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may be,
at intervals that the clamour on the sub-
ject is loud and vehement. But it seems
to us that, during the remissions, the
feeling gathers strength, and that every
successive burst is more violent than
that which preceded it. The public at-
tention may be for a time diverted to the
Catholic claims or the Mercantile code:
but it is probable that at no very distant
period, perhaps in the lifetime of the pre-
gent generation, all other questions will
merge in that which is, in a certain
degree, connected with them all.
Already we seem to ourselves to per-
ceive the signs of unquiet times, the vague
presentiment of something great and

strange which pervades

Eﬁﬁ: &:é;:n- the community, the rest-
" less and turbid hopes of

those who bave everything to gain, the
dimly binted forebodings ot those who
have everything to lose. Many indica-

licns might be mentioned, in themselves
indeed as insignificant as straws ; but
even the direction of a straw, to borrow
the illustration of Bacon, will show from
what quarter the storm is gitting in.

A great statesman mi ght, by judicious
and timely reformations, by reconciling
the two great branches of the natural
aristocracy, the capitalists and the land-
Oowners, and by so widening the base of
the government as to interest in its de-
fence the whole of the middling class,
that brave, honest, and sound-hearted
class, which is as anxious for the main-
tenance of order and the security of
property, as it is hostile to corruption

A struggle pog- 204 oppressior, succeed in

sib erted, 2Verting a struggle to
o which no rational friend

of liberty or of law can look forward
without great apprehensions. There are
those who will be contented with nothing
but demolition ; and there are those who
shrink from all repair. There are in-
novators who long for a President and a
National Convention ; and there are
bigots who, while cities, larger and richer
than the capitals of many great kingdoms,
are calling out for representatives to
watch over their interests, select some
hackneyed jobber in boroughs, some peer
of the narrowest and smallest mind, as
the fittest depositary of a forfeited fran-
chise. Between these extremes there lies
& more excellent way. Time is bringing
round another

crisis analogous to that

!

!

:

| tions in the subordinate parts.

Hallam,.

it is difficult to say. It is only | which occurred in the seventeenth cen-

tury. We stand in a situation similar to
that in which our ancestors stood under
the reign of James the First. It will
soon again be necessary to reform that
we may preserve, to save the fundamental
principles of the Constitution by altera-
It will
then be possible, as it was possible two
hundred years ago, to protect vested
rights, to secure every useful institution,
every institution endeared by antiquity

| and noble associations, and, at the same

time, to introduce into the system im-
provements harmonizing with the original
plan. It remains to be seen whether
two hundred years have made us
wiser,

We know of no great revolution which
might not have been prevented by com-
promise early and gra-

: ; Revolution
9101151 7 léﬂafi:t- F“m%?S prevented by
18 a great virtue i1n public compromise.

affairs ; but it hasits pro-
per sphere. Conspiracies and insurrec-
tions in which small minorities are en-
gaged, the outbreakings of popular
violence unconnected with any extensive
project or any durable principle, are best
repressed by vigour and decision. To
shrink from them is to make them formid-
able. But no wise ruler will confound
the pervading taint with the slight
local 1rritation. No wise ruler will treat
the deeply seated discontents of a great
party, as he treats the fury of a mob
which destroys mills and power looms,
The neglect of this distinction has been
fatal even to governments strong in the
power of the sword. The present time
18 indeed a time of peace and order. But
it is at such a time that fools are most
thoughtless and wise men most thought-
ful. That the discontents which have
agitated the country during the late and
the present reign, and which, though not
always noisy, are never wholly dormant,
will again break forth with aggravated
symptoms, is almost as certain as that
the tides and seasons will follow their
appointed course, But in all movements
of the human mind which tend to great
revolutions there is a crisis at which
moderate concession may amend, con-
ciliate, and preserve. Happy will it be
for England if, at that crisis, her interests
be confided to men for whom history has
not recorded the long series of human
crimes and follies in vain,
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Sir Thomas More ; or, Colloguies
Soctety.
2 vols. 8vo.

IT would be scarcely possible for a man
of Mr. Southey’s talents and acquirements
to write two volumes, so large as those
before us, which should be wholly desti-
tute of information and amusement. Yet
we do not remember to have read with so
little satisfaction any equal quantity of
matter, written by any man of real abili-
ties. We have, for some time past,
observed with great regret the strange
infatuation which leads the Poet Laureate
to abandon those departments of litera-
ture in which he might excel, and to
lecture the public on sciences of which he
has still the very alphabet to learn. He
has now, we think, done his worst.
The subject which he has at last under-

