had turned the tide of battle at Ivry.
In Belgium, Poland, and Southern Ger-
many, Catholicism had obtained a com-
lete ascendant. The resistance of
ohemia was put down. The Palatinate
was conquered. Upper and Lower Saxony

were overflowed by Catholic invaders.
The King of Denmark stood forth as the
Protector of the Reformed Churches :
he was defeated, driven out of the empire,
and attacked in his own possessions. The
armies of the House of Austria pressed
on, subjugated Pomerania, and were
stopped in their progress only by the
ramparts of Stralsund.

And now again the tide turned. Two
violent outbreaks of religious feeling in
opposite directions had given a character
to the history of a whole century, Pro-
testantism had at first driven back Catho-
licism to the Alps and the Pyrenees.
Catholicism had rallied, and had driven
back Protestantism even to the German
Ocean. Then the great southern reaction
began to slacken, as the great northern
movement had slackened before. The
zeal of the Cdtholics became cool ; their
union was dissolved. The paroxysm of
religious excitement was over on both
sides. The one party had degenerated as
far from the spirit of Loyola as the other
from the spirit of Luther. During three
generations religion had been the main-
spring of politics. The revolutions and
civil wars of France, Scotland, Holland,
Sweden, the long struggle between Philip
and Elizabeth, the bloody competition for
the Bohemian crown, all originated in
theological disputes. But a great change
now took place. The contest which was
raging in Germany lost its religious cha-
racter% Itfwa,shnow, on the one side, less
a contest for the spiritual
ascendency of the Church Bﬁ‘;ﬁf:&‘:d
of Rome than for all the by political
temporal ascendency of the contests.
House of Austria. On the other, it was
less a contest for the reformed doctrine
than for national independence. Go-
vernments began to form themselves
mto new combinations, in which com-
munity of political interest was far
more regarded than community of
religious belief. Even at Rome the pro=-
gress of the Catholic arms was observed
with very mixed feelings. The Supreme
Pontiff was a sovereign prince of the
second rank, and was anxious about the
balance of power, as well as about the
propagation of truth. It was known
that he dreaded the rise of an universal
monarchy even more than he desired the

rosperity of the Universal Church, At
ength a great event announced to the
world that the war of sects had ceased,
and that the war of states had succeeded.
A. coalition, including Calvinists, Luther-
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ans, and Catholice, was formed against
the House of Austria. At the head of

that coalition were the first statesman and

the first warrior of the age; the former a
prince of the Catholic Church, distin-
guished by the vigour and success with
which he had put down the Huguenots
—the latter a Protestant king, who
owed his throne to a revolutiom caused
by hatred of Popery. The alliance of
Richelieu and Gustavus marks the time
at which the great religious struggle ter-
minated. The war which followed was
a war for the equilibrium of Xurope.
When, at length, the peace of Westphalia
was concluded, it appeared that the
Church of Rome remained in full pos-
session of a vast dominion, which in the
middle of the preceding century she
seemed to be on the point of losing. No

part of HBurope remained Protestant,

except that part which had become tho- |

roughly Protestant before the generation
which heard Luther preach had passed

away.
Since that time there has been no
religious war between Catholics and

Protestants as such. In the time of
Cromwell, Protestant England was united
with Catholic France, then governed by a
priest, against Catholic Spain. William
the Third, the eminently Protestant bero,
was at the head of a coalition which in-
cluded many Catholic powers, and which
was secretly favoured even by Rome,
a%a.inst the Catholic Louis. In the time
of Anne, Protestant England and Pro-
testant Holland joined with Catholic
Savoy and Ca,thm{ic Portugal, for the
urpose of transferring the crown of
pain from one bigoted Catholic to
another.
The geographical frontier between the
two religions has continued to run almost
recisely where it ran at
Evogress of | .} M le of the Thirty
and decline of Years’ War; nor has Pro-
CatholicStates. testantism givenanyproofs
of that ‘‘ expansive power’’ which has
been ascribed to it. But the Protestant
boasts, and most justly, that wealth,
civilization, and intelligence, have in-
creased far more on the northern than on
the southern side of the boundary ; that
countries so little favoured by nature as
Scotland and Prussia are now among the
most flourishing and best governed por-
tions of the world—while the marble
E&laees of Genoa are deserted —while
anditti infest the beautiful shores of
Campania—while the fertile sea-eoast of
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the Pontifical State is abandoned fto
buffaloes and wild boars. It cannot be
doubted that, since the sixteenth century,
the Protestant nations, fair allowance
being made for gl:grsina,l disadvantages,
have made decidedly greater progress
than their neighbours. The progress
made by those nations in which Protes-
tantism, though not finally successful, yet
maintained a long struggle, and left per-
manent traces, has generally been con-
siderable. But when we come to the
Catholiec Land, to that part of Europe in
which the first spark of reformation was
trodden out as soon as it appeared, and
from which proceeded the impulse which
drove Protestantism back, we find, at
best, a very slow progress, and on the
whole a retrogression. Compare Denmark
and Portugal. When Luther began to
preach, the superiority of the Portuguese
was unquestionable. At present, the
superiority of the Danes is no less so.
Compare Edinburgh and Florence. Edin-
burgh has owed less to climate, to soil,
and to the fostering care of rulers than
any capital, Protestant or Catholic. In
all these respects Florence has been
singularly happy. Yet whoever knows
what Florence and Edinburgh were in the
generation preceding the Reformation,
and what they are now, will acknowledge
that some great cause has, during the last
three centuries, operated to raise one part
of the BEuropean family, and to depress
the other. Compare the history of Eng-
land and that of Spain during the last
century. In arms, arts, sciences, letters,
commerce, agriculture, the contrast is
most striking. The distinction is not con-
fined to this side of the Atlantic. The
colonies planted by England in America
have immeasurably outgrown in power
those planted by Spain. Yet we have no
reason to believe that, at the beginning of
the sixteenth century, the Castilian was
in any respect inferior to the Englishman.
Our firm belief is, that the North owes
its great civilization and prosperity chiefly
to the moral effect of the Protestant
Reformation, and that the decay of the
Southern countries of Europe 18 to be
mainly ascribed to the great Catholic
revival.

About a hundred years after the final
settlement of the boundary line between
Protestantism and Catho- The Voltai-
licism began to appear the rian school of
signs of the fourth great philosophers
peril of the Church of Rome. The storm
which was now rising against her was of
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a very different kind from those which
had ]fecﬁdﬂd it. Those who had formerly
attacked her had questioned only a part
of her doctrines. A school was now
%nwing up which rejected the whole.
¢ Albigenses, the Lollards, the ILu-
therans, the Calvinists, had a positive
religious system, and were strongly at-
tached to it. The creed of the new
sectaries was altogether negative. They
took one of their premises from the Pro-
testants, and one from the Catholics.
From the former they borrowed the
principle, that Catholicism was the only
pure and genuine Christianity. With the
latter, they held that some parts of the
Catholic system were contrary to reason.
The conclusion was obvious. T'wo Proposi-
tions, each of which separately is com-
patible with the most exalted piety,
formed, when held in conjunction, the
roundwork of a system of irreligion.
he doctrine of Bossuet, that transub-
stantiation is affirmed in the Gospel, and
the doctrine of Tillotson, that transub-

stautiation is an absurdity, when put

together, produced by logical necessity
the inferences of Voltaire.

Had the sect which was rising at Paris
been a sect of mere scoffers, it is very
improbable that it would have left deep
traces of ifs existence in the institutions
and manners of Europe. Mere negation
—mere KEpicurean infidelity, as Lord
Bacon most justly observes—has never
disturbed the peace of the world. It
furnishes no motive for action. It in-
spires no enthusiasm. It has no mission-
aries, no crusaders, no martyrs. If the
Patriarch of the Holy Philosophical Church
had contented himself with making jokes
about Saul’s asses and David’s wives, and
with criticizing the poetry of Ezekiel in
the same narrow spirit in which he criti-
cized that of Shakespeare, the Church
would have had little to fear. But it is
Morits of the due tnthjm &nixhttz 111;;13 com-i

: eers to sa at the rea
i, SR Eecret of thye’ir strength la
in the truth which was mingled with their
errors, and in the generous enthusiasm
which was hidden under their flippancy.
They were men who, with all their faulfs,
moral and intellectual, sincerely and ear-
nestly desired the improvement of the
condifion of the human race—whose blood
boiled at the sight of cruelty and injustice
— Who made manful war, with every
faculty which they possessed, on what
they considered as abuses—and who on
many signal occasions placed themselves

gallantly between the powerful and the
oppressed. While they assailed Christi-
anity with a rancour and an unfairness
disgraceful to men who called themselves
philosophers, they yet had, in far greater
measure than their opponents, that chari
towards men of all classes and races whic
Christianity enjoins. Religious persecu-
tion, judicial torture, arbitrary imprison-
ment, the unnecessary multiplication of
capital punishments, the delay and chica-
nery of tribunals, the exactions of farmers
of the revenue, slavery, the slave trade,
were the constant subjects of their lively
satire and eloquent disquisitions. When
an innocent man was broken on the wheel
at Toulouse—when a youth, Woltaire’s
guilty only of an indiscre- vindication
tion, was burned at Abbe- of justice.
ville—when a brave officer, borne down
by public injustice, was dragged, with a
gag 1n his mouth, to die on the Place de
Gréve, a voice instantly went forth from
the banks of Lake Leman, which made
itself heard from Moscow to Cadiz, and
which sentenced the unjust f] udges to the
contempt and detestation of all Europe.
The really efficient weapons with which
the philosophers a.ssaile& the evangelical
taith were borrowed from the evangelical
morality. The ethical and dogmatical
parts of the gospel were unhappily turned
agaiust each other. On the one side was
a church boasting of the purity of a doc-
trine derived from the Apostles, but
disgraced by the massacre of St. Bar-
thcﬁzmew, by the murder of the best of
kings, by the war of Cevennes, by the
destruction of Port-Royal. On the other
side was a sect laughing at the Seriptures,
shooting out the tongue at the sacraments,
but ready to encounter principalities and
powers in the cause of justice, mercy, and
toleration.

Irreligion, accidentally associated with
philanthropy, triumphed for a time over
religion accidentally asso- Retaliation b
ciated with political and “jp'® 300 Y
social abuses. Everything ]
gave way to the zeal and activity of the
new reformers. In France, every man
distinguished in letters was found in their
ranks. Every year gave birth to works
in which the fundamental prineciples of the
Church were attacked with argument, in-
vective, and ridicule. The Church made
no defence, except by acts of power.
Censures were pronounced, editions were
seized, insults were offered to the remains
of infidel writers; but no Bossuet, no
Pascal, came forth to encounter Volta“
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Thesw appeared not a single defence of the
Catholic doctrine which produced any
considerable effect, or which is now even
remembered. A bloody and unsparing
persecution, like that which put down the
Albigenses, might have put down the
philosophers, But the time for De Mont-
forts and Dominics had gone by. The
punishments which the priests were still
able to inflict were sufficient to irritate,
but not sufficient to destroy. The war
was between power on the one side, and
wit on the other; and the power Wwas
under far more restraint than the wit.
Orthodoxy soon became a badge of 1gnor-
ance and stupidity. It was as necessary
to the character of an accomplished man
that he should despise the religion of his
country as that he should know his
letters. The new doctrines spread rapidly
through Christendom. Paris was the
ca.pita.ql of the whole continent. French
was everywhere the language of polite
circles. The literary glory of Italy and
Spain had departed. That of Germany
had not yet dawned. The teachers of
France were the teachers of Europe. The
Parisian opinions spread fast among the
educated classes beyond the Alps; mnor
sould the vigilance of the Inquisition
prevent the contraband importation of
the new heresy into Castile and Portugal.
Governments — even arbifrary govern-
ments—saw with pleasure the progress
of this philosophy. Numerous reforms,
generally laudable, sometimes hurried on
without sufficient regard to time, to place,
and to public feeling, showed the extent
of its influence. The rulers of Prussia, of
Russia, of Austria, and of many smaller
states, were supposed to be among the
initiated.

The Church of Rome was still, in out-
ward show, as stately and splendid as
ever: but her foundation was undermined.
No state had quitted her communion, or
confiscated her revenues; but the reverence
of the people was everywhere departing
from her.

The first great warning stroke was the
fall of that society which, in the conflict

a1l of the with Protestantism, had

Tasatta saved the Catholic Church

"  from destruction. The

order of Jesus had never recovered from
the injury received in the struggle with
Port-Royal. It was now stiil more rudely
assailed by the philosophers. Its spirit
was broken; its reputation was tainted.
Insulted by all the men of genius in

Europe, condemned by the civil magis-
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trate, feebly defended by the chiefs of
the hierarchy, it fell—and great was the
fall of it.

The movement went on with increasing
speed. The first generation of the new
sect passed away. The doctrines of Vol-
taire were inherited and exaggerated by
successors, who bore to him the same
relation which the Anabaptists bore to
Luther, or the Fifth-Monarchy men to
Pym. At length the Revolution came.
Down went the old Church of France,
with all its pomp and wealth. Some of
its priests purchased a maintenance by
separating themselves from Rome, and by
becoming the authors of a fresh schism.
Some, rejoicing in the new license, flung
away their sacred vestments, proclaimed
that their whole life had been an impos-
ture, insulted and persecuted the religion
of which they had been ministers, and
distinguished themselves even in the
Jacobin Club and the Commune of Paris,
by the excess of their impudence and
ferocity. Others, more faithful to their
principles, were butchered by scores
without a trial, drowned, shot, hung on
lamp-posts. Thousands fled from their
country to take sanctuary under the shade
of hostile altars. The churches were
closed ; the bells were sient; the shrines
were plundered ; the silver crucifixes were
melted down. DBuffoons, dressed 1n copes
and surplices, came dancing the carmagnole
even to the bar of the Convention. The
bust of Marat was substituted for the
statues of the martyrs of Christianity. A
prostitute, Ia)ea,ted in state in the chancel
of Notre Dame, received
the adoration of thousands, ?ﬂﬁﬁtﬁﬁﬁ’
who exclaimed that at Church in
length, for the first time, France.
those ancient Gothic arches had resounded
with the accents of truth. The new un-
belief was as intolerant as the old super-
stition. To show reverence for religion
was to incur the suspicion of disaffection.
It was not without imminent danger that
the priest baptized the infant, joined the
hands of lovers, or listened to the con-
fession of the dying. The absurd worship
of the Goddess of Reason was, indeed, of
short duration; but the deism of Robes-
pierre and Lepaux was not less hostile to
the Catholic faith than the atheism of
Clootz and Chaumette.

Nor were the calamities of the Church
confined to France. The Similar scenes
revolutionary spirit, at- in Italy and
tacked by all KEurope, Spain.
beat all Europe back, became conqueror
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in. its turn; and, not satisfied with the
Belgian cities and the rich domains of the
spiritwal electors, went raging over the
Rhine and through the passes of the Alps.
Throughout the whole of the great war
against Protestantism Italy and Spain
had been the base of the Catholic opera-
tions. Spain was now the obsequious
vassal of the infidels. Italy was subju-
gated by them. To her ancient princi-
palities succeeded the Cisalpine republie,
and the Ligurian republic, and the
Parthenopean republic. The shrine of
Loretto was stripped of the treasures
piled up by the devotion of six hundred
years. The convents of Rome were
pillaged. The tricoloured flag floated on
the top of the Castle of St. Angelo. The
successor of St. Peter was carried away
captive by the unbelievers. He died a
Er‘isnner in their hands, and even the

onours of sepulture were long withheld
from his remains.

It is not strange that, in the year 1799,
even sagacious observers should have
thought that, at length, the hour of the
Church of Rome was come. An infidel
power ascendant—the Pope dying in
captivity—the most illustrious prelates of
France living in a foreign country on
Protestant alms—the mnoblest edifices
which the munificence of former ages
had consecrated to the worship of God,
turned into temples of Victory, or into
banqueting-houses for political societies,
or into Theophilanthropic chapels—such
signs might well be supposed to indicate
the approaching end of that long domina.-
tion. |

But the end was not yet. Again doomed
to death, the milk-wﬁite hind was still
fated not to die. Even before the funeral
rites had been performed over the ashes
of Pius the Sixth a great reaction had
commenced, which, after the lapse of more
than forty years, appears to be still in
progress. Anarchy had had its day. A
new order of things rose out of the con-
fusion—new dynasties, new laws, new
titles; and amidst them emerged the
ancient religion. The Arabs have a fable
that the great Pyramid was built by
antediluvian kings, and alone, of all the
works of men, bors the weight of the
flood. Such as this was the fate of the
Papacy. It had been buried under the
great inundation ; but its deep foundations
had remained unshaken; and, when the
waters abated, it appeared alone amidst
the ruins of a worli’ which had passed
away. The republic of Holland was gone,

and the empire of Germany, and the Great
Council of Venice, and the old Helvetian
League, and the House of Bourbon, and
the parliaments and aristocracy of France.
Europe was full of young ecreations—a
French Kmpire, a kingdom of Italy, a
Confederation of the Rhine. Nor had
the late events affected only territorial
limits and political institutions. The
distribution of property, the composition
and spirit of society, had, through great
part of Catholic Kurope, undergone a
complete change. But the unchangeable
Church was still there.

Some future historian, as able and tem-
perate as Professor Ranke, will, we hope,
trace the progress of the Catholie revival
of the nineteenth century. We feel that
we are drawing too near our own time :
and that, if we go on, we shall be in danger
of saying much which may be supposed to
indicate, and which will certainly excite,
angry feelings. We will, therefore, make
only omne observation, which, in our
opinion, is deserving of serious attention.

During the eighteenth century the in-
fluence of the Church of Rome was con-
stantly on the decline. Unbelief made
extensive conquests in all the Catholic
countries of Europe, and in some countries
obtained a complete ascendency. The
Papacy was at length brought so low as
to be an object of derision to infidels, and
of pity rather than of hatred to Protes-
tants. During the nineteenth century
this fallen Church has been gradually
rising from her depressed state, and
reconquering her old dominion. No
person who calmly reflects on what,
within the last few years, has passed in
Spain, in Italy, in South America, in Ire-
land, in the Netherlands, in Prussia, even
in France, can doubt that her power over
the hearts and minds of men is now
greater than it was when the ‘“ Encyclo-
pedia’’ and the ¢ Philosophical Diction-
ary ”” appeared. It is surely remarkable
that neither the moral revolution of the
eighteenth century, nor the moral counter-
revolution of the nineteenth, should, in
any perceptible degree, have added to the
domain of Protestantism. During the
former period, whatever was lost to
Catholicism was lost also to Christianity ;
during the latter, whatever was regained
by Christianity in Catholic countries, was
regained also by Catholicism. We should
naturally have expected that many minds,
on the way from superstition to infidelity,
or on the way back from infidelity to
superstition, would bhave stopped at an
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intermediate point. Between the doc-
trines taught in the schools of the Jesuits,
and those which were maintained at the
little supper parties of the Baron Holbach,
there is a vast interval, in which the
human mind, it should seem, might find
for itself some resting-place more satis-
factory than either of the two extremes.
And at the time of the Reformation
millions found such a resting-place.
Whole nations then renounced Popery
without ceasing to believe in a first cause,
in a future life, or in the Divine authority
of Christianity. In the last century, on
the other hand, when a Catholic renounced
his belief in the real presence, 1t was a
thousand to one that he renounced his
belief in the Grospel too ; and when the re-
action took place, with belief in the Gospel
came back belief in the real presence.
We by no means venture to deduce
from these phenomena any general law ;
but we think it a most remarkable fact

o1

| that no Christian nation, which did not

adopt the principles of the Reformation
before the end of the sixteenth centurﬂr,
should ever have adopted them. Catholic
communities have, since that time, become
infidel and become Catholic again; but
none has become Protestant.

Here we close this hasty sketch of one
of the most iImportant portions of the
history of mankind. Our readers will
have great reason to feel obliged to wus if
we have interested them sufficiently to
induce them to peruse Professor Ranke’s
book. We will only caution them against
the French translation—a performance
which, in our opinion, is just as discredit-
able to the moral character of the person
from whom 1t proceeds, as a false affidavit
or a forged bill of exchange would have
been ; and advise them to study either the
original, or the English version in which
the sense and spirit of the original are
admirably preserved.
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The Dramatic Works of WyYCHERLY, CONGREVE, VANBRUGH, and
FARQUHAR, with Biographical and Critical Notices. By LEicH

Hunt, 8vo. ILondon: 1840.

WE have a kindness for Mr. Leigh Hunt,
We form our judgment of him, indeed,
only from events of universal notoriety,
from his own works and from the works
of other writers, who have generally
abused him in the most rancorous manner.
But, unless we are greatly mistaken, he
i1s a very clever, a very honest, and a very
good-natured man. e c}?n cleaﬁly dis-

cern, together with many

Fﬂiletsi;nd merits, many serious faults
i both in his writings and
in his conduct. But we really think that
there is hardly a man living whose merits
have been so grudgingly allowed and
whose faults have been so cruelly ex-
piated.

In some respects, Mr. Leigh Hunt is
excellently qualified for the task which
he has now undertaken. His style, in
spite of his mannerism—nay, partly by
reason of its mannerism—is well suited
for light, garrulous, desultory ana, half
critical, half biographical. We do not

Bt o always agree with his

juggment. literary judgments; but

we find in him what is very
rare in our time, the power of justly
appreciating and heartily enjoying good
things of very different kinds. He can
adore Shakspeare and Spenser without
denying poetical genius to the author of
‘“ Alexander’s Feast,” or fine observation,
rich fancy and exquisite humour to him
who imagined “ Will Honeycomb” and
“Sir Roger de Coverley.”” He has paid
%articular attention to the history of the
nglish drama from the age of Elizabeth
down to our own time, and has every
right to be heard with respect on that
subject.

The plays to which he now acts as
introducer are, with few exceptions, such
28, in the opinion of many very respect-

able people, ought not to be reprinted.
In this opinion we can by no means
concur, We cannot wish that any work
or class of works which _

has exercised a great Q“Eﬂtm.nﬁﬂ;: to
influence on the human *®PHRURE:
mind, and which illustrates the character
of an important epoch in letters, politics
and morals, should disappear from the
world. If we err in this matter, we err
with the gravest men and bodies of men
in the empire, and especially with the
Church of England and with the great
schools of learning which are connected
with her. The whole liberal education of
our countrymen 1s conducted on the prin-
ciple that no book which is valuable,
either by reason of the excellence of its
style or by reason of the light which it
throws on the history, polity and manners
of nations, should be withheld from the
student on account of its impurity. The
Athenian Comedies, in which there are
scarcely a hundred lines together with-
out some passage of which Rochester
would have been ashamed, have been
reprinted at the Pitt Press and the
Clarendon Press under the direction of
Syndics and delegates appointed by the
Universities, and have been illustrated
with notes by reverend, very reverend,
and right reverend commentators. Every
year the most distinguished young men
in the kingdom are examined by bishops
and professors of divinity on the “ Lysis-
trata” of Aristophanes and the Sixth
Satire of Juvenal. There is certainly
something a little ludicrous in the idea of
a conclave of venerable fathers of the
Church rewarding a lad for his intimate
acquaintance with writings compared
with which the loosest tale in Prior is
modest. But, for our own part, we have
no doubt that the greatest societies which
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direct the education of the English gentry
have herein judged wisely. It is unques-
tionable that an extensive acquaintance

with ancient literature

enlarges and enriches the
:1’1“;;;“};13_ mind. It is unquestion-
able that a man, whose

mind has been thus enlarged and enriched,
is likely to be far more useful to the
state and to the Church than one who 18
unskilled, or little skilled, in classical
learning. On the other hand, we find 1t
difficult to believe that, in a world so full
of temptation as this, any gentleman,
whose life would have been virtuous if
he had notread Aristophancs and Juvenal,
will be made vicious by reading them. A
man who, exposed to all the influences of
such a state of society as that in which
we live, is yet afraid of exposing himself
to the influences of a few Greek or Latin
verses, acts, we think, much like the felon
who begged the sheriffs to let him have
an umbrella held over his head from the
door of Newgate to the gallows because
it was a drizzling morning and he ‘was
apt to take cold. The virtue which the
world wants is a healthful virtue, not a
valetudinarian virtue—a virtue which
can expose itself to the risks inseparable
from all spirited exertion—not a virtue
which keeps out of the common air for
fear of infection and eschews the common
food as too stimulating. It would be in-
deed absurd to attempt to keep men from
acquiring those qualifications which fit
them to play their part in life with honour
to themselves and advantage to their
country, for the sake of preserving a
delicacy which cannot be preserved—a
delicacy which a walk from Westminster

to the Temple is sufficient to destroy.
But we should be justly chargeable
with gross inconsistency if, while we de-
fend the policy which invites the youth
of our country to study such writers as
Theocritus and Catullus, we were to set
up a cry against a new edition of the
“Country Wife” or the “ Way of the
World.” The immoral English writers
of the seventeenth cen-

Meansg of

se::g:;e;m tury are indeed much less
writers. excusable than those of

Greece and Rome. But
the worst English writings of the seven-
teenth century are decent compared with
much that has been bequeathed to us by
Greece and Rome. Plato, we have little
doubt, was a much better man than Sir
George Etherege. But Plato has written
things at which Sir George Etherege
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would have shuddered. Buckhurst and
Sedley, even in those wild orgies at the
Cock in Bow-street, for which they were
pelted by the rabble and fined by the
Court of King’s Bench, would never have
dared to hold such discourse as passed
between Socrates and Pheedrus on that
fine summer day under the plane-tree,
while the fountain warbled at their feet
and the cicadas chirped overhead, If it
be, as we think it is, desirable that an
English gentleman should be well in-
formed touching the government and the
manners of little commonwealths which,
both in place and time, are far removed
from us—whose independence has been
more than two thousand years extin-
guished—whose language has not been
spoken for ages—and whose ancient
magnificence is attested only by a few
broken columns and friezes—much more
must it be desirable that he should be
intimately acquainted with the history of
the public mind of his own country, and
with the causes, the nature and the ex-
tent of those revolutions of opinion and
feeling which, during the last two cen-
turies, have alternately raised and de-
pressed the standard of our national
morality. And knowledge of this sort is
to be very sparingly gleaned from Parlia-
mentary debates, from state papers, and
from the works of grave historians, It
must either not be acquired at all, or it
must be acquired by the perusal of the
light literature which has at various
periods been fashionable., We are there-
fore by no means disposed to condemn
this publication, though we certainly can-
not recommend the handsome volume *
before us as an appropriate Christmas
present for young ladies.

We have said that we think the present
publication perfectly justifiable. But we
can by no means agree with Mr. Leigh
unt, who seems to hold that there is
little or no ground for the charge of
immorality so often brought against the
literature of the Restoration. We do not
blame him for not bringing to the judg-
ment-seat the merciless rigour of Lord

* Mr. Moxon, its publisher, is well entitled
to commendation and support for having—Dby a
series of corresponding Reprints (comprising
the works of the elder Dramatists), executed
in a compendious but very comely form, and
accompanied with useful prolegomena—put it
in the power of any one desirous of such an
acquisition, to procure, at a comparatively
small cost, the noblest Dramatic Library in tae
world,
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Angelo; but we really think that such
flagitious and gmpudent offenders, as
those who are now at the

ET::?E;? € bar, deserved at least the

gentle rebuke of Hscalus.
Mr. Leigh Hunt treats the whole matter
a little too much in the easy style
of Lucio; and perhaps his exceeding
lenity disposes us to be somewhat too
severe,

And yet it is not easy to be too severe.
For in truth this part of our literature 1is

a disgrace to our language

Iﬂti?;iim and our national character.

| ® It is clever, indeed, and
very entertaining ; but it is, in the most
emphatic sense of the words, “earthly,
sensual, devilish.” Itsindecency, though
perpetually such as is condemned, not
less by the rules of good taste than by
those of morality, is not, in our opinion,
so disgraceful a fault as its singualm_*]%
inhuman_spirit. We have here Belial,
not as when he inspired Ovid and Ariosto,
“ graceful and humane,” but with the iron
eye and cruel sneer of Mephistopheles.
We find ourselves in a world in which
the ladies are like very profligate, im-
pudent, and unfeeling men, and in which
the men are too bad for any place but
Pandemonium or Norfolk Island. We
are surrounded by foreheads of bronze,
hearts like the nether millstone, and
tongues set on fire of hell.

Dryden defended or excused his own
offences and those of his contemporaries
by pleading the example of the earlier
English dramatists ; and Mr. Leigh Hunt
seems to think that there is force in the
plea. 'We altogether differ from this
opinien. The crime charged is not mere
coarseness of expressioné . The terms

which are delicate in one

Iﬁﬁfém age become gross in the

" next. The diction of the
English version of the Pentateuch is
sometimes such as Addison would not
have ventured to imitate ; and Addison,
the standard of moral purity in his own
age, used many phrases which are now
proscribed. Whether a thing shall be
designated by a plain noun-substantive
or by a circumlocution is mere matter of
fashion. Morality is not at all interested
in the question. But morality is deeply
interested in this—that what is immoral
shall not be presented to the imagination
of the young and susceptible in constant
connection with what is attractive, For
every person who has observed the opera-
tion of the law of association in his own

Humt,

mind and in the minds of others, knows
that whatever is constantly presented to
the imagination in connection with what
18 attractive will commonly itself become
attractive. There is undoubtedly a great
deal of indelicate writing in Fletcher and
Massinger, and more than might be wished
even in Ben Jonson and Shakspeare, who
are comparatively pure. But it is im-
possible to trace in their plays any
systematic attempt to associate vice with
those things which men value most and
desire most, and virtue with everything
ridiculous and degrading. And such a
systematic attempt we find in the whole
dramatic literature of the generation
which followed the return of Charles the
Second. We will take, as an instance of
what we mean, a single subject of the
highest importance to the happiness of
mankind—conjugal fidelity. We can at
present hardly call to mind a single
English play, written be-

fore the civil war, in which ?}E%ﬂn;:-tif:
the character of a seducer Al il Gt

of married women is re-

presented in a favourable light. We
remember many plays in which such
persons are baffled, exposed, covered with
derision, and insulted by triumphant hus-
bands, Such is the fate of Falstaff,
with all his wit and knowledee of the
world. Such is the fate of Brisac in
Fletcher’s ¢ Hlder Brother,” and of
Ricardo and Ubaldo in Massinger’s
“ Picture.” Sometimes, as in the * Fatal
Dowry ”” and “ Love’s éruelty,“ the out-
raged honour of families is repaired by a
bloody revenge. If now and then the
lover is represented as an accomplished
man, and the husband as a person of weak
or odious character, this only makes the
triumph of female virtue the more signal,
as in Jonson’s Celia and Mrs. Fitzdottrel,
and in Fletcher’s Maria. In general, we
will venture to say, that the dramatists
of the age of Elizabeth and James the
First either treat the breach of the
marriage-vow as a serious crime, or, if
they treat it as matter for laughter, turn
the laugh against the gallant.

On the contrary, during the forty years
which followed the Restoration, the whole
body of the dramatists Aftar th
Invariably represent adul- Reatgiﬂ.ti:n
tery—we do not say as a ;
peccadillo—we do not say as an error
which the violence of passion may excuse
—but as the calling of a fine gentleman
—a8 a grace without which his character
would be imperfect. It is as essential to
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his breeding and to his place in society
that he should make love to the wives of
his neighbours, as that he should know
French, or that he should have a sword
at his side. In all this, there isno passion
and scarcely anything that can be called
reference. The hero intrigues just as
wears a wig; because, if he did not,
he would be a queer fellow, a city prig,
perhaps a Puritan. All the agreeable
qualities are always given to the gallant.
All the contempt and aversion are the
portion of the unfortunate husband.
Take Dryden for example ; and comparse
Woodall with Brainsick, or Lorenzo with
Gtomez. Take Wycherley ; and compare
Horner with Pinchwife. Take Van-
brugh ; and compare Constant with Sir
John Brute. Take Farquhar ; and com-
pare Archer with Squire Sullen. Take
Congreve ; and compare Bellmore with
Fondlewife, Careless with Sir Paul Plyant,
or Scandal with Foresight. In all these
cases, and in many more which might
be named, the dramatist evidently does
his best to make the person who commits
the injury graceful, sensible and spirited,
and the person who suffers it a fool, or a
tyrant, or both.
Mr. Charles Lamb, indeed, attempted
to set up a defence for this way of

writing. The dramatists

Charles  of the latter part of the
Lamb’s

defence.  Seventeenth century are

not, according to him, o

be tried by the standard of morality

which exists, and ought to exist, in real
life. Their world is a conventional
world, Their heroes and heroines belong,
not to England, not to Christendom, but
to an Utopia of gallantry, to a Fairyland
where the Bible and Burn’s Justice are
unknown—where a prank, which on this
earth would be rewarded with the pillory,
is merely matter for a peal of elvish
langhter. A real Horner, a real Careless,
would, it is admitted, be exceedingly bad
men. But to predicate morality or
immorality of the Horner of Wycherley
and the Careless of Congreve, is as
absurd as it would be to arraign a sleeper
for his dreams. “They belong to the
regions of pure comedy, where no cold
moral reigns. When we are amongst
them, we are amongst a chaotic people,
We are not to judge them by our usages.
No reverend institutions are insulted by
their proceedings, for they have none
among them. No peace of families is
violated, for no family ties exist amongst
them, There is neither right nor wrong
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—pratitude or its opposite—claim or
duty, paternity or sonship.”

This is, we believe, a fair summary of
Mr. Lamb’s doctrine. We are sure that
we do not wish to represent him unfairly.
For we admire his genius; we love the
kind nature which appears in all his
writing ; and we cherish his memory
as much as if we had known him
personally, But we must plainly say
that his argument, though ingenious, is
altogether sophistical

Of course we perfectly understand that
it is possible for a writer to create a
conventional world in which things for-
bidden by the Decalogue and the Statute
Book shall be lawful, and yet that the
exhibition may be harmless, or even
edifying. For example, we suppose that
the most austere critics would not accuse
Fenelon of impiety and AR
immorality on account of . Tefené:aiia ,.
his “ Telemachus ” and his :
“ Dialogues of the Dead.” In * Tele-
machus” and the ‘‘ Dialogues of the
Dead” we have a false religion, and
consequently a morality which is in some
points incorrect. We have a right and a
wrong, differing from the right and the
wrong of real life. It is represented as
the first duty of men to pay honour to
Jove and Minerva. Philocles, who
employs his leisure in making graven
images of these deities is extolled for his
piety in a way which contrasts singularly
with the expressions of Isaiah on the
same subject. The dead are judged by
Minos, and rewarded with lasting happi-
ness for actions which Fenelon would
have been the first to pronounce splendid
sins., The same may be said of Mr.
Southey’s Mahommedan and Hindoo
heroes and heroines. In Thalaba, to
speak in derogation of the Arabian
impostor is blasphemy—to drink wine is
a crime—to perform ablutions and to
pay honour to the holy cities are works
of merit. In the “Curse of Kehama,”
Kailyal is commended for her devotion to
the statue of Mariataly, the goddess of
the poor. But certainly no person will
accuse Mr. Southey of having promoted
or intended to promote either Islamism or
Brahminism.

It is easy to see why the conventional
worlds of Fenelon and Mr. Southey are
unobjectionable. In the
first place they are utterly
unlike the real world in
which we live. The state of society, the
laws even of the physical world, are so

Fenelon and
Southey.
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different from those with which we are
familiar, that we cannot be shocked at
finding the morality also very different.
But in truth the morality of these con-
ventional worlds differs from the morality
of the real world only in points where
there is no danger that the real world
will ever go wrong. The generosity and
docility of Telemachus, the fortitude, the
modesty, the filial tenderness of Kailyal,
are virtues of all ages and nations. And
there was very little danger that the
Dauphin would worship Minerva, or that
an English damsel would dance, with a
bucket on her head, before the statue of
Mariataly.

The case is widely different with what
Mr, Charles Lamb calls the conventional
world of Wycherley and Congreve. Here
the costume, the manners,
the topics of conversation
are those of the real town
and of the passing day. The hero is in
all superficial accomplishments exactly
the fine gentleman, whom every youth
in the pit would gladly resemble. The
heroine is the fine lady whom every youth
in the pit would gladly marry. The
scene 18 laid in some place which is as
well known to the audience as their own
houses, in St. James’s Park, or Hyde
Park, or Westminster Hall. The lawyer
bustles about with his bag between the
Common Pleas and the Exchequer. The
Peer calls for his carriage to go to the
House of Lords on a private bill. A
hundred little touches are employed to
make the fictitious world appear like the
actual world. And the immorality is of
a sort which never can be out of date,and
which all the force of religion, law and
public opinion united can but imperfectly
restrain,

In the name of art, as well as in the
name of virtue, we protest against the
principle that the world of pure comedy

1s one into which no moral
EureComedy. ¢ iters, ' If comedy be an
imitation, under whatever conventions, of
real life, how is it possible that it can
have no reference to the great rule which
directs life, and to feelings which are
called forth by every incident of life? If
what Mr, Charles Lamb says were correct,
the inference would be that these drama-
tists did not in the least understand the
very first principles of their craft. Pure
landscape-painting into which no light
or shade enters, pure portrait-painting
into which no expression enters, are
phrases less at variance with sound

Wynherle'y and
Congreve.

criticism than pure comedy into which
no moral enters.