London : 1829,

taken to treat is one which demands all | g

the highest intellectual and moral quali-
ties of a philosophical statesmap, an
understanding at once comprehensive and
acute, a heart at once upright and charit-
able. Mr. Southey brings to the task
Two faculties C"° faculties which were
of the Liaureate. DEVET, We believe, vouch-
safed in measures so copi-
ous to any human being, the faculty of
believing without a reason, and the
faculty of hating without a provocation. |

It is, indeed, most extraordinary,
a mind like Mr. Southey’s, a mind richly
endowed in many respects by nature, and
highly cultivated by study, a mind which
has exercised considerable influence on

th&m_Wni thée
ost enlightened people that ever existec
Eould’ ‘be utteﬂjrpﬂeatit ute of the powE;
of discerninthruth gom
falsehood. et such is
mg: the fact. Government 1s
to Mr. Southey one of the

|

Discerning

fine arts. He judges of a theory, or a
public measure, of a religion, a political

on the Progress and Prospects of

By RosBerT SourHEY, Esq.,, LL.D., Poet Laureate.

party, a peace or a war, as men judge of
a picture or a statue, by the effect pro-
duced on his imagination. A chain of
associationa 1s to him what a chain of
reasoning is to other men; and what he
calls his opinions are in fact merely his

tastes.

Part of this description might perhaps
%ppli[ to % mECh greater man, Mr, Burke,

ut Mr, Burke assuredly
possessed an understand- T S—
ing admirably fitted for the investigation
of truth, an understanding stronger than
that of any statesman, active or specula-
tive, of the eighteenth century, stronger
than everything, except his own fierce
and ungovernabia sensibility. Hence he
enerally chose his side like a fanatic, and
defended it like a philosopher. His con-
duct on the most important events of his
life, at the time of the im ent of
Hastings for example, and at the time of
the French Revolution, seems to have
been prompted by those feelings and
motives which Mr, Coleridge has so
happily described,

‘ Stormy pity, and the cherish'd lure
Of pomp, and proud precipitance of soul.”

Hindostan, with its wvast cities, its
gorgeous pagodas, its infinite swarms of
dusky population, its long descended
dynasties, its Bt.a.l:eiy etiquette, excited in
a mind so capacious, so imaginative, and
so susceptible, the most intense interest.
The peculiarities of the costume, of the
manners, and of the laws, the very mystery
which hung over the language and ori
of the people, seized his imagination. 10
plead in Westminster Hall, in the name
of the English people, at the bar of the
English nobles, for great nations and
kings aaparatec,l from him by Ihillf the
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world, seemed to him the height of human
glory. Again, it i1s not difficult to per-
ceive that his hostility to the French
Revolution principally arose from the
vexation which he felt at having all his
old political associations disturbed, at
seeing the well-known boundry-marks of
states obliterated, and the names and
distinctions with which the history of
Europe had been filled for ages at once
ewept away. He felt like an antiquary
whose shield had been scoured, or a con-
noisseur who found his Titian retouched.
But, however he came by an opinion, he
had no soorer got it than he did his best
to make out a legitimate title to it. His
reason, like a spirit in the service of an
enchanter, though spell-bound, was still
mighty, It did whatever work his
passions and his imaginations might |
impose. But it did that work, however
arduous, with marvellous dexterity and |
vigour, His course was not determined
by argument; but he counld defend the
wildest course by arguments more plan-
sible than those by which common mei
support opinions whic

:’;;E’; they havepadapted after
the fullest deliberation.
Reason has scarcely ever displayed, even
in those well-constituted minds of which
she occupies the throne, so much power
and energy as in the lowest offices of that
imperial servitude,

Now in the mind of Mr. Southey reason
has no place at all, as either leader or
follower, as either sovereign orslave. He
does not seem to kncﬁv what an argument

1. He never uses argu-

m& ments himself. He never
troubles himself to answer

the arguments of his opponents. It has
never occurred to him, that a man ought
to be able to give some better account of
the way in which he has arrived at his
opinions than merely that it is his will
and pleasure to hold them. It has never
occurred to him that there is a difference
between assertion and demonstration, that
8 rumour does not always prove a fact,
that a fact does not alway prove a theory,
that two contradictory propositions can-
not be undeniable truths, that to beg the
question 18 not the way to settle it, or
that when an objection is raised, it ought
to be met with something more convincing

than “scoundrel” and “ blockhead.”