But it is not the fact that the world of
these dramatists iz a world into which
no moral enters. Moralit
constantly enters into tha:}; KAty
world, a sound morality and an unsound
morality ; the sound morality to be in-
sulted, derided, associated with every-
thing mean and hateful ; the unsound
morality to be set off to every advantage
and inculcated by all methods, direct and
indirect. It is not the fact that none
of the inhabitants of this conventional
world feel reverence for sacred institu-
tions and family ties. Fondlewife, Pinch-
wife, every person, in short, of narrow
understanding and disgusting manners,
expresses that reverence strongly. The
heroes and heroines, too, have a moral
code of their own, an exceedingly bad
one, but not as Mr. Charles Lamb seems
to think, a code existing only in the
imagination of dramatists. It is, on the
contrary, a code actually received and
obeyed by great numbers of people.
We need not go to Utopia or Fairyland
to find them. They are near at hand.
Every night some of them play at the
“hells ” in the Quadrant and others pace
the Piazza in Covent-Garden. Without
flying to Nephelococcygia or to the
Court of Queen Mab, we can meet with
sharpers, bullies, hard-hearted impudent
debauchees and women worthy of such
paramours. The morality of the *“ Country
Wife” and the ‘“Old Bachelor” is the
morality, not, as Mr. Charles Lamb
maintains, of an unreal world, but of a
world which is a great deal too real. 1t
is the morality, not of a chaotic people,
but of low town-rakes and of those ladies
whom the newspapers call “dashing
CUyprians.” And the question is simply
whether a man of genius, who constantly
and systematically endeavours to make
this sort of character attractive by unit-
ing it with beauty, grace, dignity, spirit,
a high social position, popularity, litera-
ture, wit, taste, knowledge of the
world, brilliant success in every under-
taking, does or does not make an ill
use of his powers. We own that we are
unable to understand how this question
can be answered in any way buf
one.

It must, indeed, be acknowledged, in
justice to the writers of whom we have
spoken thus severely, that they were, to a
great extent, the creatures of their age.
And if it be asked why that age en-
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couraged immorality which no other age
would have tolerated, we have no hesita-

A, tion in answering thaty télﬁs

reat depravation 0 e

Purltanigm. %ational taste was the

effect of the prevalence of Puritanism
under the Commonwealth.

To punish public outrages on morals
and religion is unquestionably within the
competence of rulers. But when a govern-
ment, not content with requiring decency,
requires sanctity, it oversteps the bound

which mark its proper

Angz?;:;lﬁer functions. And it may b?
jueut | ]laid down as an universa
g e iy . Hiile, that a government
. which attempts more thad™it ought will
| Yerform less. A lawgiver, who, in order
 to protect distressed borrowers, limits

the rate of jnterest, either makes 1t 1m-
- possible for the objects of his care to
borrow at all, or places them at the
mercy of the worst class of usurers. A
. lawgiver, who, from tenderness for la-
bouring men, fixes the hours of their
work and the amount of their wages, 18
~ certain to make them far more wretched
" than he found them. And so a govern-
" ment, which, not content with repressing
scandalous excesses, demands from 1ts
subjects fervent and austere piety, will
soon discover that, while attempting to
render an impossible service to the cause
of virtue, it has in truth only promoted
vice.

For what are the means by which a
government can effect its end? Two
only, rewards and punishments—power-
ful means, indeed, for in-
fluencing the exterior act,
but altogether impotent
for the purpose of touching the heart.
A public functionary, who is told that he
will be advanced if he is a devout Catho-
lic and turned out of his place if he is
not, will probably ‘go to mass every
morning, exclude meat from his table on
Friday, shrive himself regularly, and
perhaps let his superiors know that he
wears a hair shirt next his skin. Under
a Puritan government, a person who is
apprised that piety is essential to thriving
in the world, will be strict in the observ-
ance of the Sunday, or, as he will call it,
Sabbath, and will avoid a theatre as if it
were plague-stricken. Such a show of
religion as this, the hope of gain and the
fear of loss will produce, at a week’s
notice, in any abundance which a govern-
ment may require. But under this show,
sensuality, ambition, avarice, and hatred

Rewards and
punishments.
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retain unimpaired power ; and the seem-
ing convert has only added to the vices
of a man of the world all the still darker
vices which are engendered by the con-
stant practice of dissimulation. The
truth cannot be long concealed. The
public discovers that the grave persons,
who are proposed to it as patterns, are
more utterly destitute of moral principle
and of moral sensibility than avowed
libertines. It sees that these Pharisees
are farther removed from real goodness
than publicans and harlots. And, as
usual, it rushes to the extreme opposite
to that which it quits. It considers a
high religious profession as a sure mark
of meanness and depravity. On the very
first day on which the restraint of fear
is taken away and on which men can
venture to say what they feel, a frightful
peal of blasphemy and ribaldry proclaims
that the short-sighted policy which aimed
at making a nation of saints has made a
nation of scoffers.

It was thus in France about the be-
ginning of the eighteenth century. Louis
the Fourteenth in his old age became
religious, and determined that his subjects
should be religious too—shrugged his
shoulders and knitted his brows if he
observed at his levee or

near his dinner-table any Ixcliiui_ﬂ XIV.
gentleman who neglected raﬂlglﬂﬂiﬂa.m

the duties enjoined by the
Church—and rewarded piety with blue
ribands, invitations to Marli, govern-
ments, pensions, and regiments. Forth-
with Versailles became, in everything
but dress, a convent. The pulpits and
confessionals were surrounded by swords
and embroidery. The Marshals of France
were much in prayer; and there was
hardly one among the Dukes and Peers
who did not carry good little books in his
pocket, fast during Lent, and communi-
cate at Faster. Madame de Maintenon,
who had a great share in the blessed
work, boasted that devotion had become
quite the fashion. A fashion indeed it
was ; and like a fashion it passed away.
No sooner had the old king been carried
to St. Dennis than the whole court une
masked. HEvery man hastened to in-
demnify himself by the excess of licenti-
ousness and impudence, for years of
mortification, The same persons, who,
a few months before, with meek voices
and demure looks, had consulted divines
about the state of their souls, now sur-
rounded the midnight table where, amidst
the bounding of champagne corks, a
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drunken prince, enthroned between
Dubois and Madame de Parabére, hic-
coughed out atheistical arguments and
obscene jests. The early part of the
reign of Louis the Fomrteenth had been
a time of license; but the most dissolute
men of that generation would have
blushed at the orgies of the Regency.

It was the same with our fathers in
the time of the Great Civil War. We
are by no means unmindful of the great
debt which mankind owes to the Puritans
of that time; the deliverers of England,
the founders of the Great American
Commonwealths. But, in the day of
their power, they committed one great
fault, which left deep and

Tigemgﬂﬁ?’ lasting traces 1in the
national character and
manners. They mistook the end and

overrated the force of government. They

~ determined, not merely to protect religion

and public morals from insult, an object
for which the civil sword, in discreet
hands, may be beneficially employed—but
to make the people committed to their
rule truly devout. Yet, if they had only
reflected on events which they had
themselves witnessed, and in which they
bad themselves borne a great part, they
would have seen what was likely to be
the result of their enterprise, They had
lived under a government which, during
a long course of years, did all that could
oe done, by lavish bounty and by rigorous
punishment, to enforce conformity to the
doctrine and discipline of the Church of
England. No person suspected of hos-
tility to that church had the smallest
chance of obtaining favour at the court
of Charles. Avowed dissent was punished
by imprisonment, by ignominious ex-
posure, by cruel mutilations and by
rainous fines. And the event had been
that the Church had fallen, and had, in
its fall, dragged down with it a monarchy
which had stood six hundred years. The
Puritan might have learned, if from
nothing else, yet from his own recent
victory, that governments which attempt
things beyond their reach are likely, not
merely to fail, but to produce an effect
directly the opposite of that which they
contemplate as desirable.,

All this was overlooked. The saints
were to inherit the earth. The theatres
were closed. The fine arts were placed
under absurd restraints. Vices which
had never before been even misdemean-
ours were made capital felonies. It was
solemnly resolved by Parliament, “that

no person shall be employed but such

as the House shall be satisfied of his real
godliness.” The pious as-

sembly had a Bible lying A solemn
on the table for reference,  FeSOLVe

11 they had consulted it they might have
learned that the wheat and the tares
grow together inseparably, and must
either be spared together or rooted up
together. To know whether a man was
really godly was impossible. But it was |
easy to know whether he had a plain
dress, lank hair, no starch in his linen,
no gay furniture in his house ; whether
he talked through his nose and showed
the whites of his eyes ; whether he
named his children Assarance, Tribula-
tion and Maher-shalal-hash-baz ; whether
he avoided Spring (Garden wnen in town
and abstained from huntine and hawking
when in the country—-—wietber he ex-
pounded hard scriptures to his troop of
dragoons—and talked in a committee of
ways and means about seeking the Lord.
These were tests which could easily be
applied. The misfortune was that the
were tests which proved nothing. Suc
as they were, they were employed by the
dominant party. And the consequence
was, that a crowd of impostors, in every
walk of life, began to mimic and to
caricature what were then regarded as
the outward signs of sanctity. The nation
was not duped. The restraints of thay
gloomy time were such as would have
been impatiently borne if imposed by
men who were universally believed to be
saints. Those restraints

became altogether insupe nsupporkable

pnrtable when they were restraints.

known to be kept up for the profit of
hypocrites. It is quite certain that, even
if the royal family had never returned—
even 1if Richard Cromwell or Henry
Cromwell had been at the head of the
administration—there would have been a
great relaxation of manners, Before the
Revolution many signs indicated that a
period of license was at hand. The
Restoration crushed for a time the Puritan
party and placed supreme power in the
hands of a libertine. The political
counter-revolution assisted the moral
counter-revolution,and wasin turn assisted
by it. A period of wild and desperate
dissoluteness followed. Even in remote
manor-houses and hamlets, the change
was in some degree felt ; but in London
the outbreak of debauchery was appal-
ling, And in London the places most
deeply infected were the Palace, the
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quarters inhabited by the aristocracy and
the Inns of Court. 1t was on the support
of these parts of the town that the play-
houses depended. The character of the
drama became conformed to the character
of its patrons. The comic poet was the
mouthpiece of the most deeply corrupted
part of a corrupted society. And in the
plays before us we find, distilled and
condensed, the essential spirit of the
fashionable world during the Anti-puritan
reaction.

The Puritan had affected formality ;
the comic poet laughed at decorum. The
Puritan had frowned at
innocent diversions ; the
comic poet took under his patronage the
most flagitious excesses. The Puritan
had canted ; the comic poet blasphemed.
The Puritan had made an affair of
gallantry felony without benefit of clergy;
the comic poet represented 1t as an
honourable distinction. The Puritan
spoke with disdain of the low standard
of popular morality ; his life was regulated
by a far more rigid code ; his virtue was
sustained by motives unknown to men of
the world. Unhappily, 1t had been amply
proved in many cases, and might well be
suspected in many more, that these high
pretensions were unfounded. Accord-
ingly, the fashionable circles, and the
comic poets who were the spokesmen of
those circles, took up the notion that all
professions of piety and integrity were to
be construed by the rule of contrary ; that
it might well be doubted whether there
was such a thing as virtue in the world ;
but that, at all events, a person who
affected to be better than his neighbours
was sure to be a knave.

In the old drama there had been much
that was reprehensible. But whoever
comparcs even the least decorous plays
of Fletcher with those contained in the
volume before us gﬂl see how much the

profligacy which follows
0?:1::&%];?& a period of overstrained
austerity goes beyond the

Comic poets.

Pruﬂiga.cy which precedes such a period. |

I'he nation resembled the demoniac in
the New Testament. The Puritans
boasted that the unclean spirit was cast
out. The house was empty, swept and
garnished : and for a time the expelled
tenant wandered through dry places seek-
ing rest and finding none. %ut the force
of the exorcism was spent. The fiend
returned to his abode and returned not
alone. He took to him seven other
6pirits more wicked than himself. They
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entered in and dwelt together ; and the
Eecund possession was worse than the
rst.

We will now, as far as our limits will
permit, pass in review the writers to
whom My, Leigh Hunt has introduced us.
Of the four, Wycherley stands, we think,
last in literary merit, but first in order of
time, and first, beyond all doubt, in im-
morality.

WiILLIAM WYCHERLEY was born in 1640,
He was the son of a Shropshire gentle-
man of old family, and of
what was then accounted ''ocnerley.
a good estate. The property was esti-
mated at £600 a year, a fortune which,
among the fortunes at that time, probably
ranked as a fortune of £2,000 a year
would rank in our days.

William was an infant when the eivil
war broke out ; and, while he was still
in his rudiments, a Presbyterian hierarchy
and a republican government was esta-
blished on the ruins of the ancient church
and throme. Old Mr, Wycherley was
attached to the royal cause, and was not
disposed to intrust the education of his
heir to the solemn Puritans who now
ruled the universities and public schools.
Accordingly, the young gentleman was
sent at fifteen to France. He resided
some time in the neighbourhood of the
Duke of Montausier, chief of one of the
noblest families of Touraine. The Duke’s
wife, a daughter of the House of Ram-
bouillet, was a finished specimen of those
talents and accomplishments for which
her house was celebrated. The young
foreigner was introduced to the splendid
circle which surrounded the duchess, and
there he appears to have learned some
good and some evil. In a few years he
returned to this country

a fine gentleman and a B%‘:gg:;a
Papist. His conversion, Gatholic.

it may safely be affirmed,
was the effect not of any strong impression
on his understanding or feelings, but
partly of intercourse with an agreeable
society in which the Church of Rome
was the fashion, and partly of that
aversion to Calvinistic austerities which
was then almost universal among young
Englishmen of parts and spirit, and
which, at one time, seemed likely to make
one half of them Catholics and the other
half Atheists.

But the Restoration came. The uni-
versities were again in loyal hands, and
there was reason to hope that there would



100 Leigh Humd.

be again a national church fit for a
gentleman. Wy;:léerley beccaitlee a rgemb?ir
of Queen’s College, Oxford,

5 OxXIorc.,: and abjured the errors of
the Church of Rome. The somewhat
equivocal glory of turnin% for a short
time, a good-for-nothing Papist into a
very good-for-nothing Protestant is
ascribed to Bishop Barlow.

Wycherley left Oxford without taking
a degree and entered at the Temple,

where he lived gaily for
Ent;z;t} ?: the come years, ﬂbserving the
P humours of the town,
enjoying its pleasures and picking up just
as much law as was necessary to make
the character of a pettifogging attorney
or of a litigious client entertaining in
a comedy.

From an early age, he had been in the
habit of amusing himself by writing.
Some wretched lines of his on the Re-
storation are still extant, Had he devoted
himself to the making of verses he would
have been near’}y as far below Tate and
Blackmore as Tate and Blackmore are
holow Dryden. His only chance for re-
nown would have been that he might
have occupied a niche in a satire between
Flecknoe and Settle. There was, how-
ever, another kind of composition in
which his talents and acquirements
qualified him to succeed ; and to that he
judiciously betook himself.

In his old age he used to say that
he wrote “ Love in a Wood” at nineteen,

the “ Gentleman Dancing-

Qg::;i;? °f  Master” at twenty-one,

V*  the “Plain Dealer” at
twenty-five, and the “ Country Wife” at
one or two-and-thirty. @We are incre-
dulous, we own, as to the truth of this
story. Nothing that we know of Wycher-
ley leads us to think him incapable of
sacrificing truth to vanity. And his
memory in the decline of his life played
him such strange tricks that we might
question the correctness of his assertion
without throwing any imputation on his
veracity. It is certain that none of his

“r, in plays was acted till 1672,

‘;Eid » *  when he gave “ Love in a
; Wood ” to the public. It
seems improbable that he should resolve,
on so important an occasion as that of a
first appearance before the world, to run
his chance with a feeble piece, written
before his talents were ripe, before his
style was formed, before he had looked
abroad into the world ; and this when he
bad actually in his desk two highly

finished plays, the fruit of his matured
powers. hen we look minutely at
the pieces themselves, we find in every
part of them reason to suspect the
accuracy of Wycherley’s statement. In
the first scene of “ Love in a Wood,” to
go no further, we find many passages
which he could not have written when
he was nineteen. There is an allusion to
gentlemen’s periwigs, which first came
into fashion in 1663 ; an allusion to
guineas, which were first struck in 1663 ;
an allusion to the vests which Charles
ordered to be worn at court in 1666 : an
allusion to the fire of 1666 ; and several
allusions to political and eeccleciastical
affairs which must be assigned to times
later than the year of the Restoration—
to times when the government and the
city were opposed to each other, and
when the Presbyterian ministers had
been driven from the parish churches to
the conventicles., But it is needless to
dwell on particular expressions. The
whole air and spirit of the piece belong
to a period subsequent to that men-
tioned by Wycherley. As to the “Plain
Dealer,” which is said to have been
written when he was twenty-five, it con-
tains one scene unquestionably written
after 1675, several which are later than
1668, and scarcely a line which can have
been composed before the end of 1666.

Whatever may have been the age at
which Wycherley composed his plays,
it 18 certain that he did not bring them
before the public till he was upwards of
thirty. In 1672 “ Love in a Wood ” was
acted with more success than it deserved,
and this event produced a great change
in the fortunes of the

author. The Duchess of L2 Duchess
Cleveland cast her eyes Gueiaatand.
upon him and was pleased with his
appearance. This abandoned woman,
not content with her complaisant hus-
band and her royal keeper, lavished her
fondness on a crowd of paramours of all
ranks, from dukes to rope-dancers. In
the time of the commonwealth she com-
menced her career of gallantry, and ter-
minated it under Anne, by marrying,
when a great-grandmother, that worth-
less fop, Beau Fielding. It is not strange
that she should have regarded Wycherley
with favour. His figure was command-
ing, his countenance strikingly handsome,
his look and deportment full of grace
and dignity. He had, as Pope said long
after, * the true nobleman look,” the look
which seems to indicate superiority, and
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a not unbecoming consciousness of supe-
riority. His hair indeed, as he says in
one of his poems, was prematurely grey.
But in that age of periwigs this misfor-
tune was of little importance. The
Duchess admired him, and proceeded to
make love to him after the fashion of the
coarse-minded and shameless circle to
which she belonged. In the Ring, when
the crowd of beauties and fine gentlemen
was thickest, she put her head out of her
coach-window and bawled to him—* Sir,
you are a rascal; you are a villain ;”
and, if she is not belied, she added
another phrase of abuse which we will
not quote, but of which we may say that
it might most justly have been applied to
her own children. Wycherley called on
her Grace the next day, and with great
humility begged to know in what way
he had been so unfortunate as to disoblige
her. Thus began an intimacy from which
the poet probably expected wealth and
honours. Nor were such expectations
unreasonable. A handsonme young fellow
about the court, ]::IHDEHGEY thi name
of Jac urchill, was,

Churchill.  ,},,ut the same time, 8O
lucky as to become the object of a short-
lived fancy of the Duchess. She had
presented him with £4,500, the price, in
all probability, of some title or some
pardon. The prudent youth had lent the
money on high interest and on landed
gecurity ; and this judicious investment
was the beginning of the most splendid
private fortune in Europe. Wycherley
was not so lucky. The partiality with
which the great lady regarded him was
indeed the talk of the whole town ; and,
gixty years later, old men who remem-
bered those days told Voltaire that she
often stole from the court to her lover’s
chambers in the Temple, disguised like a
country girl, with a straw hat on her
head, pattens on her feet, and a basket in
her hand. The poet was indeed too
happy and proud to be discreet. He
dedicated to the Duchess the play which
had led to their acquaintance, and in the
dedication expressed himself in terms
which could not but confirm the reports
which had gone abroad. But at White-
hall such an affair was regarded in no
serious light. The lady was not afraid
to bring Wycherley to court, and to
introduce him to a splendid society, with
which, as far as appears, he had never
before mixed, The easy king, who
allowed to his mistresses the same liberty
which he claimed for himself, was pleased
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with the conversation and manners of his
new rival. So highly did Wycherley
stand in the royal favour

that once, when he was chﬂ'ﬂﬁﬂ {‘I' av
confined by a fever to his ﬁiﬁgfﬁg? 3
lodgings in Bow Street, '
Charles, who, with all his faults, was
certainly a man of social and affable
disposition, called on him, sat by his bed,
advised him to try change of air, and
gave him a handsome sum of money to
defray the expense of a journey. Buck-
ingham, then Master of the Horse and
one of that infamous ministry known by
the name of the Cabal, had been one of
the Duchess’s innumerable paramours.
He at first showed some symptoms of
jealousy, but he soon, after his fashion,
veered round from anger to fondness,
and gave Wycherley a commission in his
own regiment and a place in the royal
household.

It would be unjust to Wycherley’s
memory not to mention here the only
good action, as far as we know, of his
whole life. He is said to have made
great exertions to obtain
the patronage of Bucking-
ham for the illustrious
author of ‘Hudibras,” who was now
sinking into an obscure grave, neglected
by a nation proud of his genius, and by a
court which he had served too well. His
Grace consented to see poor Butler ; and
an appointment was made. DBut un-
happily two pretty women passed by ;
the volatile Duke ran after them ; the
opportunity was lost and could never be
recained.

The second Dutch war, the most dis-
oraceful war in the whole history of
England, was now raging.

It gwaﬂ not in that age Th;ﬁ;‘lmh
considered as by any :
means necessary that a naval officer
should receive a professional education.
Young men of rank, who were hardly
able to keep their feet in a breeze, served
on board the King’s ships, sometimes with
commissions and sometimes as volunteers.
Mulgrave, Dorset, Rochester, and many
others left the playhouses and the Mall
for hammocks and salt pork; and,
ignorant as they were of the rudiments
of naval service, showed, at least, on the
day of battle, the courage which is seldom
wanting in an English gentleman., All
good judges of maritime affairs com-
plained that, under this system, the ships
were grossly mismanaged, and that the
tarpaulins contracted the vices, without

Patronage of
Buckingham.
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acquiring the graces, of the court. But )

on this subject, as on every other, the
government of Charles was deaf to all
remonstrances where the interests or
whims of favourites were concerned.
Wycherley did not choose to be out of
the fashion. He embarked, was present
at a battle, and celebrated it, on his
return, in a copy of verse too bad for the
bellman.*

About the same time he brought on
the stage his second piece, the “Gentle-
man Dancing-Master.” The biographers
say nothing, as far as we
remember, about the fate
of this play. There is,
however, reason to believe that, though
certainly far superior to “Love in a
Wood,” it was not equally successful. It
was first tried at the west end of the
town, and, as the poet confessed, “ would
scarce do there.,” It was then performed
in Salisbury Court, but, as it should
seem, with no better event. For, in the
prologue to the “ Country Wife,”
Wycherley described himself as ¢ the late
so baflled scribbler.”

In 1675, the “ Country Wife ” was per-
formed with brilliant success, which, in

a literary point of view,

EEEES;EE_ was not wholly unmerited.
For, though one of the
most profligate and heartless of human
compositions, it is the elaborate produc-
tion of a mind, not indeed rich, original
or imaginative, but ingenious, observant,
quick to seize hints and patient of the
toil of polishing.

The * Plain Dealer,” equally immoral

* Mr. Leigh Hunt supposes that the battle at
which Wycherley was present was that which
the Duke of York gained over Opdam, in 1665,
We believe that it was one of the battles
between Rupert and De Ruyter, in 1673.

The point is of no importance; and there
cannot be said to be much evidence either way.
We offer, however, to Mr. Leigh Hunt’s con-
sideration three arguments—of no great weight
certainly—yet such as ought, we think, to pre-
vail in the absence of better. First, it is not
very likely that a young Templar, quite un-
known in the world—and Wycherley was such
in 1665—should have quitted his chambers to
go to sea. On the other hand, it would have
been in the regular course of things that, when
a courtier and an equerry, he should offer his
services. Secondly, bis verses appear to have
been written after a drawn battle, like those
of 1673, and not after a complete victory, like
that of 1665. Thirdly, in the epilogue to the
Gentleman Dancing Master, written in 1673,
he says that ‘‘ all gentlemen must pack to sea ;”
an expression which makes it probable that he
did not himself mean to stay behind.

Wycherley’s
second piece.

Leigh Hwund.

and equally well written, appeared in
1677. At first this piece pleased the
people less than the critics; but after a
time its unquestionable merits and the
zealous support of Lord Dorset, whose
influence 1n literary and fashionable
society was unbounded, established it in
the public favour,

The fortune of Wycherley was now in
the zenith and began to decline. A long
life was still before him. But it was
destined to be filled with nothing but
shame and wretchedness, domestic dissen-
vions, literary failures, and pecuniary em-
barrassments.

The King, who was looking about for
an accomplished man to conduct the
education of his natural son, the young
Duke of Richmond, at length fixed on
Wycherley. The poet, exulting in his
good luck, went down to amuse himself
at Tunbridge, looked into a bookseller’s
shop on the Pantiles, and, to his great
delight, heard a handsome woman ask for
the “ Plain Dealer,” which had just been
published. He made acquaintance with
the lady, who proved to be the Countess
of Drogheda, a gay young widow with
an ample jointure. She was charmed
with his person and his wit, and, after a
short flirtation, agreed to become his
wife. Wycherley seems to have been
apprehensive that this connection might
not suit well with the King’s plans
respecting the Duke of Richmond. He
accordingly prevailed on the lady to con-
sent to a private marriage.
All came out. Charles
thought the conduct of
Wycherley both disrespectful and dis-
ingenuous. Other causes probably as-
sisted to alienate the sovereign from the
subject who had lately been so highly
favoured. Buckingham was now in
opposition and had been committed to
the Tower; not, as Mr. Leigh Hunt
supposes, on a charge of treason, but by
an order of the House of Lords for some
expressions which he had used in debate.
Wycherley wrote some bad lines in praise
of his imprisoned patron, which, if they
came to the knowledge of the King, would
certainly have made his majesty very
angry. The favour of the court was
completely withdrawn from the poet.
An amiable woman with a large fortune
might indeed have been an ample com-
pensation for the loss. But Lady
Drogheda was ill-tempered, imperious.
and extravagantly jealous. She had her-
self been a maid of honour at Whitehall,

Secret
marriage.
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She well knew in what estimation con-

jugal fidelity was held among the fine
gentlemen there, and

{EB}_?:;; watched her own huabﬁd

as assiduously as X

Droghedad:  pinchwife watched his
country wife. The unfortunate wit was,

indeed, allowed to meet his friends at a
tavern opposite to his own house. But on
such occasions the windows were always
open, in order that her ladyship, who was
posted on the other side of the street,
might be satisfied that no woman was of
the party.

The death of Lady Drogheda released
the poet from this distress ; but a series
of disasters in rapid suc-

A series of : :
cession broke down his
g hialos health, his spirits, and his
fortune. His wife meant to leave him a

good property and left him only a law-
suit. His father could not or would not
assist him. He was at length thrown
into the Fleet, and languished there
during seven years, utterly forgotten, as
it should seem, by the gay and lively
circleof whichhe had been a distinguished
ornament. In the extremity of his dis-
tress, he implored the publisher who had
been enriched by the sale of his works to
lend him twenty pounds, and was refused.
His comedies, however, still kept posses-
sion of the stage and drew greataudiences,
which troubled themselves little about
the situation of the author. At length,
James the Second, who had now succeeded
to the throne, happened to go to the
theatre on an evening when the “Plain
Dealer ” was acted. He was pleased with
the performance, and touched by the fate
of the writer, whom he probably remem-
bered as one of the gayest and handsomest
of his brother’s courtiers. The King
determined to pay Wycherley’s debts and
to settle on the unfortunate poet a pen-
sion of £200 a year. This

P?ﬂie%l?y munificence on the part of
a prince who was little in

the habit of rewarding literary merit,
and whose whole soul was devoted to
the interests of his Church, raises in us a
surmise which Mr. Leigh Hunt will, we
fear, pronounce very uncharitable. We
cannot help suspecting that it was at this
time that Wycherley returned to the
communion of the Church of Rome.
That he did return to the communion of
the Church of Rome is certain. The
date of his reconversion, as far as we
- know, has never been mentioned by any
biographer, We believe that, if we

| preface.
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place it at this time, we do no injustice

to the character either of Wycherley or
James,

Not long after, old Mr. Wycherley
died ; and his son, now past the middle
of life, came to the family

est&te. Stﬂl, hﬂWE‘?Er, WDEithlﬂfl
he was not at his ease. "ot €8

His embarrassments were
great ; his property was strictly tied up ;
and he was on very bad terms with the
heir-at-law. He appears to have led,
during a long course of years, that most
wretched life, the life of an old boy about
town. Hxpensive tastes with little
money, and licentious appetites with
declining vigour, were the just penance
for his early irregularities, A severe
illness had produced a singular effect on
his intellect. His memory played him
pranks stranger than almost any that are
to be found in the history of that strange
faculty. It seemed to be at once pre-
ternaturally strong and preternaturally
weak. If a book was read to him before

| he went to bed, he would wake the next

morning with his mind full of the
thoughts and expressions which he had
heard over night; and he would write
them down, without in the least suspect-
ing that they were not his own. In his
verses the same ideas, and even the same
words, came over and over again several
times in a short composition, His fine
person bore the marks of age, sickness,
and sorrow ; and he mourned for his
departed beauty with an

effeminate regret. He lfa ;ﬁltfﬂazg
could not look without a memory.

sigh at the portrait which
Lely had painted of him when he was
only twenty-eight, and often murmured,
Quantum mutatas ab illo. He was still
nervously anxious about his literary re-
putation, and, not content with the fame
which he still possessed as a dramatist,
was determined to be renowned as a
satirist and an amatory poet. In 1704,
after twenty-seven years of silence, he
agaln appeared as an author. He put
forth a large folio of miscellaneous verses,
which, we believe, has never been re-
printed. Some of these pieces had pro-
bably circulated through the town in
manuscript. For, before the volume
appeared, the critics at the coffee-houses
very confidently predicted that it would
be utterly worthless, and were in conse-
quence bitterly reviled by the poet in
an ill-written, foolish, and egotistical
The book amply vindicated
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the most unfavourable prophecies that
had been hazarded. The style and versi-
fication are beneath criticism ; the morals
are those of Rochester. For Rochester,
indeed, there was some excuse. When
his offences against decorum were com-
mitted, he was a very young man, misled
by a prevailing fashion, Wycherley was
sixty-four. He had long outlived the
times when libertinism was regarded as
essential to the character of a wit and a
gentleman. Most of the rising poets,
Addison, for example, John Philips and
Rowe, were studious of decency. We
can hardly conceive anything more miser-
able than the figure which the ribald old

man makes in the midst of many sober

and well-conducted youths.

In the very year in which this bulky
volume of obscene doggerel was pub-
lished, Wycherley formed an acquaintance
of a very singular kind. A little, pale,
crooked, sickly, bright-eyed urchin, just
turned of sixteen, had written some copies
of verses in which discerning judges
could detect the promise of future emin-
ence. There was, indeed,
as yet nothing very strik-
ing or original in the conceptions of
the young poet. But he was already
skilled in the art of metrical composition.
His diction and his music were not those
of the great old masters; but that which
his ablest contemporaries were labouring
to do he already did best. His style was
not richly poetical ; but it was always
neat, compact, and pointed. His verse
wanted variety of pause, of swell, and of
cadence, but never grated harshly on the
ear or disappointed it by a feeble close.
The youth was already free of the
company of wits, and was greatly elated
at being introduced to the author of the
“Plain Dealer” and the ‘Country
Wife.”

It is curious to trace the history of the
intercourse which took place between
Wycherley and Pope—between the re-
presentative of the age

Pope.

I’%:f;‘;‘;ﬂa that was going out and
Wycherley the representative of the
and Pope. age that was coming in—

between the friend of
Rochester and Buckingham and the friend
of Lyttelton and Mansfield. At first the
boy was enchanted by the kinduess and
condescension of his new friend, haunted
his door and followed him about like a
spaniel from coffee-house to coffee-house.
Letters full of affection, humility, and
fulsome flattery were interchanged be-

Leigh Hundt,

tween the friends., But the first ardour
of affection could not last. Pope, though
at no time scrupulously delicate in his
writings or fastidious as to the morals of
his associates, was shocked by the in-
decency of a rake who, at seventy, was
still the representative of the monstrous
profligacy of the Restoration. As the
youth grew older, as his mind expanded
and his fame rose, he appreciated both
himself and Wycherley more correctly.
He felt a well founded contempt for the
old gentleman’s verses, and was at no
oreat pains to conceal his opinion.
Wycherley, on the other hand, though
blinded by self-love to the imperfections
of what he called his poetry, could not
but see that there was an immense dif-
ference between his young companion’s
rhymes and his own. He was divided
between two feelings. He wished to
have the assistance of so skilful a hand
to polish his lines; and yet he shrank
from the humiliation of being beholden
for literary assistance to a lad who might
have been his grandson. Pope was
willing to give assistance, but was by no
means disposed to give assistance and
flattery too. He took the trouble to
retouch whole reams of feeble, stumbling
verses, and inserted many vigorous lines,
which the least skilful reader will dis-
tingunish in an instant, But he thought
that by these services he acquired a right
to express himself in terms which would
not, under ordinary circumstances, be-
come one who was addressing a man of
four times his age. In one letter, he tells
Wycherley that ¢ the worst pieces are
such as, to render them very good, would
require almost the entire new writing of
them.” In another, he gives the follow-
ing account of his corrections : “ Though
the whole be as short again as at first,
there is not one thought omitted but
what is a repetition of something in your
first volume or in this very paper; and
the versification throughout is, I believe,
such as nobody can be shocked at. The
repeated permission you give me of deal-
ing freely with you, will, I hope, excuse
what I have done; for, if 1 have not
spared you when I thought severity
would do you a kindness,
I have not mangled you
where I thought there was
no absolute need of amputation.” Wy-
cherley continued to return thanks for
all this hacking and hewing, which was,
indeed, of inestimable service to his com-
positions, But by degrees his thanks

Correspon-
dence.
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pegan to sound very like reproaches, In
private, he 18 said to have described Pope
as a person who could not cut out a suit,
but who had some skill in turning old
coats. In his letters to Pope, while he
acknowledged that the versification of
the poems had been greatly improved, he
spoke of the whole art of versification
with scorn, and sneered at those who
preferred sound to sense. Pope revengea
himself for this outbreak of spleen by
return of post. He had in his hands
a volume of Wycherley’s rhymes, and he
wrote to say that this volume was so full
of faults that he could not correct 1t
withont completely defacing the manu-
script. “I am,” he said, “ equally afraid
of sparing you and of offending you by
too impudent a correction.”” This was
more than flesh and blood could bear.
Wycherley reclaimed his papers in a
letter in which resentment shows itself
plainly through the thin disguise of
civility. Pope, glad to be rid of a trou-
blesome and inglorious task, sent back
the deposit, and, by way of a parting
courtesy, advised the old man to turn his
poetry into prose, and assured him that
the public would like thoughts much
better without his versification. Thus
ended this memorable correspondence.

Wycherley lived som.: years after the
termination of the strange friendship
which we have described. The last scene
of his life was, perhaps, the most scan-
dalous. Ten days before his death, at
seventy-five, he married a young girl,
merely in order to injure
his nephew, an act which
proves that neither years
nor adversity, nor what he called his
philosophy, nor either of the religions
which he had at different times professed,
had tanght him the rudiments of morality.
He died in December, 1715, and lies in
the vault under the church of St. Paul in
Covent Garden.

His bride soon after married a Captain
Shrimpton, who thus became possessed
of a large collection of manuscripts.
These were sold to a bookseller., They

were so full of erasures
Man?acr:lpts. and interlineations that
no printer could decipher them. It was
necessary to call in the aid of a professed
critic ; and Theobald, the editor of
Shakspeare and the hero of the first
Dunciad, was employed to ascertain the

Second mar-
riageanddeath.

true reading. In this way, a volume of | that there is hardly

miscellanies in verse and

prose was
up for the market,

i
| |
1
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all its value from the traces of Pope’s
hand, which are everywhere discernible.

Of the moral character of Wycherley
it can hardly be necessary for us to say
more. His fame as a writer rests wholly
on his comedies, and chiefly on the
last two. Even as a comic writer, he
was neither of the best school, nor high-
est in his school. He was in truth a
worse Congreve. His chief merit, like
Congreve’s, lies in the style of his dialogue.
But the wit which lights up the ¢ Plain
Dealer” and the “ Country Wife ” is pale
and flickering when compared with the
gorgeous blaze which dazzles us almost
to blindness in ‘‘ Love for Love ” and the
“Way of the World.”
Like Congreve, and, in-
deed, even more than
Congreve, Wycherley is ready to sacrifice
dramatic propriety to the liveliness of
his dialogue. The poet speaks out of
the mouths of all his dunces and cox-
combs, and makes them describe them-
selves with a good sense and acuteness
which puts them on a level with the
wits and heroes. We will give two in-
stances, the first which occur to us, from
the * Country Wife.”” There are in the
world fools who find the society of old
friends insipid, and who are always run-
ning after new companions. Such a
character is a fair subject for comedy.
But nothing can be more absurd than to
introduce a man of this sort saying to his
comrade, “1 can deny you nothing : for
though I have known thee a great while,
never go if I do not love thee as well as
a new acquaintance.” That town-wits,
again, have always been rather a heart-
less class, 1s true. But none of them, we
will answer for it, ever said to a young
lady to whom he was making love, “ We
wits rail and make love often but to
show our parts : as we have no affections,
80 we have no malice.”