It would be absurd to read the works
of such a writer for political instruction.
The utmost that can be expected from
any system promulgated by bhim is that

Southey.

it may be splendid and affecting, that it
may suggest sublime and pleasing images,
His scheme of philosophy is a mere day-
dream, a poetical creation,

like the Domdaniel cavern, A %re;:n‘:“'
the Swerga, or Padalon ; ;
and indeed it bears no inconsiderable
resemblance to those gorgeous visions.
Like them, it has something of invention,
grandeur, and brilliancy. But, like them,
it is grotesque and extravagant, and per-

petually violates even that conventional -

probability which is essential to the effect
of works of art,

The warmest admirers of Mr. Southe
will scarcely, we think, deny that his
success hasalmost always borne an inverse
proportion to the degree in which his
undertakings have required a logical
head. His poems, taken
in the mass, stand far
higher than his prose
works. The Laureate Odes indeed, among
which the Vision of Judgment must be
classed, are, for the most part, worse than
Pye’s and as bad as Cibber’s; nor do we
think him generally happy in short pieces.
But his longer poems, though full of
faults, are nevertheless very extraordin-
ary productions.
whether they

hence ; but that, if they are read, they

Southey’s
poems.

will be admired, we have no doubt what- |

ever.
But, though in general we prefer Mr.
Southey’s poetry to his prose, we must
make onedextlzleption. The life of Nelson
1s, beyond all doubt, the
most perfect and the most T%';laug; -
delightful of his works. :
The fact is, as his poems most abundantly
prove, that he is by no means so skilful
1n designing as in filling up. It was there-
fore an advantage to him to be furnished
with an outline of characters and events,
and to have no other task to perform
than that of touching the cold sketch
into life. No writer, perhaps, ever lived,
whose talents so precisely qualified him
to write the history of the great naval
warrior. There were no fine riddles of
the human heart to read, no theories to
found, no hidden causes to develop, no
remote consequences to predict. The
character of the hero lay on the surface.
Theexploits were brilliantand picturesque.
The necessity of adhering to the real
course of events saved Mr. Southey from
those faults which deform the original
plan of almost ev one of his poems,
and which even his innumerable beauties

We doubt greatly
will be read fifty years

|
|
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of detail scarcely redeem. The subject
did not require the exercise of those
reasoning powers the want of which is
the blemish of his prose. It would not
be easy to find, in all literary history, an
instance of a more exact hit between
wind and water. John Wesley and the

Peningular War were sub-
John Wesley joote of 3 very different

m:mt:: i‘:im' kind, subjects which re-

_ quired all the qualities of
a philosophic historian. In Mr, Southey’s
works on these subjects he has, on the
whole, failed. Yet there are charming
specimens of the art of narration in both

of them. The Life of Wesley will prob- |

ably live. Defective as it is, it contains
the only popular account of a most
remarkable moral revolution, and of a
man whose eloquence and logical acute-
ness might have made him eminent in
literature, whose genius for government
was not inferior to that of Richelien, and
who, whatever his errors may have been,
devoted all his powers, in defiance of
obloquy and derision, to what he sincerely
considered as the highest good of his
species, The History of the Peninsular
War is already dead : indeed, the second
volume was deadborn. The glory of
producing an imperishable record of that

reat conflict seems to be reserved for

olonel Napier.

The Book of the Church contains some

stories very prettily told.
The Book of my . est is mere rubbish,

e Ukgzoh, The adventure was mani-

festly one which could be achieved onlg
by a profound thinker, and one in whic

even a profound thinker might have failed,
unless his passions had been kept under
strict control. In all those works in

which Mr, Southey has completely aban-
doned narration, and has undertaken to

argue moral and political questions, his | g

failure has been completeand ignominious.
On such occasions his writings are rescued
from utter contempt and derision solely
by the beauty and purity of the English,
e find, we confess, so great a charm in
Mr. Southey’s style that, even when he
writes nonsense, we generally read it with |
leasure, except indeed when he tries to
e droll. A more insufferable jester
never existed. He very often atiempts
to be humorous, and yet we do not
remember a Eingfe oceasion on which he
has succeeded farther than to be quaintly |
and flippantly dull. In one of his works

|

he teils us that Bishop Spratt was very
properly so called, inasmuch as he was a |

very small poet. And in the book now
before us he cannot quote Francis Bugg,
the renegade Quaker, without a remark
on his unsavoury nams. A wise man
might talk folly like this by his own
fireside; but that any human being,
after having made such a joke, should
write it down,and copy it out,and transmit
it to the printer, and correct the proof-
sheets, and send it forth into the world,
1s enough to make us ashamed of our
species.