Wycherley’s plays are said to have
been the produce of long and patient
labour. The epithet of “slow” was
early given to him by Rochester, and
was frequently repeated. In truth, his
mind, unless we are greatly mistaken,
was naturally a very meagre soil, and
was forced only by great labour and out-
lay to bear fruit which, after all, was
not of the highest flavour. He has
scarcely more claim to originality than
Lerence, It is not too much to say
anything of the

Wycherley’s
comedies.

. got | least value in his plays of which the hint
The collection derives is not to be found elsewhere,

The best
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scenes in the °‘‘Gentleman Dancing-
Master” were suggested by Calderon’s
Siet Gy ‘I; Maestro de Danzar,f" E];:-t

St ) any means one of the

R thpigst comedies of the
great Castilian poet. The “Country Wife ”
18 borrowed from the ‘ Ecole des Maris”
and the ‘‘Kcole des Femmes.” The
groundwork of the “ Plain Dealer” is
taken from the “ Misanthrope” of Moliére.
One whole scene is almost translated
from the “Critique de 1'Ecole des
Femmes.”” Fidelia is Shakspeare’s Viola
stolen, and marred in the stealing ; and
the Widow Biackacre, beyond compari-
son Wycherley’s best comic character,
is the Countess in Racine’s ¢ Plaideurs,”
talking the jargon of English instead of
that of French chicane.

The only thing original about Wycher-
ley, the only thing which he could furnish
from his own mind in inexhaustible
abundance, was prﬂﬂggacy. }{t 18 curious

to observe how every-

Profligacy. thing that he touched,
however pure and noble, took in an
instant the colour of his own mind.
Compare the “ Ecole des Femmes” with
the * Country Wife.” Agnes isa simple
and amiable girl, whose heart is indeed
full of love, but of love sanctioned by
honour, morality, and religion. ex
natural talents are great. They have
been hidden and, as it might appear,
destroyed by an education elaborately
bad. But they are called forth into full
energy by a virtuous passion. Her lover,
while he adores her beauty, is too honest
a man to abuse the confiding tenderness
of a creature so charming and inexperi-
enced. Wycherley takes this plot into
bis hands ; and forthwith this sweet and
graceful courtship becomes a licentious
intrigue of the lowest and least sentimen-
tal kind, between an impudent London
rake and the idiot wife of a country
squire. We will not go into details. In
truth, Wycherley’s indecency is protected
against the critics as a skunk is pro-
tected against the hunters. It is safe,
because it is too filthy to handle and too
noisome even to approach.

It is the same with the “Plain Dealer,”
How careful has Shakspeare been in
“ Twelfth Night” to preserve the dignity
and delicacy of Viola under her disguise !
Even when wearing a
page’s doublet and hose,
she is never mixed up with any transac-
tion which the most fastidious mind
could regard as leaving a stain on her.,

Comparisons.
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She is employed by the Duke on an
embassy of love to Olivia, but on an
embassy of the most honourable kind,
Wycherley borrows Viola—and Viola
forthwith becomes a pandar of the basest
sort. But the character of Manly is the
best illustration of our meaning. Moliére
exhibited in his misanthrope a pure and
noble mind which had been sorely vexed
by the sight of perfidy and malevolence
disguised under the forms of politeness.
Asevery extreme naturally generates its
contrary, Alceste adopts a standard of
good and evil directly opposed to that of
the society which surrounds him. Court-
esy seems to him a vice ; and those stern
virtues which are neglected by the fops
and coquettes of Paris become too exclu-
sively the objects of his veneration. He
is often to blame ; he is often ridiculous :
but he is always a good man; and the
feeling which he inspires is regret that a
person so estimable should be so unami-
able., Wycherley borrowed Alceste, and
turned him—we quote the words of so
lenient a critic as Mr. Leigh Hunt—into
“a ferocious sensualist, who believed
himself as great a rascal as he thought
everybody else)’ The surliness of
Moliére’s hero is copied and caricatured.
But the most nauseous libertinism and
the most dastardly fraud are substituted
for the purity and integrity of the origi-
nal. And, to make the whole complete,
Wycherley does not seem to have been
aware that he was not drawing the por-
trait of an eminently honest man. So
depraved was his moral taste, that, while
he firmly believed that he was producing
a picture of virtue too exalted for the
commerce of this world, he was really
delineating the greatest rascal that is to
be found even in his own writings.

We pass a very severe censure on
Wycherley when we say that it is a relief
to turn from him to Con-
greve. Congreve's writ-
ings, indeed, are by no
means pure : nor was he, as far as we are
able to judge, a warm-hearted or high-
minded man. Yet, in coming to him, we
feel that the worst is over—that we are
one remove further from the Restoration
—that we are past the Nadir of national
taste and morality.

A severe
censure.

WirLLiAM CoONGREVE was born in
1670,* at Bardsey, in the neighbourhood

* Mr. Leigh Hunt says 1669. But the old

| style has misled hin.
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of Leeds. His father, a younger son of a
very ancient Staffordshire family, had
distinguished himself among the cavaliers
in the civil war, was set down after the
Restoration for the Order of the Royal
Oak, and subsequently settled in Ireland,
under the patronage of the Karl of
Burlington.

Congreve passed his childhood and
youth in Ireland. He was sent to school

at Kilkenny, and thence
Ghﬂdhu:;d fa.nd went to the University of

Ciuxilgrav?e. Dublin. His Iearnm.g

does great honour to his
instructors. From his writings it appears
not only that he was well acquainted
with Latin literature, but that his know-
ledge of the Greek poets was such as
was not, 1n his time, common even in a
college.

When he had completed his academical
studies, he was sent to London to study
the law, and was entered of the Middle
Temple. He troubled himself, however,
very little about pleading or conveyanc-
ing, and gave himself up to literature
and society, Two kinds of ambition
early took possession of
his mind, and often pulled
it in opposite directions.
He was conscious of great fertility of
thought and power of ingenious combina-
tion. His lively conversation, his
polished manners and his highly respect-
able connections had obtained for him
ready access to the best company. He
longed to be a great writer. He onged
to be a man of fashion, Either object
was within his reach. But could he
secure both ? Was there not something
vulgar in letters—something inconsistent
with the easy apathetic graces of a man
of the mode? Was it aristocratical to
be confounded with creatures who lived
in the cocklofts of Grub Street, to bargain
with publishers, to hurry printers’ devils,
to squabble with managers, to be
apﬂlauded or hissed by pit, boxes, and
galleries? Could he forego the renown
of being the first wit of his age? Could
he attain that renown without sullying,
what he valued quite as much, his
character for gentility ? The history
of his life is the history of a conflict
between these two impulses, In his
youth, the desire of literary fame had the
mastery ; but soon the meaner ambition
overpowered the higher and obtained
supreme dominion over his mind,

18 first work, a
value, he published

Early
ambitions.

novel of no great
under the assumed
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name of Cleophil. His second was the
©Old Bachelor,” acted in 1693, a play
inferior indeed to his other He 01
comedies, but, in its own %a.zhelurd"
line, inferior tothem alone, :
The plot is equally destitute of interest
and of probability, The characters are
either not distinguishable, or are dis-
tinguished only by peculiarities of the
most glaring kind. But the dialogue is
resplendent with wit and eloquence—
which indeed are so abundant that the
fool comes in for an ample share—and
yet preserves a certain colloquial air, a
certaln indescribable ease, of which
Wycherley had given no example and
which Sheridan in vain attempted to
imitate. The author, divided between
pride and shame—pride at having
written a good play and shame at having
done an ungentlemanlike thing—pre-
tended that he had merely scribbled a
few scenes for his own amusement, and
affected to yield unwillingly to the
importunities of those who pressed him
to try his fortune on the stage. The
“0Old Bachelor” was seen in manuseript
by Dryden, one of whose best qualities
was a hearty and generous admiration
for the talents of others. He declared
that he had never seen such a first play,
and lent his services to bring it into
a form fit for representation. Nothing
was wanted to the success of the piece.
It was so cast as to bring into play
all the comic talent, and to exhibit on
the boards in one view all the beauty
which Drury Lane Theatre, then the
only theatre in London, could assemble.
The result was a complete triumph ;
and the author was gratified with rewards
more substantial than the applauses of
the pit, Montagu, then a lord of the
Treasury, immediately gave him a place,
and, in a short time, added the reversion
of another place of much greater value,
which, however, did not become vacant
till many years had elapsed.

In 1694 Congreve brought out the
“Double Dealer,” a comedy in which all
the powers which had produced the
“Old Bachelor” showed themselves
matured by time and improved by
exercise. But the audience was shocked
by the characters of Maskwell and Lady
Touchwood. And, indeed, there is some-
thing strangely revolting in the way in
which a group that seems to belong to
the house of Laius or of Pelops is in-
troduced into the midst of the Brisks,
Froths, Carelesses, and Plyants, The

3




108

play was unfavourably received. Yet,
if the praise of distinguished men could
s o Eﬁmggnaate a};n t_authofr tf]:cl-r
e disapprobation of the
mﬂtﬁﬁ_ﬂhm multitude, Congreve had
no reason to repine. Dry-
den, in one of the most ingenious,
magnificent, and pathetic pieces that he
ever wrote, extolled the author of the
““ Double Dealer” in terms which now
appear extravagantly hyperbolical. Till
Congreve came forth—so ran this ex-
quisite flattery—the superiority of the
poets who preceded the civil wars was
acknowledged.

‘“ Theirs was the giant race before the flood.”

Since the return of the Royal House,
much art and ability had been exerted,
but the old masters had been still un-
rivalled.

“Our builders were with want of genius
curst,
The second temple was not like the first.”

At length a writer had arisen who, just
emerging from boyhood, had surpassed
the authors of the ‘‘ Knight of the
Burning Pestle” and of the “Silent
Woman,” and who had only one rival
left to contend with.

¢ Heaven, that but once was prodigal before,
To Shakspeare gave as much, he could not
give him more,”

Some lines near the end of the poem are
singularly graceful and touching, and
sank deep into the heart of Congreve.

““ Already am I worn with cares and age,
And just abandoning the ungrateful stage ;
But you, whom every Muse and Grace adorn,
Whom I foresee to better fortune born,
Be kind to my remains ; and, oh, defend
Against your judgment your departed friend.
Let not the insulting foe my fame pursue,
But guard those laurels which descend to

you.”

The crowd, as usual, gradually came
over to the opinion of the men of note;
and the “ Double Dealer” was before
long quite as much admired, though
perhaps never so much liked, as the
“ Old Bachelor,”

In 1695 appeared ‘““Love for Love,”
superior both in wit and in scenic effect
to either of the preceding plays. It was
performed at a new theatre which
Betterton and some other actors, dis-
gusted by the treatment which they had
received in Drury Lane, had just opened
in a tennis-court near Lincoln’s Inn,

Leigh Humt.

 Scarcely any comedy within the memory

of the oldest man had been equally
successful. The actors were
so elated that they gave
Congreve a share in their
theatre, and he promised in return to
furnish them with a play every year, if
his health would permit. Two years
passed, however, before he produced the
‘““ Mourning Bride,” a play which, paltry
as it 1s when compared, we do not say,
with “Lear” or * Macbeth,” but with
the best dramas of Massinger and Ford,
stands very high among the tragedies
of the age in which it was written. To
find anything so good we must go twelve
years back to “ Venice Preserved,” or
six years forward to the * Fair Penitent.”
The noble passage, which Johnson, both
in writing and in conversation, extolled
above any other in the English drama,
has suffered greatly in the public estima-
tion from the extravagance of his
praise, Had he contented himself with
saying that it was finer than anything
in the tragedies of Dryden, Otway,
Lee, Rowe, Southerne, Hughes, and
Addison, than anything, in short, that
had been written for the stage since
the days of Charles the First, he would
not have been in the wrong.

The success of the *“ Mourning Bride
was even greater than that of ¢ Love
for Love.” Congreve was now allowed
to be the first tragic as well as the first
comic dramatist of his time; and all
this at twenty-seven. We believe that
no English writer except Lord Byron
has, at so early an age, stood so high ip
the estimation of his contemporaries.

At this time took place an event which
deserves, in our opinion, a very different
sort of notice from that which has been
bestowed on it by Mr. Leigh Hunt. The
nation had now nearly recovered from
the demoralising effect of the Puritan
austerity. The gloomy follies of the
reion of the Saints were but faintly
remembered. The evils produced by
profaneness and debauchery were recent
and glaring. The Court, since the
Revolution, had ceased to
patronise licentiousness.
Mary was strictly pilous,
and the vices of the cold, stern, and
silent William were not obtruded on the
public eye. Discountenanced by the
government, and falling in the favour
of the people, the profligacy of the
Restoration still maintained 1ts ground
in some parts of society. Itsstrongholds

Successful
comedies.

The court and
gociety.




Leigh Hunt,

were the places where men of wit and
fashion congregated, and, above all, the
theatres. At this conjuncture arose a
great reformer, whom, widely as we
differ from him in many important
points, we can never mention without
respect.
Jeremy Collier was a clergyman of the
Church of England, bred at Cambridge.
His talents and attain-
Eirﬁ?ry ments were such as might
; have been expected to
raise him to the highest honours of his
profession. He had an extensive know-
ledge of books, and yet he had mingled
much with polite society, and is said not
to have wanted either grace or vivacity
in conversation, There were few branches
of literature to which he had not paid
some attention. But ecclesiastical anti-
quity was his favourite study. In re-
ligious opinions, he belonged to that
section of the Church of Encland which
lies furthest from Geneva and nearest to
Rome. His notions touching Episcopal
government, holy orders, the efficacy of
the sacraments, the authority of the
Fathers, the guilt of schism, the im-
portance of vestments, ceremonies, and
solemn days, differed little from those
which are now held by Dr. Pusey and
Mr. Newman. Towards the close of his
life, indeed, Collier took some steps
which brought him still nearer to Popery
—mixed water with the wine in the
Eucharist, made the sign of the cross in
confirmation, employed oil in the visita-
tion of the sick, and offered up prayers
for the dead. His politics were of piece
with his divinity, He was 2 Tory of the
highest sort, such as in the cant of his
age was cai.led a Tantivy. Not even
the tyranny of James, not even the
persecution of the bishops and the spolia-

tion of the universities could shake his
steady loyalty.

] While the Convention
was sitting, Collier wrote with vehemence
In defence of the fugitive king, and was
i consequence arrested. But his daunt.
less spirit was not to be S0 tamed., He
refused to take the oaths, renounced all
his preferments, and, in » succession of
pamphlets written with much violence
and with some ability, attempted to
eéxcite the nation against its new masters,
In 1692 he was again arrested on
Suspicion of having been concerned in a
treasonable plot. So unbending were
his principles that his friends could hardly

ersuade him to let them bail him ; and

@ afterwards expressed his remorse for
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having been induced thus to acknowledge,
by implication, the authority of an usurp-
ing government. He was soon in trouble
again., Sir John Friend and Sir William
Parkins were tried and convicted of
high treason for planning the murder of
King William. = Qollier administered
spiritual consolation to them, attended
them to Tyburn, and, just before the
execution, laid his hands on their heads,
and, by the authority which he derived
from Christ, solemnly absolved them.
The scene gave indescribable scandal,
Tories joined wlilth Whigs in blaming the
conduct of the daringo

priest. There are some Apgfa;i;:lg
acts, 1t was said, which ;
fall under the definition of treason, into
which a good man may, in troubled times,
be led even by his virtues. It may be
necessary for the protection of society
to punish such a man. But even in
punishing him we consider him as legally
rather than morally guilty, and hope
that his honest error, though it cannot
be pardoned here, will not be counted
to him for sin hereafter. But such was
not the case of Collier’s penitents.
were concerned in a plot for waylaying
and butchering, in an hour of security,
one who, whether he were or were not
their king, was at all events their fellow-
creature. Whether the Jacobite theory
about the rights of governments and
the duties of subjects were or were not
well founded, assassination must always
be considered as a great crime. It is
condemned even by the maxims of
worldly honourand morality. Much more
must 1t be an object of abhorrence to the
pure Spouse of Christ. The Church
cannot surely, without the saddest and
most mournful forebodings, see one of
her children, who has been guilty of this
great wickedness, pass into eternity with-
out any sign of repentance. That these
traitors had given any sign of repent-
ance was not alleged. It might be that
they had privately declared their con-
trition : and, if so, the minister of religion
might be justified in privately assuring
them of the Divine forgiveness. But a
public remission ought to have been
preceded by a public atonement. The
regret of these men, if expressed at all,
had been expressed in secret. The hands
of Collier had been laid on them in the
presence of thousands. The inference
which his enemies drew from his conduct
was that he did not conmsider the con-
Spiracy against the life of William ag
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sinful. But this inference he very ve-)even a Tillotson, would have done little

hemently and, we doubt not, very sin-
cerely denied.

The storm raged. The bishops put
forth a solemn censure of the alz;olu-

, tion. The Attorney-Gene-
Thgeggzirlgpa ral brought the ymatter
"  before the Court of King’s
Bench. Oollier had now made up his
mind not to give bail for his appearance
before any court which derived its
authority from the usurper. He accord-
ingly absconded and was outlawed. He
survived these events about thirty years.
The prosecution was not pressed, and he
was soon suffered to resume his literary
pursuits in quiet. At a later period,
many attempts were made to shake his
perverse integrity by offers of wealth and
dignity, but in vain. When he died,
towards the end of the reign of George
the First, he was still under the ban of
the law.

We shall not be suspected of regarding
either the politics or the theology of
Collier with partiality ; but we believe
him to have been as honest and cour-
ageous a man as ever lived. We will
go further, and say that, though passion-
ate and often wrongheaded, he was a
singularly fair controversialist—candid,
generous, too high-spirited to take mean
advantages even in the most exciting
disputes, and pure from all taint of
personal malevolence. It must also be
admitted that his opinions on ecclesi-
astical and political affairs, though in
themselves absurd and pernicious, emi-
nently qualified him to be the reformer

of our lighter literature.

Reformer  mhe Jibertinism of the

of lighter

Jiterature. Press and of the stage was,

as we have said, the effect
of a reaction against the Puritan strict-
ness. Profligacy was, like the oak leaf
of the twenty-ninth of May, the badge of
a cavalier and a high churchman. De-
cency was associated with conventicles
and calves’ heads. Grave prelates were
too much disposed to wink at the excesses
of a body of zealous and able allies who
covered Roundheads and Presbyterians
with ridicule. If a Whig raised his voice
against the impiety and licentiousness of
the fashionable writers, his mouth wasg
instantly stopped by the retort, You
are one of those who groan at a light
quotation from Scripture and raise estates
out of the plunder of the Church—who
shudder at a double entendre and chop off

to purify our literature. But when a
man, fanatical in the cause of episcopacy
and actually under outlawry for his
attachment to hereditary right, came
forward as the champion of decency, the
battle was already half won.

In 1698 Collier published his * Short
View of the Profaneness and Immorality
of the English Stage,” a
book which threw the %;Hi;ﬂrhn;fg:
whole literary world into i '
commotion, but which is now much
less read than it deserves, The faults of
the work, indeed, are neither few nor
small. The dissertations on the Greek
and Latin drama do not at all help the
argument, and, whatever may have been
thought of them by the generation which
fancied that Christ Church had refuted
Bentley, are such as, in the present day,
a scholar of very humble pretensions may
venture to pronounce boyish, or, rather,
babyish. The censures are not sufficiently
discriminating. = The authors whom
Collier accused had been guilty of such
gross sins against decency that he was
certain to weaken instead of strengthen-
ing his case by introducing into his
charge against them any matter about
which there could be the smallest dispute.
He was, however, so injudicious as to
place among the outrageous offences which
he justly arraigned, some things which
are really quite innocent, and some slight
instances of levity which, though not
strictly correct, could easily be paralleled
from the works of writers who had
rendered great services to morality and
religion. Thus he blames Congreve, the
number and gravity of whose real trans-
gressions made it quite unnecessary to
tax him with any that were not real, for
using the words “ martyr ”’ and “inspira-
tion ”” in a light sense; as if an arch-
bishop might not say that a speech was
ingpired by claret, or that an alderman

was a martyr to the gout. Sometimes,
again, Collier does mot ., ..o i
sufficiently distinguish be-  §istinction.

tween the dramatist and

the persons of the drama. Thus he
blames Vanbrugh for putting into Lord
Foppington’s mouth some contemptuous
expressions respecting the Church ser-
vice ; though it is obvious that Vanbrugh
could not better express reverence than
by making Lord Foppington express con-
tempt. There is also throughout the
“ Short View ” too strong a display of

the heads of kings. A Baxter, a Burnet, | professional feeling. Collier is not con-
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tent with claiming for his order an immu-
nity from indiscriminate scurrility ; he

11 not allow that, in any case, any
word or act of a divine can be a proper
subject for ridicule. Nor does he confine
this benefit of clergy to the Ministers of
the Established Church. He extends
the privilege to Catholic priests and,
what in him is more surprising, to Dis-
senting preachers. This, however, 18 a
mere trifle. Imaums, Brahmins, priests
of Jupiter, priests of Baal are all held to
be sacred. Dryden is blamed for making
the Mufti in “Don Sebastian” talk
nonsense. Lee is called to a severe ac-
count for his incivility to Tiresias. But
the most curious passage is that in which
Collier resents some uncivil reflections
thrown by Cassandra, in * Cleomenes,”
on the calf Apis and his hierophants,.
The words * grass-eating, foddered god,”
. words which really are much in the style
of several passages in the Old Testament,
give as much offence to this Christian
divine as they could have given to the
priests of Memphis,

But, when all deductions have been
made, great merit must be allowed to
this work. There is hardly any book of
that time from which it would be possible
to select specimens of

Excellent 1+ d
G, ricng o ol
specimens. ' P

Collier with Pascal would
indeed be absurd. Yet we hardly know
where, except in the “ Provincial Letters,”
we can find mirth so harmoniously and
becomingly blended with solemnity as in
the “Short View.” In truth, all the
modes of ridicule, from broad fun to
polished and antithetical sarcasm, were
at Collier's command. On the other
hand, he was complete master of the
rhetoric of honest indignation. We
scarcely know any volume which contains
80 many bursts of that peculiar eloquence
which comes from the heart and goes to
the heart. Indeed, the spirit of the book
1s truly heroic. In order to fairly appre-
ciate it, we must remember the situation
in which the writer stood. He was under
the frown of power. His name was
already a mark for the invectives of one-
half of the writers of the age when, in
the cause of good taste, good sense and
good morals, he gave battle to the other
half. Strong as his political prejudices
were, he seems on this occasion to have
entirely laid them aside. He has for-
gotten that he is a Jacobite, and remem-
bers only that he is a citizen and a Chris-
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tian. Some of his sharpest censures are
directed against poetry which had been
hailed with delight by the Tory party
and had inflicted a deep wound on the
Whigs., It is really inspiriting to see
how gallantly the solitary outlaw
advances to attack enemies, formidable
separately, and it might have been
thought, irresistible when combined—
distributes his swashing blows right and
left among Wycherley, Congreve, and
Vanbrugh—treads the wretched D’Urfey
down in the dirt beneath his feet—and
strikes with all his strength full at the
towering crest of Dryden.

The effect produced by the “ Short
T;iew ’(’1 was iléll?lense' 'El‘he nation was on
the side of Collier. But
it could not be doubted "Ef;l%t 3{3%1.3"
that, in the great host ‘
which he had defied, some champion
would be found to lift the gauntlet. The
general belief was that Dryden would
take the field ; and all the wits antici-
pated a sharp contest between two well-
paired combatants. The great poet had
been singled out in the most marked
manner. It was well known that he was
deeply hurt, that much smaller provoca-
tions had formerly roused him to violent
resentment, and that there was no literary
weapon, offensive or defensive, of which
he was not master. But his conscience
smote him ; he stood abashed, like the
fallen archangel at the rebuke of Zephon,

¢ And felt how awful goodness is, and saw

Virtue in her shape how lovely ; saw and

pined

His loss.”

At a later period he mentioned the “Short
View” in the preface to his “ Fables.”
He complained, with some asperity, of
the harshness with which he had been
treated, and urged some matters in
mitigation. But, on the
whole, he frankly acknow-
ledged that he had been 155 DATASR:
justly proved. “If,” said he, * Mr,
Collier be my enemy, let him triumph.
If he be my friend, as I have given him
no personal occasion to be otherwise, he
will be glad of my repentance.”

It would have been wise in Congreve
to follow his master’s example. He was
precisely in that situation in which it is
madness to attempt a vindication ; for
his guilt was so clear that no address or
eloquence could obtain an acquittal, On
the other hand, there were in his case
many extenuating circumstances which,
if he had acknowledged his error and

Frankness
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promised amendment, would have pro-
cured his pardon. The most rigid censor
could not but make great allowances for
the faults into which so young a man had
been seduced by evil example, by the
luxuriance of a vigorous fancy, and by
the inebriating effect of popular applause.
The esteem, as well as the admiration of
the public, was still within his reach.
He might easily have effaced all memory
of his transgressions, and have shared
with Addison the glory of showing that
the most brilliant wit may be the ally of
virtue, But, in any case, prudence should
have restrained him from encountering
Collier. The non-juror was a man
thoroughly fitted by nature, education,
and habit, for polemical dispute. Con-
greve’s mind, though one
differently. of no common fertility
and vigour, was of a
different class. No man understood so
well the art of polishing epigrams and
repartees into the clearest effulgence,
and setting them neatly in easy and
familiar dialogue. In this sort of jewel-
lery, he attained to a mastery unprece-
dented and inimitable. But he was
altogetherrude in the art of controversy ;
and he had a cause to defend which
scarcely any art could have rendered
victorious,
The event was such as might have been

Congreve acts

foreseen. Congreve’s answer was a
e : complete failure. He was
alre o angry, obscure, and dull.
Congreve’s 4
afiswar Even the Green Room and

Will’s Coffee-House were
compelled to acknowledge that in wit,
as well as in argument, the parson had a
decided advantage over the poet. Not
only was Congreve unable to make an
show of a case where he was in the
wrong ; but he succeeded in putting
himself completely in the wrong where
he was in the right. Collier had taxed
him with profaneness for calling a clergy-
man Mr. Prig,and forintroducinga coach-
man named Jehu, in allusion to the King
of Israel who was known at a distance
by his furious driving. Had there been
nothing worse in the “ Old Bachelor * and
‘““Double Dealer,” Congreve might pass
for as pure a writer as Cowper himself,
who, in poems revised by so austere a
censor as John Newton, calls a fox-hunt-
ing squire Nimrod and gives to a chaplain
the disrespectful name of Smug. Con-
greve might with good effect have
appealed to the public whether it might
20t be fairly presumed that, when such

i
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frivolous charges were made, there were
no very serious charges to make. Instead
of doing this, he pretended that he meant
no allusion to the Bible by the name of
Jehu and no reflection by the name of
Prig. Strange that a man of such parts
should, in order to defend himself against
imputations which nobody could regard
as important, tell untruths which it was
certain that nobody would believe.

One of the pleas which Congreve set up
for himself and his brethren was that,
though they might be
guilty of a little levity
here and there, they were
careful to inculcate a moral, packed close
into two or three lines, at the end of
every play. Had the fact been as he
stated it, the defence would be worth
very littlee. For no man acquainted
with human nature could think that a
sententious couplet would undo all the
mischief that five profligate acts had
done. But it would have been wise in
Congreve to have locked again at his
own comedies before he used this argu-
ment. Collier did so; and found that
the moral of the “ Old Bachelor ”—the
grave apophthegm which is to be a set-
off against all the libertinism of the piece
—is contained in the following triplet,—

Congreve’s
plea.

““ What rugged ways attend the noon of life !
Our sun declines, and with what anxious
strife,
What pain, we tug that galling load—a wife.”

“Love for Love,” says Collier, “ may
have a somewhat better farewell, but
it would do a man little service should he
remember it to his dying day, —

Y |“¢“The miracle to-day is, that we find

A lover true, not that a woman’s kind ’’

Collier’s reply was severe and trium-

phant., One of his repartees we will
quote, not as a favourable
specimen of his manner, %?i'}fm‘ff

but because it was called
forth by Congreve’s characteristic affecta-
tion. The poet spoke of the ¢ Old
Bachelor ” as a trifle to which he attached
no value and which had become public
by a sort of accident. “I wrote it,” he
sald, “to amuse myself in a slow
recovery from a fit of sickness.,” “ What
his disease was,” replied Collier, “I
am not to inquire : but it must be a
very 1l one to be worse than the
remedy.”

All that Congreve gained by coming
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forward on this occasion was that he
completely deprived himself of the excuse
which he might with justice have pleaded
for his early offences. ¢ Why,” asked
Collier, “should the man laugh at the
mischief of the boy and make the disorders
of his nonage his own by an after appro-
bation ?

Congreve was not Collier’s only oppo-

nent. Vanbrugh, Dennis, and Settle
Other took the field. And from
opponents. & Passage in a contempor-

ary satire, we are inclined
to think that among the answers to the
“Short View” was one written, or sup-
posed to be written, by Wycherley. The
victory remained with Collier. A great
and rapid reform in all the departments
of our lighter literature was the effect of
his labours. A new race of wits and
poets arose, who generally treated with
reverence the great ties which bind
society together, and whose very in-
decencies were decent when compared
with those of the school which flourished
during the last forty years of the seven-
teenth century.

This controversy probably prevented
Congreve from fulfilling the engagements
into which he had entered with the
actors. It was not till 1700 that he pro-
duced the “ Way of the World,” the most

e deeply meditated and the
tﬁﬂﬁﬁ‘if most {Jrillia.ntly written of
all his works. It wants,
perhaps, the constant movement, the
effervescence of animal spirits, which we
find iIn “Love for Love’’ But the
hysterical rants of Lady Wishfort, the
meeting of Witwould and his brother,
the country knight’s courtship and his
subsequent revel, and, above all, the
chase and surrender of Millamant, are
superior to anything that is to be found
in the whole range of English comedy
from the civil war downwards. It is
tgllte inexplicable to us that this play
should have failed on the stage. Yet so
it was; and the author, already sore
with the wounds which Collier had
inflicted, was galled past endurance by
this new stroke. He resolved never again
to expose himself to the rudeness of a
tasteless audience, and took leave of the
theatre for ever.

He lived twenty-eight years longer
without adding to the high literary
reputation which he had attained. e
read much while he retained his eye-sight,
and now and then wrote a short essay or
an idle tale in verse, but appears never to
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have planned any considerable work.
The miscellaneous pieces which he pub-
lished in 1710 are of little value and have
long been forgotten. The stock of fame
which he had acquired by his comedies
was sufficient, assisted by the graces of
his manner and conversation, to secure
for him a high place in the estimation of
the world. During the i

winter, he lived among mﬁfmﬂ};ﬁ?
the most distingunished '
and agreeable people in London. His
summers were passed at the splendid
country-seats of ministers and peers.
Literary envy and political faction, which
in that age respected nothing else,
respected his repose. He professed to be
one of the party of which his patron
Montagu, now Lord Halifax, was the
head. DBut he had civil words and small
good offices for men of every shade of
opinion. And men of every shade of
opinion spoke well of him in return.

His means were for a long time scanty.
The place which he had in possession
barely enabled him to live
with comfort. And, when
the Tories came into power, some thought
that he would lose even this moderate
provision. But Harley, who was by no
means disposed to adopt the exter-
minating policy of the October club, and
who, with all his faults of understanding
and temper, had a sincere kindness for
men of genius, reassured the anxious poet
by quoting very gracefully and happily
the lines of Virgil,—

Scanty means.

‘“ Non obtusa adeo gestamus pectora Peeni,
Nec l;t.am aversus equos Tyria Sol jungit ab
urbe,”

The indulgence with which Congrevg
was treated by the Tories was not
purchased by any concession on his part
which could justly offend the Whigs. It
was his rare good fortune to share the
triumph of his friends without having
shared their proscription. When the
House of Hanover came to the throne,

his fortunes began to flourish. The
reversion, to which he had Improved
been nominated twenty fortunes.

years before, fell in. He
was made secretary to the island of
Jamaica, and his whole income amounted
to £1,200 a year—a fortune which, for a
single man, was in that age not only easy
but splendid. He continued, however,
to practise the frugality which he had
learned when he could scarce spare, as
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Swift tells us, a shilling to pay the chair-
man who carried him to Lord Halifax’s,
Though he had nobody to save for, he
laid up at least as much as he spent.

The infirmities of age came early upon
him. His habits had been intemperate ;

Hebits. and he suffered much from

infirmities. 80ut ; and, when confined
to his chamber, he had no
longer the solace of literature. Blind-
ness, the most cruel misfortune that can
befall the lonely student, made his books
useless to him. He was thrown on society
for all his amusement ; and, in society,
his good breeding and vivacity made him
always welcome.

By the rising men of letters, he was
considered not as a rival, but as a classic.
He had left their arena; he never
measured his strength with them ; and he
was always loud in applause of their
exertions. They could, therefore, enter-
tain no jealousy of him, and thought no
more of detracting from his fame than
of carping at the great men who had
been lying a hundred years in Poets’
Corner. Even the inmates of Grub Street,
even the heroes of the “ Dunciad,” were
for once just to living merit. There can
be no stronger illustration of the esti-

Held in mation in which Congreve
estimation. Vs held than the fact that

* Pope’s “Iliad,” a work
which appeared with more splendid aus-
pices than any other in our language,
was dedicated to him, There was not a
Duke in the kingdom who would not
have been proud of such a compliment.
Dr. Johnson expresses great admiration
for the independence of spirit which
Pope showed on this occasion, and some
surprise at his choice. “ He passed over
peers and statesmen to inscribe his
‘ Iliad* to Congreve, with a magnanimity
of which the praise had been complete
had his friend’s virtue been equal to his
wit. Why he was chosen for so great an
honour it is not now possible to know.”
It is certainly impossible to know ; yet
we think it is possible to guess. The
translation of the “Iliad” had been
zealously befriended by men of all
political opinions. The poet, who, at
an early age, had been raised to affluence
by the emulous liberality of Whigs and
Tories, could not with propriety inscribe
to a chief of either party a work which
had been munificently patronised by both.
It was necessary to find some person
who was at once eminent and neutral.
It wes therefore necessary to pass over

peers and statesmen. Congreve had a
high name in letters. He had a high
name in aristocratic circles, He lived
on terms of civility with men of all
parties. By a courtesy paid to him,
neither the ministers nor the leaders of
the opposition could be offended.

The singular affectation, which had
from the first been characteristic of
Congreve, grew stronger and stronger as
he advanced in life. At last it became
disagreeable to him to hear his own

comedies praised. Vol-

taire, whose soul was Voltaire and
burned up by the raging oty
desire for Iliterary renown, was half
puzzled and half disgusted by what he
saw, during his visit to England, of this
extraordinary whim. Congreve dis-
claimed the character of a poet—declared
that his plays were trifles produced in an
idle hour, and begged that Voltaire
would consider him merely as a gentle-
man. ‘““If youhad been merely a gentle-
man,” said Voltaire, “I should not have
come to see you.”

Congreve was not a man of warm
affections. Domestic ties he had none
and 1In the temporary connections
which he formed with a succession of
beauties from the green-room his heart
does not appear to have been interested.
Of all his attachments, that to Mrs.
Bracegirdle lasted the
longest and was the most Mr;r?f:ﬂa‘
celebrated. This charm- g
ing actress, who was, during many years,
the idol of all London, whose face caused
the fatal broil in which Mountfort fell .
and for which Lord Mohun was tried by
the Peers, and to whom the Earl of
Scarsdale was said to have made honour-
able addresses, had conducted herself, in
very trying circumstances, with extra-
ordinary discretion. Congreve at length
became her confidential friend. They
constantly rode out together and dined
together. Some people said that she was
his mistress and others that she would
soon be his wife. He was at last drawn
away from her by the influence of a
wealthier and haughtier beauty. Hen-
rietta, daughter of the great Marlborough
and wife of the Earl of Godolphin, had,
on her father’s death, succeeded to his
dukedom and to the greater part of his
immense property. Her husband was
an insignificant man, of whom Lord
Chesterfield said that he came to the
House of Peers only to sleep, and that he
might as well sleep on the right as on
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the left of the woolsack. Between the
Duchess and Congreve sprang up a most
eccentric friendship. He
had a seat every day at
her table, and assisted 1n
the direction of her concerts. That malig-
nant old hag, the Dowager Duchess
Sarah, who had quarrelled with her
daughter as she had quarrelled with
everybody else, affected to suspect that
there was something wrong. But the
world in general appears to have thought
that a great lady might, without any
imputation on her character, pay atten-
tion to a man of eminent genius who was
nearly sixty years old, who was still
older in appearance and in constitution,
who was confined to his chair by gout,
and was unable to read from blind-
ness.