The extraordinary bitterness of spirit
which Mr. Southey manifests towards his
opponents is, no doubt, in a great measure
to be attributed to the manner in which
he forms his opinions. Differences of
taste, it has often been remarked, produce
greater exasperation than differences on
points of science. But this is not all. A
gecuﬁiar auat;rity markaf almost all Mr,

outhey’s judgments o

men and actions, We are %ﬁg:f
far from blaming him for

fixing on a high standard of morals, and
for applying that standard to every case.
Buat rigour ought to be accompanied by
discernment ; and of discernment Mr,
Southey seems to be utterly destitute.
His mode of judging is monkish. It is
exactly what we should expect from a
stern old Benedictine, who had been pre-
served from many ordinary frailties by
the restraints of {15 situation. No man
out of a cloister ever wrote about love,
for example, so coldly and at the same
time so grossly. His descriptions of it
are just what we should hear from a
recluse who knew the passion only from
the details of the confessional. ost
all his heroes make love either like
Seraphim or like cattle. He seems to
have no notion of anything between the
Platonic passion of the Glendoveer who
azes with rapture on his mistress’s
leprosy,and the brutal appetite of Arvalan
and Roderick. In Roderick, indeed, the
two characters are united. He is first all
clay, and then all spirit. He goes forth
a Tarquin, and comes back too ethereal
to be married.

The only love scene, as far as we can
recollect, in Madoc, consists of the delicate
attentions which asavage,
who has drunk too much mhn

of the Prince’s metheglin,
offers to Goervyl. It would be the

labour of a week to find, in all the vast
mass of Mr. Southey’s poetry, a single
passage indicating any sympathy with
those feelings which have consecrated the
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shades of Vaucluse and the rocks of | his schemes of government have been in-

Meillerie. :
Indeed, if we expect some very pleasing

images of paternal tenderness and filial
“m':::f anything soft or humane

in Mr. Southey’s
What theologians call the spiritual sins

poetry. |

are his cardinal virtues; hatred, pride, I

and the insatiable thirst of vengeance.
These passions he disguises under the
name of duties: he purifies them from
the alloy of vulgar interests ; he ennobles
them by uniting them with energy, forti-
tude, and a severe sanctity of manners;
and he then holds them up to the admira-
tion of mankind. This is the spirit of
Thalaba, of Ladurlad, of Adosinda, of
Roderick after his regeneration. It is the

irit which, in all his writings, Mr.

uthey appears toaffect. “1I do well to
be angry,” seems to be the predominant

feeling of his mind. Almost the only
mark of charity which he vouchsafes to
his opponents is to pray for their conver-
gion ; and this he does in terms not unlike
those in which we can imagine a Portu-
guese priest interceding with Heaven for
a Jew, delivered over to the secular arm
after a relapse.

We have always heard, and fully
believe, that Mr. Bouthey is a very ami-
able and humane man ; nor do we intend
to apply to him personally any of the re-
marks which we have made on the spirit
of his writings. Buch are the caprices of

human nature. Even Uncle Toby troubled

himself very little about the French

grenadiers who fell on the glacis of

Namur. And when Mr.

Rowley's real Southey takes up his pen
nature. :

he changes his nature as

much as Captain Shandy, when he girt1

on his sword. The only opponents to
whom he gives quarter are those in whom
he finds something of his own character
reflected. He seemsto have an instinctive
apathy for calm, moderate men, for men
who shun extremes, and who render
reasons. He has treated Mr. Owen of
Lanark, for example, with infinitely more
respect than he has shown to Mr. Hallam
or to Dr. Lingard ; and this for no reason
that we can discover, except that Mr.
Owen is more unreasonably and hopelessiy
in the wrong than any speculator of our
time,

Mr. 8o s political system is just
what we mig from a man who
regards politics, not as a matter of science,
but as a matter of taste and feeling. All

consistent with themselves, In his youth
he was a republican ; yet, as he tells us
in his preface to these Colloquies, even

duty, there is scarcely |then opposed to the Catholic Claims.

He is now a violent Ultra-
Tory. Yet while he main- AN Ul T
tains, with vehemence approaching to
ferocity, all the sterner and harsher parts
of the Ultra-Tory theory of government,
the baser and dirtier part of the theory
disgusts him. Exclusion, persecution,
severe punishment for libellers and dema-
gogues, proscriptions, massacres, civil
war, if necessary, rather than any conces-
sion to a discontented people; these are
the measures which he seems inclined to
recommend. A severe and gloomy
tyranny, crushing opposition, eilencing
remonstrance, drilling the minds of the
people into unreasoning obedience, has in
it something of grandeur which delights
his imagination. But there is nothing
fine in the shabby tricks and jobs of
office ; and Mr. Southey, accordiagly, has
no toleration for them. When a democrat
he did not perceive that his system led
logically, and would have led practically,
to the removal of religious distinctions.
He now commits a similar error. He
renounces the abject and paltry part -of
the creed of his party without perceiving
that 1t is also an essential part of that
creed. He would have tyranny and purity
together ; though the most superficial
observation might have shown him
that there could be no tyranny without
corruption.