In the summer of 1728, Congreve was
ordered to try the Bath waters. During
his excursion he was overturned in his

chariot and received some

A %ta'lt gsevereinternal injury from

BCCIGERE:  which he never recovered.

He came back to London in a dangerous

state, complained constantly of a pain in

his side, and continued tv sink till, in the
following January, he expired.

He left £10,000, saved out of the emolu-
ments of his lucrative places. Johnson
says that this money ought to have gone
to the Congreve family, which was then
in great distress. Doctor Young and
Mr. Leigh Hunt, two gentlemen who
seldom agree with each other, but with
whom, on this occasion, we are happy to

agree, think that it ought to have gone
a ,. toMrs, Bracegirdle. Con-
h‘;ﬁf;;:“ greve bequeathed two

hundred pounds to Mrs.
Bracegirdle and an equal sum to a certain
Mrs. Jellat ; but the bulk of his accumus-
lations went to the Duchess of Marl-
borough, in whose immense wealth such
a legacy was as a drop in the bucket, It
might have raised the fallen fortunes of
a gtaﬁ'nrdshire squire ; it might have
enabled a retired actress to enjoy every
comfort and, in her sense, every luxury—
‘but it was hardly sufficient to defray
the Duchess’s establishment for two
months,

The great lady buried her friend with
a pomp seldom seen at the funeral of

poets. The corpse lay in
%ﬁgfv:f state under the ancient

roof of the Jerusalem
Chamber, and was interred in West-
minster Abbey. The pall was borne by
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the Duke of Bridgewater, Lord Cobham,
the Earl of Wilmington, who had been
Speaker, and was afterwards First Lord
of the Treasury, and other men of high
consideration., Her Grace laid out her
friend’s bequest in a superb diamond
necklace, which she wore in honour of
him, and, if report is to be believed,
showed her regard ir. ways much more
extraordinary. It is said that she had
a statue of him in ivory, which moved
by clockwork, and was placed daily at
her table ; that she had a wax doll made
in imitation of him, and that the feet of
the doll were regularly blistered and
anointed by the doctors as poor Con-
greve’s feet had been when he suffered
from the gout. A monument was erected
to the poet in Westminster Abbey with
an inscription written by the Duchess ;
and Lord Cobham honoured him with a
cenotaph, which seems to us, though
that is a bold word, the ngliest and most
absurd of the buildings at Stowe.

We have said that Wycherley was a
worse Congreve, There was, indeed, a
remarkable analogy be-
tween the writingg and Riﬁ:{fame
lives of these two men. B
Both were gentlemen liberally educated.
Both led town lives, and knew human
nature only as it appears between Hyde
Park and the Tower. Both were men
of wit. Neither had much imagination.
Both at an early age produced lively and
profligate comedies. Both retired from
the field while still in early manhood,
and owed to their youthful achievements
in literature the consideration which they
enjoyed in later life. Both, after they
had ceased to write for the stage, pub-
lished volumes of miscellanies which did
little credit either to their talents or to
their morals, Both, during their declin-
ing years, hung loose upon society ; and
both, in their last moments, made eccen-
tric and unjustifiable dispositions of
their estates.

But in every point Congreve main-
tained his superiority to
Wycherley. Wycherley
had wit; but the wit of
Congreve far outshines that of every
comic writer, except Sheridan, who has
arisen within the last two centuries.
Congreve had not, in a large measure,
the poetical faculty; but compared with
Wycherley he might be called a great
poet, Wycherley had some knowledge of
books ; but Congreve was a man of real
learning. Congreve’s offences against

Superiority
of Congreve.
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decorum, though highly culpable, were
not so gross as those of Wycherley ; nor
did Congreve, like Wycherley, exhibit to
the world the deplorable spectacle of a
licentious dotage. Congreve died in the
enjoyment of high consideration; Wy-
cherley forgotten or despised. Congreve’s

will was absurd and capricious; but

Leigh Humt.

Wycherley’s last actions appear to have
been prompted by obdurate malignity.

Here, at least for the present, we must
stop. Vanbrugh and Farquhar are not
men to be hastily dismissed, and we
have not left ﬂursef;ea space to do them
justice.
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MANY reasons make it impossible for us
to lay before our readers, at the present
moment, a complete view of the character
and public career of the late Lord Holland.
But we feel that we have already deferred
too long the duty of paying some tribute
to his memory. We feel that it is more
becoming to bring, without further delay,
an offering, though intrinsically of little
value, than to leave his tomb longer
without some token of our reverence and

love.
We shall say very little of the book
which lies on our table. And yet itis a
Political book which, even if it had
maxims of been the work of a less
Liord Holland. distinguished man, or had
appeared under circumstances less in-
teresting, would have well repaid an
attentive perusal. It is valuable, both as
a record of principles and as a model of
composition. We find in it all the great
maxims which, during more than forty
years, guided Lord Holland’s public con-
duct, and the chief reasons on which those
maxims rest, condensed into the smallest
possible space, and set forth with admirable
Egspi_cu:ity, dignity, and precision. To
opinions on Foreign Policy we for the
most part cordially assent, but now and
then we are inclined to think them im-
prudently generous. We could not have
igned the Protest against the detention
of Napoleon. The Protest respecting the
course which England pursued at the
Congress of Verona, though it contains
much that is excellent, contains also
ositions which, we are inclined to think,
rd Holland would, at a later period,
Views on have admitted to be un-
Constitutional sound. But to all his doc-
Questions. trines on Constitutional
Questions we give our hearty approbation :

and we firmly believe that no British
Government has ever deviated from that
line of internal policy which he has traced
without detriment to the public.

We will give, as a specimen of this little
volume, a single passage, in which a chief
article of the political creed of the Whigs
1s stated and explained with singular
clearness, force, and brevity. Our readers
will remember that, in 1825, the Catholic
Association agitated for emancipation with
most formidable effect. The Tories acted
after their kind. Instead of removing the
grievance they tried to put down the
agitation ; and brought in a law, appa-
rently sharp and stringent, but, in truath,
utterly impotent, for restraining the right
of petition. Lord Holland’s Protest on
that occasion is excellent.

*“ We are,” says he, ‘“well aware that
the privileges of the people, the rights of
free discussion, and the pi test on in-
spirit and letter of our terference
popular institutions, must with right of
render—and they are in- discussion.
tended to render—the continuance of an
extensive grievance, and of the dissatis-
faction consequent thereupon, dangerous
to the tranquillity of the country, and
ultimately subversive of the authority of
the State. Experience and theory alike
forbid us to deny that effect of a free con-
stitution; a sense of justice and a love of
liberty equally deter us from lamenting it.
But we have always been taught to look
for the remedy of such disorders in the
redress of the grievances which justify
them, and in the removal of the dis-
satisfaction from which they flow—not in
restraints on ancient privileges, not in in-
roads on the right of public discussion, nor
in violations of the principles of a free
government. If, therefore, the legal
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method of seeking redress, which has been |

resorted to by persons labouring under
grievous disabilities, be fraught with im-
mediate or remote danger to the State, we
draw from that circumstance a conclusion
long sinee foretold by great authority—
namely, that the British Constitution and
large exclusions cannot subsist together;
that the Constitution must destroy them,
or they will destroy the Constitution.?’’

It was not, however, of this little book,
valuable and interesting as it is, but of
the author, that we meant to speak; and
we will try to do so with calmness and im-
partiality.

In order fully to appreciate the character
of Lord Holland, it is necgaaa.ry to guf far

back into the history of his
Lo ooy of family; for he had in-

herited somethingmorethan
a coronet and an estate. 1o the House of
which he was the head belongs one dis-
tinction, which we believe to be without
a parallel in our annals. During more
than a century there has never been a
fime at which a Fox has not stood in a
prominent station amongst public men.
sScarcely had the chequered career of the
first Lord Holland closed, when his son,
Charles, rose to the head of the Opposition,
and to the first rank among English
debaters. Apnd before Charles was borne
to Westminster Abbey a third Fox had
already become one of the most con-
spicuous politicians in the kingdom.

It is impossible not to be struck by the
strong family likeness which, in spite
Beskonalahas OF diversities arising from

racteristios  €ducation and position, ap-

"~ pears in these three dis-
tinguished persons. In their faces and
figures there was a resemblance, such as
is common enough in novels, where one
picture 18 good for ten generations, but
such as in real life is seldom found. The
ample person, the massy and thoughtful
forehead, the large eyebrows, the full
cheek and lip ; the expression, so singu-
larly compounded of sense, humour,
courage, openness, a strong will and a
sweet temper, were common to all. But
the features of the founder of the House,
as the pencil of Reynolds and the chisel of
Nollekens have handed them down to us,
were disagreeably harsh and exaggerated.
In his descendants the aspect was pre-
served ; butit was softened, till it became,
in the late lord, the most gracious and in-
teresting countenance that waseverlighted

up by the mingled lustre of intelligence
and bensvolence.

As it was with the faces of the men of
this noble family, so was it also with their
minds. Nature had done much for them
all. She had moulded them all of that
clay of which she is most sparing. To all
she had given strong reason and sharp
wit ; a quick relish for every physical and
intellectual enjoyment ; constitutional in-
trepidity, and that frankness by which
constitutional intrepidity is generally
accompanied ; spirits which nothing could
depress; tempers easy, generous, and
placable ; and that genial courtesy which
has its seat in the heart, and of which
artificial politenessis only a faint and cold
imitation. Such a disposition is the richest
inheritance that ever was entailed on any
family.

But training and situation greatly
modified the fine qualities which nature
lavished with such pro- o~paracterana
fusion on three generations gareer of the
of the house of Fox. The first Liord
first Lord Holland was a  Holland.
needy political adventurer. He entered
public life at a time when the standard of
integrity among statesmen was low. He
started as the adherent of a minister who
had indeed many titles to respect; who
possessed eminent talents both for ad-
ministration and for debate; who under-
stood the public interest well, and who
meant fairly by the country ; but who had
seen 80 much perfidy and meanness, that
he had become sceptical as to the existence
of probity. Weary of the cant of patriot-
ism, Walpole had learned to talk a cant
of a different kind. Disgusted by that
sort of hypocrisy which is at least a
homage to virtue, he was too much in the
habit of practising the less respectable
hygncrisy which ostentatiously displays,
and sometimes even simulates vice. To
Walpole, Fox attached himself politically
and personally, with the ardeur which
belonged to his temperament. And it is
not to be denied that in the school of
Walpole he contracted faults which
destroyed the value of his many great
endowments. He raised himself, indeed,
to the first consideration in the House of
Commons; he became a consummate
master of the art of debate: he attained
honours and immense wealth—but the
public esteem and confidence were with-
held from him. His private friends, in-
deed, justly extolled his generosity and
good-nature. They maintained that in
those parts of his conduct whieh they
could least defend there was nothing
gordid, and that, if he was misled, he was
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misled by amiable feelings—bya desire to
serve his friends, and by anxious tender-
ness for his children. But by the nation
he was regarded as a man of insatiable
rapacity and desperate ambition; as a
man ready to adopt, without scruple, the
most immoral and the most unconstitu-
tional measures; asaman perfectly fitted,
by all his opinions and feelings, for the
work of managing the Parliament by
means of secret service-money, and of
keeping down the people with the bayonet.
Many of his contemporaries had a morality
quite as lax as his; but very few among
them had his talents, and none had his
hardihood and energy. He could not,
like Sandys and Doddington, find safety
in contempt. He therefore became an
object of such general aversion as no
statesman since the fall of Strafford has
incurred—of such general aversion as was
robably never in any country incurred
gy a man of so kind and cordial a dis-
position. A weak mind would have sunk
under such a load of unpopularity. DBut
that resolute spirit seemcd to derive new
firmness from the public hatred. The
only effect which reproaches appeared to
roduce on him was to sour, In some
egree, his naturally sweet temper. The
His 1ast last steps of his public life
political acts were marked, not only by
harsh.  that audacity which he had
derived from nature—not only by that
immorality which he had learned in the
school of Walpole—but by a harshness
which almost amounted to cruelty, and
which had never been supposed to belong
to his character. His severity increased
the unpopularity from which it had sprung.
The well-known lampoon of Gray may
serve as a specimen of the feeling of the
country. the images are taken from
shipwrecks, quicksands, and cormorants.
Lord Holland is represented as com-
plaining that the cowardice of his accom-
Sl.iees had prevented him from putting
own the free spixit of the city of London
by sword and fire, and as pining for the
time when birds of preyshould make their
nests in Westminster Abbey, and unclean
beasts burrow in St. Paul’s.
Within a few months after the death
of this remar%ahlzlrﬁl man, his second son
es appeared at the
SN HOX 'head of the parfy opposed
to the American War. Charles had
inherited the bodily and mental constitu-
tion of his father, and had been much—far
too much—under his father’s influence.
It was indeed impossible that a sou of so
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affectionate and noble a spirit should
not have been warmly attached to a
parent who possessed many fine qualities
and who carried his indulgence and
liberality towards his children even to
a culpable extent. The young man saw
that the person to whom he was bound
by the strongest ties was, in the highest
degree, odious to the nation; and the
effect was what might have been ex-
pected from his strong passions and con-
stitutional boldness. He cast in his lot
with his father, and took, while still a
boy, a deep part in the most unjustifiable
and unpopular measures that had been
adopted since the reign of James the
Second. In the debates on the Middlesex
Election he distinguished himself, not
only by his precocious powers of eloquence,
but by the vehement and scornful man-
ner in which he bade defiance to public
opinion. He was at that time regarded
as a man likely to be the most formidable
champion of arbitrary government that
had appeared since the Revolution—to
be a Bute with far greater powers—a
Mansfield with far greater courage.
Happily his father’s death liberated him
early from the pernicious influence by
which he had been misled. His mind
expanded. His range of observation
became wider. His genius broke through
early prejudices. Hisnatural benevolernce
and magnanimity had fair play. In a
very short time he appeared in a situation
worthy of his understanding and of his
heart. From a family whose name was
associated in the public mind with
tyranny and corruption—from a party of
which the theory and the practice were
equally servile—from the midst of the
Luttrells, the Dysons, the Barringtons—
came forth the greatest parliamentary
defender of civil and religious liberty.
The late Lord Holland succeeded to
the talents and to the fine natural dis-
positions of his House.
But his situation was very Liﬁ“ﬁgjﬂn a
different from that of the
two eminent men of whom we have
spoken. In some important respects it
was better; in some i1t was worse than
theirs. He had one great advantage
over them. He received a good political
education. The first lord was educated
by Sir Robert Walpole. Mr. Fox was
educated by his father. The late lord
was educated by Mr. Fox. The perni-
cious maxims early imbibed by the first
Lord Holland, made his great talents
useless, and worse than wuseless, to the
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State. The pernicious maxims early im-
bibed by Mr. Fox, led him, at the com-
mencement of his public life, into great
faults, which, though afterwards nobly
expiated, were never forgotten. To the
very end of his career, small men, when
they had nothing else to say in defence
of their own tyranny, bigotry, and im-
becility, could alwaysraisea cheer by some
paltry taunt about the election of Colonel
Luttrell, the imprisonment of the lord
mayor, and other measures in which the
great Whig leader had borne a part at
the age of one or two-and-twenty.
On Lord Holland no such slur could be
tbrown. Those who most dissent from
his opinions must acknowledge that a
ublic life more consistent is not to be
ound in our annals. Every part of it
18 in perfect harmony with every other,
His ad and the whole is in perfect
%Eg;m' harmony with the great
i principles of toleration and
civil freedom. This rare felicity is in a
great measure to be attributed to the in-
fluence of Mr. Fox. Lord Holland, as was
natural in a person of his talents and ex-
pectations, beganata veryearly age totake
the keenest interest in politics ; and Mr.
Fox found the greatest pleasurein forming
the mind of so hopeful a pupil. They
corresponded largely on political subjects
when the young lord was only sixteen
and their friendship and mutual con-
fidence continued to the day of that
mournful separation at Chiswick. TUnder
such {raining, such a man as Lord
Holland was in no danger of falling
into those faults which threw a dark
shade over the whole career of his grand-
father, and from which the youth of
his uncle was not wholly free.
On the other hand, the late Lord
Holland, as compared with his grand-
Contrast father and his uncle, la-
between House boured under one great
of Lords and disadvantage. They were
of Commons. members of the House of
Commons. He became a Peer while still
an infant. When he entered public life
the House of Lords was a very small
and a very decorous assembly. The
minority to which he belonged was
scarcely able to muster five or six votes
on the most important nights, when
eighty or ninety lords were present.
Debate had accordingly become a mere
form, as it was in the Irish House of
Peers before the Union. This was a
geat misfortune to a man like Lord
olland. It was not by occasionally

Lord Holland.

addressing fifteen or twenty solemn and
unfriendly auditors that his grandfather
and his uncle attained their unrivalled
parliamentary skill. The former had
learned his art in ‘“the great Walpolean
battles,”” on nights when Onslow was in
the chair seventeen hours without in-
termission ; when the thick ranks on
both sides kept unbroken order till long
after the winter sun had risen upon
them ; when the blind were led out by
the hand into the lobby, and the para-
lytic laid down in their bed-clothes on
the benches. The powers of Charles Fox
were, from the first, exercised in con-
flicts not less exciting. The great talents
of the late Lord Holland had no such
advantage. This was the more unfor-
tunate, because the peculiar species of
eloquence which belonged to him, in
common with his family, required much
practice to develop it. With strong
sense, and the greatest readiness of wit,
a certain tendency to hesitation was
hereditary in the line of Fox. This
hesitation arose, not from the poverty
but from the wealth of their vocabulary.
They paused, not from the difficulty of
finding one expression, but from the diffi-
culty of choosing between several. It
was only by slow degrees, and constant
exercise, that the first Lord Holland
and his son overcame the defect. Indeed,
neither of them overcame it completely.
In statement, the late Lord Holland
was not successful; his chief excellence
lay in reply. He had the T,org Holland’s
quick eye of his House excellence ag
for the unsound parts of a debater.
an argument, and a great felicity in
exposing them. He was decidedly more
distinguished in debate than any Peer
of his times who had not sat in the
House of Commons. Nay, to find his equal
among persons similarly situated, we
must go back eighty years—to Earl Gran-
ville. For Mansfield, Thurlow, Lough-
borough, Grey, Grenville, Brougham,
Plunkett, and other eminent men, living
and dead, whom we will not stop to
enumerate, carried to the Upper House
an eloquence fermed and matured in the
Lower. The opinion of the most dis-
cerning judges was, that Lord Holland’s
oraforical performances, though some-
times most successful, afforded no fair
measure of his oratorical powers; and
that, in an assembly of which the debates
were frequent and animated, he would
have attained a very high order of ex-

cellence. It was, indeed, impossible to




Lord Holland.

converse with him without seeing that
he was born a debater. To him, as to
his uncle, the exercise of the mind in
discussion was a positive pleasure. With
the greatest good-nature and good breed-
ing, he was the very opposite to an as-
senter. The word ¢ disputatious’ 1is
enerally used as a word of reproach ;
Eut we can express our meaning only by
saying that Lord Holland was most

Courteous ﬂﬂﬂftﬂﬂﬂﬂly and Pleﬂﬁﬂntly

disputatious- disputatious. In truth, his

ness. quickness in discovering
and apprehending distinctions and ana-
logies was such as a veteran judge
might envy. The lawyers of the Duchy
of Lancaster were astonished to find in
an unprofessional man so strong a relish
for the esoteric parts of their science;
and complained that as soon as they had
split a hair, Lord Holland proceeded to
split the filaments into filaments still
finer. In a mind less happily constituted
there might have been a risk that this
turn for subtlety would have produced
serious evil. But in the heart and under-
standing of Lord Holland there was ample
security against all such danger. He
was not a man to be the dupe of his
own ingenumy. He put his logic to its
proper use; and in him the dialectician
was always subordinate to the statesman.