It is high time, however,.that we
should proceed to the consideration of
the work which is our more immediate
subject, and which, indeed, illustrates in
almost every page our general remarks
on Mr. Southey’s writings. In the pre-
faaceh we aae informed that the author, not-
withstanding some state-
ments to the contrary, was Oppg:&l ﬁ’ the
always opgosed to the man;:
Catholic Claims, We
fully believe this ; both because we are
sure that Mr. Southey is incapable of
publishing a deliberate falsehood, and be-
cause his averment is in itself probable.
It is exactly what we should have ex-
pected : that, even in his wildest par-
oxysms of democratic enthusiasm, Mr,
Southey would have felt no wish to see a
ai::nﬁple remedy applied toa great pras
evil ; that the only measure which all the
great statesmen of two generations have
agreed with each other in supporting,

.\.h.
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would be the only measure which Mr. | that hospitable that i
Southey would have agreed with himself Americalf but ap??lp{i;ris. 1}1: laol:l?h:;
in opposing. _Hp has passed from one | with more frankness than civility telh’
extreme of political opinion to another, | him that he is a very queer one. Tha
as Satan in Milton went round the globe, | stranger holds out his hand. It has
contriving constantly to “ ride with dark- | neither weight nor substance. Mr
ness.” _Wherev*er the thickest shadow Southey upon this becomes more serious:
of the night may at any moment chance | his hair stands on end ; and he adjura;
to fall, there is Mr. Southey. It is not |the spectre to tell him
everybody who could have so dexterously | what he is, and why he 4 8pectral
avoided blundering on the daylight in the | comes. The ghost turns VARSI,
course of a journey to the antipodes. | out to be Sir Thomas More. The traces
~ Mr. Southey has not been fortunate | of martyrdom, it seems, are worn in the
in the plan of any of his fictitious narra- | other world, as stars and ribands are
tives. But he has never failed so con | worn in this, Sir Thomas shows the
spicuously as in the work before wus; | poet a red streak round his neck, brighter
The Vision of except, m@e_ed, in the |than a ruby, and_ informs him that
Judgment. wretched Y‘lsmn of Judg- C.ranmer wears a sult of flames in Para-
ment. In November | dise, the right-hand glove, we suppose
1817 it seems the Laureate was sitting | of peculiar brilliancy. ,
over his newspaper, and meditating about | Sir Thomas pays but a short visit on
the death of the Princess Charlotte. An | this occasion, but promisesto cultivate the
elderly person of very dignified aspect | new acquaintance which he has formed,
makes his appearance, announces himself | and, after begging that his visit may be
as a stranger from a distant country, and | kept secret from Mrs. Southey, vanishes
apologises very politely for not having |into air.
provided himself with letters of introduc-| The rest of the book consists of con-
tion. Mr. Southey supposes his visitor | versations between Mr. Southey and the
to be some American gentleman who has | spirit about trade, currency, Catholic
come to see the lakes and the lake-poets, | emancipation, periodical literature, female
and accordingly proceeds to perform, with | nunneries, butchers, snuff, bookstalls,
that grace, which only long practice can {and a hundred other subjects. Mr.
give, all the duties which authors owe to | Southey very hospitably takes an oppor-
starers. He assures his guest that some | tunity to escort the ghost ro the
of the most agreeable visits which he has | lakes, and directs his attention to the
received have been from Americans, and | most beautiful points of view. Why a
that he knows men among them whose | spirit was to be evoked for the purpose
talents and virtues would do honour to | of talking over such matters and seeing
any country. In passing we may |such sights, why the vicar of the parish,
observe, to the honour of Mr. Southey, |a blue-stocking from London, or an
that, though he evidently has no liking { American, such as Mf._ Southey at first
-' for the American institutions, he never | supposed the aerial visitor to be, might
‘ speaks of the people of the United States | not have done as well, we are unable to

with that pitiful affectation of contempt | conceive. Sir Thomas -

¥ by which some members of his party have | tells Mr. Southey nothing Sy Im'm 2

b4 done more than wars or tariffs can do to | about future events, and, Southey.
excite mutual enmity between two com- |indeed, absolutely dis-
munities formed for mutual friendship. | claims the gift of prescience. He has
Great as the faults of his mind are, paltry | learned to talk modern English. He has
spite like this has no placein it. Indeed, | read all the new publications, and loves
it is scarcely conceivable that a man of | a jest as well as when he jested with the
his sensibility and his imagination should | executioner, though we cannot say that

look without pleasure and national pride | the quality of his wit has materially
on the vigorous and splendid youth of a | improved In Paradise. His powers of
great le, whose veins are filled with | reasoning, too, are by no means in as
our b}:ao whose minds are nourished | great vigour as when he sate on the

| with our literature, and on whom is en- | woolsack ; and thou _ R
r. tailed the rich inheritance of our civiliza- | is “ divested of all those passions which
f tion, our freedom, and our glory. cloud the intellects and warp the undes-
: But we must return to &: Southey’s | standings of men,” we think him, we
study at Keswick. Theviaiborinfomlmnﬂtconfmfarlﬂltddlhl
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formerly. As to revelations, he tells
Mr. Southey at the outset to expect none
from him. The Laureate expresses some
doubts, which assuredly will not raise
bim in the opinion of our modern millena-
rians, as to the divine authority of the
Apocalypse. But the ghost preserves an
impenetrable silence. As far as we

remember, only o hint about the
emp. ent of disfimbodied spirits es-
capes him. He encourages Mr. Southey

to hope that there is a Paradise Press, at
which all the valuable publications of
Mr. Mnm{ and Mr. Colburn are reprinted
as regularly as at Philadelphia : and
delicately insinuates that Thalaba and
the Curse of Kehama are among the

pumber. What a contrast does this |

absurd fiction present to those charming
narratives which Plato and Cicero pre-
fixed to their dialogues! What cost in
machinery, yet what poverty of effect !
A ghost brought in to say what any man
might have said! The glorified spirit of
a great statesman and philosopher daw-
dling, like a bilious old nabob at a water-
ing-piam. over quarterly reviews and
novels, dropping in to pay long calls,
making excursions in search of the
picturesque! The scene of St. George
and St. is in_the Pucelle is hardly
mere ridiculous. We know what Voltaire
meant. Nobody, however, can suppose
that Mr. Southey means to make game of
the mysteries of a higher state of exist-
ence. ¢ fact is that, in the work before
us, in the Vision of Judgment, and in
some of his other pieces, his mode of
treating the most solemn subjects differs
from that of open scoffers only as the
exiravagant representations of sacred

ersons and things in some grotesque

talian paintings differ from the carica-
tures which Carlisle exposes in front of
his shop. We interpret the particular
act by the general character, What in
the window of a convicted blasphemer
we call blasphemous, we call only absurd
and ill-judged in an altar-piece.

We now come to the conversations
which pass between Mr. Southey and
& Thomas More, ;:q rather benmeen two

theys, equally uent, equally angry,
equally unreasonable, and equally gifgﬁ
to about what they do not under-
m:fhﬁm.p we could not select a
better instance of the spirit which per-
vades the whole book than the discussion
touching butchers. Those persons are

represented as castaways, as men whose

hardens the heart ; not that the poet has
any scruples against the use of animal
food. fHah acknowa]iedgl,;ea that it is for the
good of the animals them-

selves that men should feed cﬁ;ﬂ?‘
upon them. * Neverthe- :

| less,” says he, “I cannot but acknowledge

like good old John Fox, that the sight o
a slaughter-house or shambles, if it does
not disturb this clear conviction, excites
| In me uneasiness and pain, as well as
loathing. And that they produce a
worse effect upon the persons employed
in them is a fact acknowledged by tiat
law and custom which excludes such
persons from sitting on juries upon cases
of life and death.”

This is a fair specimen of Mr. Southey’s
mode of looking at all moral questions,
Here is a body of men engaged in an
employment wﬁich by his own account,
18 beneficial not oniy to mankind, but to
the very creatures on whom we feed.
Yet he represents them as men who are
necessarily reprobates—as men who must
necessarily be reprobates even in the
most improved state of society—even, to
use his own phrase, in a Christian Utopia.
And what reasons are given for a judg-
ment so directly opposed to every prin-
ciple of sound and manly morality ?
Merely this, that he cannot abide the
sight of their apparatus—that from
certain peculiar associations he is affected
with disgust when he passes by their
shops. He gives, indeed, another reason ;
a certain law or custom which never
existed but in the imaginations of old
women, and which, if it had existed,
would bhave proved just as much against
butchers as the ancient prejudice against
the practice of taking interest for mon

roves against the merchants of Engh:l
fa a surgeon a castaway? We believe
nurses, whg:ll i'.'.hey instruct children in
that venerable law or cus-
tom, which Mr., Southey W
so highly approves, gener-
ally join the surgeon to the butcher. A
dissecting-room would, we should think,
affect the nerves of most people as much
as a butcher’s shambles. But the most
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Southey

provement, and will most promote his
eternal interesta,. Human blood, indeed,
is by no means an object of so much
loathing to Mr. Southey as the hides and

unches of cattle. In 1814 he poured
orth poetical maledictions on all who
talked of peace with Bonaparte. He