His political life is written in the
chronicles of his country. Perhaps, as

Views on We have already intimated,

foreign and his f}]_}iﬂi['lllﬁ on two or three

domestic great questions of Foreign
policy. Policy were open to just ob-
jection. Yet even his errors, if he erred,
were amiable and respectable. We are
not sure that we do not love and admire
him the mere because he was now aund
then seduced from what we regard as a
wise policy, by sympathy with the op-
ressed ; by generosity towards the fallen ;

y a philanthropy so enlarged, that it
took in all nations; by love of peace,
which in him was second only to the
love of freedom ; by the magnanimous
credulity of a mind which was as in-
capable of suspecting as of devising mis-
chief,

To his views on questions of Domestic
Policy, the voice of his countrymen does
ample justice. They revere the memory
of the man who was, during forty years,
the constant protector of all oppressed
races, of all persecuted sects—of the man,
whom neither the prejudices mor the
interests belonging fo his station could
seduce from the path of rigat—of the
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noble, who in every grewt crisis cast in
his lot with the commons—of the planter,
who made manful war on the slave-trade
—of the landowner, whose whole heart
was in the struggle against the corn-laws

We have hitherto touched almost ex-
clusively on those parts of Lord Hoiland’s
character which were open Amiability of
to the observation of mil- his private
lions. How shall we ex- character.
press the feelings with which his memory
18 cherished by those who were honoured
with his friendship? Or in what lan-
guage shall we speak of that House, once
celebrated for its rare attractions to the
furthest ends of the civilized world, and
now silent and desolate as the gravert
That House was, a hundred and twenty
years ago, apostrophized by a poet in ten-
der and graceful lines, which have now
acquired a new meaning not less sad than
that which they originally bore :

“ Thou hill, whose brow the antique structures
grace,

Rear’d by bold chiefs of Warwick’s noble race,
Why, once so loved, whene’er thy bower appears,
O’er my dim eyeballs glance the sudden tears ?
How sweet were once thy prospects fresh and fair,
Thy sloping walks, and unpolluted air !

How sweet the glooms beneath thine aged trees,
Thy noon-tide shadow, and thine evening breeze !
His image thy forsaken bowers restore;

Thy walks and airy prospects charm no more;
No more the summer in thy glooms allay’d,
Thine evening breezes, and thy noon-day shade.”

Yet a few years, and the shades and
structures may follow their illustrious
masters. The wonderful Holland
city which, ancient and House, Ken-
gigantic as it is, still con-  singion.
tinues to grow as fast as a young town of
logwood by a water-privilege in Michigan,
may soon displace those turrets and
gardens which are associated with so
much that is interesting and noble—with
the courtly magnificence of Rich—with
the loves of Orinond—with the counsels of
Cromwell—with the death of Addison.
The time is coming when, perhaps, a few
0ld men, the last survivors of our gene-
ration, will in vain seek, amidst new
Streets, and squares, and railway stations,
for‘the site of that dwelling which was
n their youth the favourite resort of wits

and beauties—of painters and poets—of
scholars, philosophers, and statesmen.
 They will then remember, with strange
tenderness, many objects once familiar to
them—the avenue and the terrace, the
busts and the paintings; the carving, the
grotesque gilding, and the enigmatical
| mottoes. With peculiar fondness thay
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will recall that venerable ehamber, in
which all the antique gravity of a college
library was so singularly blended with all
that female grace and wit could devise to
embellish a drawing-room. They will
recollect, not unmoved, those shelves
loaded with the varied learning of many
lands and many ages; those portraits in
which were preserved the features of the
best and wisest Englishmen of two gene-
rations. They will recollect how many
men who have guided the politics of
Europe—who have moved great assem-
blies by reason and eloquence—who have
EUt life into bronze and canvas, or who

ave left to posterity things so written as
it shall not willingly let them die—were
there mixed with all that was loveliest
and gayest in the society of the most
splendid of capitals. They will remem-
ber the singular character which belonged
to that circle, in which every talent and
accomplishment, every art and science,
had its place. They will remember how
the last debate was discussed in one
corner, and the last comedy of Scribe
in another; while Wilkie gazed with
modest admiration on Reynold’s Baretti ;
while Mackintosh turned over Thomas
Aquinas to verify a quotation; while
Talleyrand related his conversations with
Barras at the Luxemburg, or his ride
with Lannes over the field of Austerlitz.
Distinguished They will remember, above
guests at Hol- all, the grace—and the kind-

land House. ness, far more admirable
“han grace — with which the princely

Lord Holland.

hospitality of that ancient mansion w#4§
dispensed. They will remember the vener-
able and benignant countenance, and the
cordial voice of him who bade them
welcome. They will remember that
temper which years of pain, of sickness,
of lameness, of confinement, seemed only
to make sweeter and sweeter; and that
frank politeness which at once relieved
all the embarrassment of the youngest
and most timid writer or artist who
found himself for the first time among
Ambassadors and Earls. They will re-
member that constant flow of conver=
sation, so natural, so animated, so various,
so rich with observation and anecdote;
that wit which never gave a wound; that
exquisite mimicry which ennobled,
instead of degrading; that goodness of
heart which appeared in every look and
accent, and gave additional value to every
talent and acquirement. They will re-
member, too, that he whose name they
hold in reverence was not less distin-
guished by the inflexible uprightness of
his political conduct, than by his loving
disposition and his winning manners.
They will remember that, in the last lines
which he traced, he expressed his joy
that he had done nothing unworthy of
the friend of Fox and Grey; and they
will have reason to feel similar joy if, in
looking back on many troubled years,
they cannot accuse themselves of having
done anything unworthy of men who
were distinguished by the friendship of
Lord Holland.
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Tais book seems to have been manu-
factured in pursuance of a contract, by
which the representatives of Warren
Hastings, on the one part, bound them-
selves to furnish papers, and Mr. Gleig,
on the other part, bound himself to fur-
nish praise. It is but just to say that the
covenants on both sides have been most
faithfully kept; and the result is before
us in the form of three big bad volumes,
full of undigested correspondence and
undiscerning panegyric.
If it werg gurﬂ%y;hile to examine this
performance in detail, we could easily
Partiality of make a long artiele by
Hastings’s merely pointing out inac-
biographer. curate statements, inele-
ant expressions, and immoral doctrines.
ut it would be idle to waste criticism on
a bookmaker; and, whatever credit Mr.
Gleig may have justly earned by former
works, it is as a bookmaker, and nothing
more, that he now comes before us. More
eminent men than Mr. Gleig have written
nearly as ill as he, when they have stooped
to similiar drudgery. It would be unjust
to estimate Goldsmith by the Vicar of
Wakefield, or Scott by the Life of Napo-
leon. Mr. Gleig is neither a Goldsmith
nor a Scott; but it would be unjust to
deny that he is capable of something
better than these Memoirs. It would
also, we hope and believe, be unjust to
charge any Christian minister with the
- guilt of deliberately maintaining some
1§ positions which we find in this book.
1t 18 not too much to say that Mr. Gleig
- has written several passages which bear
- the same relation to the ¢‘Prince? of
~ Machiavelli that the ¢ Prince”’ of Mach-
. lavelli bears to the ‘‘ Whole Duty of
- Man,” and which would excite amaze-
LR in & den of robbers, or on board of
8 schooner of pirates, But we are will-

1.
]
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ing to attribute these offences to haste,
to thoughtlessness, and to that disease of
the understanding which may be called
the Furor Biographicus, and which is to
writers of lives what the gotire is to an
Alpine shepherd, or dirt-eating to a Negro
slave.

We are inclined to think that we shall
best meet the wishes of our readers if,
instead of dwelling on the faults of this
book, we attempt to give, in a way
necessarily hasty and imperfect, our own
view of the lite and character of Mr.
Hastings. Our feeling towards him is not
exactly that of the House of Commons
which impeached him in 1787 ; neither is
it that of the House of Commons which
uncovered and stood up to receive him in
1813. He had great qualities, and he
rendered great services to the State. But
to represent him as a man of stainless
virtue is to make him ridiculous; and
from regard for his memory, if from no
other feeling, his friends Xffect of
would have done well to Injudicious
lend no countenance to laudation.
such puerile adulation. 'We believe that,
if he were now living, he would have
sufficient judgment and sufficient great-
ness of mind to wish to be shown as he
was. He must have known that there
were dark spots on his fame. He might
also have felt with pride, that the splen-
dour of his fame would bear many spots.
He would have preferred, we are confi-
dent, even the severity of Mr. Mill to the
puffing of Mr. Gleig. He would have
wished posterity to have a likeness of
him, though an unfavourable likeness,
rather than a daub at once insipid and
unnatural, resembling neither him nor
anybody else. ‘‘Paint me as I am,”
said Oliver Cromwell, while sitting fte

young Lely. ‘If you leave out the scars
J
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and wrinkles I will not pay you a
shilling.”” Even in such a trifle the
great Protector showed both his good
sense and his magnanimity. He did not
wish all that was characteristic in his
countenance to be lost in the vain at-
tempt to give him the regular features
and smooth blooming cheeks of the curl-
pated minions of James the Fisst. He
was content that his face should go forth
marked with all the blemishes which had
been put on it by time, by war, by sleep-
less nights, by anxiety, perhaps by re-
morse ; but with valour, policy, authority,
and public care written in all its princely
lines. If men truly great knew their
own interest, it is thus that they would
wish their minds to be portrayed.

Warren Hastings sprang from an ancient
and illustrious race. It has been affirmed

Antiquity of that his pedigree can be
the Hastings traced back to the great
family.  Danish sea-king, whose
sails were long the terror of both coasts of
the British Channel ; and who, after many
fierce and doubtful struggles, yielded at
last to the valour and genius of Alfred.
But the undeubted splendour of the line
of Hastings needs no illustration from
fable. One branch of that line wore, in
the fourteenth century, the coronet of
Pembroke. From another branch sprang
the renowned Chamberlain, the faithful
adberent of the White Rose, whose fate
has furnished so striking a theme both to
poets and to historians, His family re-
ceived from the Tudors the earldom of
Huntingdon ; which, after long dispos-
session, was regained in our time by a
series of events scarcely paralleled in
romarce.

The lords of the manor of Daylesford, in
Worcestershire, claimed to be considered
as the heads of this distinguished family.
The main stock, indeed, prospered less
than some of the younger shoots. But
the Daylesford family, though not en-
nobled, was wealthy and highly con-
sidered, till, about two hundred years ago,
it was overwhelmed in the great ruin of
the civil war. The Hastings of that time
was a zealous cavalier. He raised money
on his lands, sent his plate to the mint at
Oxford, joined the royal army, and, after
spending half his property in the cause of
King Charles, was glad to ransom himself
by making over most of the remaining
Misfortunes of half to Speaker Lenthal,

the Hastings The oldseat at Daylesford
family. stillremained in the family;
but it could no longer be kept up, and in

\
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the following generation it was sold to a

merchant of London.

Before the transfer took place, the last
Hastings of Di.ﬁlesford had presented his
e rectory of the parish in

which the ancient residence of the family
stood. Theliving was of little value; and
the situation of the poor clergyman, after
the sale of the estate, was deplorable. He
was constantly engaged in lawsuits about
his tithes with the new lord of the ma.nHoi-;
eldest son, Howard, a well-conducted
obtained a place in the

second son to

and was at length wutterly ruined.

young man,
Customs. The second son, Pynaston, an

idle, worthless boy, married before he was
sixteen, lost his wife in two years, and
went to the West Indies, where he died,
leaving to the care of his unfortunate °
father a little orphan, destined to strange

and memorable vicissitudes of fortune.

Warren, the son of Pynaston, was born
on the 6th of December, 1732. His mother

died a few days later, and Boyhood of
he was left dependent on  Warren
his distressed grandfather. Hastings.
The child was early

same bench with the sons of the

different course from that of the young
rustics with whom he studied and played.

But no cloud could overcast the dawn of

s0 much genius and so much ambition.
The very ploughmen observed, and long
remembered, how kindly little Warren

took to his book. The daily sight of the

lands which his ancestors had possessed,

and which had passed into the hands of
strangers, filled his young brain with wild
: He loved to hear
greatness of his
ﬁrﬂgenitnrs — of their splendid house-

fancies and projects.
stories of the wealth and

eeping, their loyalty, and their valour.

On one bright summer day, the boy, then

just seven years old, lay on the bank of

the rivulet which flows through the old

domain of his house to join the Isis.

There, as threescore and ten years later
he told the tale, rose in his mind a scheme

3

which, through all the turns of his eventful

Daylesford. 'This purpose, formed in
infancy and poverty, grew stronger as

his intellect expanded aund as his fortune
He pursued his plan with thatcalm
but indomitable force of will which was
the most striking peculiarity of his cha=

rose.

sent to the village
school, where he learned his letters on the 4
peasantry.
Nor did anything in his garb or fare in-
dicate that his life was to take a widely

career, was never abandoned. He would ;-_‘-_."
recover the estate which had belonged to
his fathers. He would be Hastings of ¢

I
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" pacter. When, under a tropical sun, he
.~ yuled fifty millions of Asiatics, his hopes,
- amidst all the cares of war, finance, and
. Jegislation, still pointed to Daylesford.
And when his long public life, so singularly
chequered with good and evil, with glory
and obloquy, had at length closed for ever,
it was to Daylesford that he retired to die.
When he was eight years old, his uncle,
Howard, determined to take charge of
him, and to give him a liberal education.
The boy went up to London, and was sent
. to a school at Newington, where he was
. well taught but ill fed. He always at-
| tributed the smallness of his stature to the
hard and scanty fare of this seminary.
warren At ten he was removed to
Hastings at Westminster School, then
) Westminster flourishing under the care
School. of Dr. Nichols. Vinny
Bourne, as his pupils affectionately called
| him, was one of the masters. Churchill,
~  Colman, Lloyd, Cumberland, Cowper,
- were among the students. 'With Cowper,
- Hastings formed a friendship which
neither the lapse of time, nor a wide dis-
similarity of opinions and pursuits, could
wholly dissolve. It does not appear that
they ever met after they had grown to
manhood. But many years later, when
~ the voices of a crowd of great orators
were crying for vengeance on the oppressor
of India, the shy and secluded poet could
1image to himself Hastings the Governor-
General only as the Hastings with whom
- he had rowed on the Thames and played
in the cloister, and refused to believe that
80 good-tempered a fellow could have done
anything very wrong. His own life had
been spent in praying, musing, and
rhyming among the water-lilies of the
Ouse. He had preserved in no common
measure the innocence of childhood. His
8pirit had indeed been severely tried, but
not by temptations which impelled him to
any gross violation of the rules of social
morality. He had never been attacked
. by corabinations of powerful and deadly
~ enemies. He had never been compelled
- to make a choice between innocence and
b reatness, between crime and ruin.
2 ﬂ-l'm.l y as he held in theory the doctrine
~ of human depravity, his habits were such
- that he was unable to conceive how far
. from the path of right even kind and
g noble natures may be hurried by the rage
k- of conflict and the lust of dominion.
A _Ha.stmgg had another associate at West-
. R minster, of whom we shall
25 m“h Impey. have occasion to make fre-
- Quent mention—Elijah Impey. ‘We know
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little about their school-days. But we
think we may safely venture to guess that,
whenever Hastings wished to play any
trick more than usually naughty, he hired
Impey with a tart or a ball to act as fag
in the worst part of the prank.

Warren was distinguished among his
comrades as an excellent swimmer, boat-
man, and scholar. Atfour- mastings a
teen he was first in the distinguished
examination for the foun-  scholar.
dation. His name in gilded letters on
the walls of the dormitory still attests
his victory over many older eompetitors.
He stayed two years longer at the school,
and was looking forward to a student-
ship at Christ Church, when an event
happened which changed the whole
course of his life. Howard Hastings died,
bequeathing his nephew to the care of a
friend and distant relation, named Chis-
wick. This gentleman, though he did not
absolutely refuse the charge, was desirous
to rid himself of it as soon as possible.
Dr. Nichols made strong remonstrances
against the cruelty of interrupting the
studies of a youth who seemed likely to be
one of the first scholars of the age. He
even offered to bear the expense of sending
his favourite pupil to Oxford. But Mr.
Chiswick was inflexible. He thought the
years which had already been wasted on
hexameters and pentameters quite suffi-
cient. He had it in his power to obtain
for the lad a writership in the service of
the Kast India Company. Whether the
young adventurer, when once shipped off,
made a fortune, or died of a liver com-
plaint, he equally ceased to be a burden to
anybody. Warren was accordingly re-
moved from Westminster School, and
placed for a few months at a commercial
academy, to study arithmetic and book-
keeping. In January, 1750, a few days
after he had completed his seventeenth
year, he sailed for Bengal, and arrived at
his destination in the October following.

He was immediately placed at a desk in
the Secretary’s office at Calcutta, and
laboured there during two Hastings
years. Fort Willlam was a writer at
then a purely commercial Caleuita.
settlement. In the south of India the
encroaching policy of Dupleix had trans-
formed the servants of the English Com-
pany, against their will, into diplomatists
and generals. The war of the succession
was raging in the Carnatic, and the tide
had been suddenly turned against thz
French by the genius of young Robxt
Clive. But in DBengal, the Iuropean