went over the Field of Waterloo—a field,
beneath which twenty thousand of the
stoutest hearts that ever beat are
mouldering—and came back in an ecstasy,
which he mistook for poetical inspiration,
In most of his poems—particularly in his
best poem, Roderic=-and in most of his
prose works, particularly in the History
of the Peninsula War, he shows a delight
in snuffing up carnage which would not
have misbecome a Scandinavian bard, but
which sometimes seems to harmonize ill
with the Christian morality.
however, blame Mr, Southey for exulting,
even a little ferociously in the brave
deeds of his countrymen, or for finding
something “ comely and reviving ” in the
bloody vengeance inflicted by an op-
pressed people on its oppressors. Now
mrely if we find that a man, whose busi-
ness 1s to kill Frenchmen, may be humane,
we may hope that means may be found
to render a man humane whose business
is to kill sheep. If the brutalizing effect
of such scenes as the storming of St.
Sebastian may be counteracted, we may
hope that in a Christian Utopia some
minds may be proof against the kennels
and dressers of Aldgate, Mr. Southey's
feeling, however, is easily explained. A
butcher’s knife is by no means so elegant
as a sabre, and a calf does not bleed with
half the grace of a poor, wounded hussar.
It is in the same manner that Mr. Southey

appears to have informed his opinion of
themanufacturing system.

tutl.'hﬂenmms :E:‘" There is nothing which he
SyRLEM hates so bitterly. It is,

according to him, a system more tyran-
nical than that of the Feudal Ages, a
system of actual servitude, a system
which destroys the bodies and degrades
the minds of those who are engaged in 1t.
He expresses a hope that the competition
of other nations may drive us out of the
field ; that our foreign trade may decline ;
and t’hlt we may thus enjoy a restoration

of national sanity and strength. But he
seems to think that the extermination of

the whole manufacturing population
would be a blessing, if the evil could be

ther way.
removed in no o y f Y

Mr. SBouthey does not brin
single fact in support of these views;

We do not, |

| twenty shillings to every

143
and, as it seems to us, there are facts
which lead to a very different conclusion.

In the first place, the poor-rate is v
decidedly lower in the mnufmturg;
than in the agricultural districts. If Mr.

| Southey will look over the Parliamen

returns on this subject, he will find that
the amount of parochial relief required
by the labourers in the different counties
of England is almost exactly in inverse
proportion to the degree in which the
manufacturing system has been intro-
duced into those counties. The returns
for the years ending in March 1825, and
in March 1828, are now before ns, In
the former year we find the poor-rate
highest in Sussex, about 5 . . .

hen come Buckingham-
shire, Hssex, Suffolk, Bedfordshire,
Huntingdonshire, Kent, and Norfolk,
In all these the rate is above fifteen
shillings a hend. We will not go through
the whole. Even in Westmoreland and
the North Riding of Yorkshire the rate
is at more than eight shillings. In
Cumberland and Monmouthshire, the

inhabitant.

| most fortunate of all the a 'cuitnml

districts, it is at six shillings. But in the
West Riding of Yorkshire it is as low as
five shillings; and when we come to
Lancashire we find it at four shillin
one-fifth of what it is in Sussex.
returns of the year ending in March 1828
are a little, and but a little, more un-
favourable to the manufacturing districts.
Lancashire, even in that season of dis-
tress, required a smaller poor-rate than
any other district, and little more than
one-fourth of the poor-rate raised in

Sussex. Cumberland alone, of the agri-
cultural districts, was as well off as the

West Riding of Yorkshire. These facts
seem to indicate that the manufacturer
is both in a more comfortable and in &

less dependent situation than the agricul-
tural labourer.

As to the effect of the manu
system on the bodily health, we must
beg leave to estimate it by a standard
far too low and vulgar for a mind so im-
aginative as that of Mr. Southey, the'

roportion of births and deaths. We

now that, during the growth of this
atrocious system, this new misery, to use
the phrases of Mr. Southey, this new
enorwmity, this birth of a portentous age,
this pest which no man can approve
whose heart is not seared or whose ander-
standing has not been darkened, there
has been a great diminution of mortality,
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and that this diminntion has been greater | profusest in these parts, indicate in the owners

in the manufacturing towns than any-
where else. The mortality still is, as it
always was, grealer in towns than in the
country, But the difference has dimi-
nished in an extraordinary degree. There
18 the beat reason to believe that the

annual mortality of Manchester, about the |

middle of the last century, was one in
twenty-eight. 1t 1s now reckoned at one
in forty-five. In Glasgow and Leeds a
similar improvement has taken place.
s Nay, the rate of mortality
mortality In those three great capi-
" tals of the manufacturing
districts is now considerably less than it
was, fifty years ago, over England and
Wales taken together, open country and
all. We might with some plausibility
maintain that the people live longer
because they are better fed, better lodzed,
better clothed, and better attended in
sickness, and that these improvements
are owing to that increase of national
wealth which the manufacturing system
has produced.
Much more might be said on this sub-
g:i::.. But to what end? It is not from
ills of mortality and statistical tables
that Mr. Southey has learned his political
creed. He cannot stoop to study the
history of the system which he abuses, to
strike the balance between the good and
evil which it has produced, to compare
district with district, or generation with
eration. We will give his own reason
or his opinion, the only reason which he
gives for it, in his own words :—

““ We remained awhile in silence looking upon
the assemblage of dwellings below. Here, and
in the adjoining hamlet of Millbeck, the effects
of manufactures and of agriculture may be seen
and compared. The old cottages are such as
w and the painter equally delight in

ding. Substantially built of the native
stone without mortar, dirted with no white
lime, and their loug low roofs covered with
slate, if they had been raised by the magic of
some indigencus Awmphion's ousic, the mate-
rials could not have adjusted themselves more
beautifully in accord with the surrounding
scene ; and time has still further harmonized
them with weather-stains, lichens, and moss,
short grasses, and short fern, and stone-plants
of various kinds. The ornamented chimneys,
round or square, less adorned than those which,

lﬁommmmm“dt}m'

some portion of ease and leisure, some regard to
neatness and comfort, some sense of natural,
and innocent, and healthful enjoyment. The

new cottages of the manufacturers are upon the
manufacturing pattern—naked, and in a row.

“*“How is it,’ said I, * that everything which
is connected with manufactures presents such
features of unqualified deformity? From the
largest of Mammon’s temples down to the
poorest hovel in which his helotry are stalled
these edifices have all one character, Time will
not mellow them ; nature will neither clothe
nor conceal them ; and they will remain always
as offensive to the eye as to the mind.’”

Here is wisdom. Here are the prin-
ciples on which nations are to be governed,
Rose-bushes and poor-rates, rather than
steam-engines and independence. Mor-
tality and cottages with weather-stains,
rather than health and long life with
edifices which time cannot mellow. We
are told that our age has invented atroci-
tiesbeyond the imagination of our fathers ;
that society has been brought into a state,
compared with which extermination
would be a blessing ; and all because the
dwellings of cotton spinners are naked
and rectangular. Mr, Southey has found
out a way, he tells us, in which the effects
of manufacturers and agriculture may be
compared. And what 18 this way? To
stand on a hill, to look at a cottage and
| a manufactory, and to see which is the
prettier, Does Mr. Southey think that
the body of the English peasantry live, or
ever lived, in substantial or ornamental
cottages, with box-edges, flower-gardens,
bee-hives, and orchards ? If not, what is
his parallel worth? We despise those
filosofastri who think that they serve the
cause of science by depreciating literature
and the fine arts, DBut if anything could
excuse their narrowness of mind, it would
be such a book asthisis. Itis not strange

that, when one enthusiast makes the
picturesque the test of poli-

tical good, another should %‘12::’:‘ E
feel 1nclined to prescribe "

altogether the pleasures of taste aud
imagination.

Thus it is that Mr. SBouthey reasons
abltf::ut mattelra with which hewthmk' 8 him-
ge rfectly conversant, e cannot,
therel;;re, beysurpriaed to |
find that he commits ex- I‘m
traordinary blunders when  goonomy,
he writes on points of which |
he acknowledges himself to be |
He confesses that he is not versed in

olitical economy, and that he has neither
Eking nor aptitude for it ; and then h
prooceeds 0 read the pnho a lecture
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concerning it which fally bears out his | written acknowledgment of debt,
profeasion. ? . a promise to pay that debt. Thapr:
‘“ All wealth,” says Bir Thomas More, | may be violated : the debt may remain
“in former times was tangible. It con- | unpaid : those to whom it was due may
sisted in land, money, or chattels, which | suffer : but this is a risk not confined to
were “elthar of real or conventional | cases of paper carrency: it is a risk
value.,” inseparable from the relation of debtor
Montesinos, as Mr. SBouthey somewhat | and creditor. Every man who sells
affectedly calls himself, answers thus :— | goods for anything but ready
“ Jewels, for exampfe, and pictures, as | runs the risk of finding that what he
in Holland, where indeed at one time | considered as part of his wealth one day is
tulip bulbs answered the same purpose.” | nothing at all the next day. Mr.Soun
“That bubble,” says Sir Thomas, “ was | refers to the picture-galleries of
omf those contagious insanities to | The pictures were un-
w communities are subject. All | doubtedly real and tan- Ficture
wealth was real, till the extent cf com- | gible possessions. DBat mﬂ
mence rendered a paper currency neces- | surely it might happen
m ; which differed from precious stones that a burgomaster might owe a pictare-
pictures in this important point, that | dealer a thousand guilders for a %mm
there was no limit to its production.” What in this case corresponds to our
“ We regard it,” says Montesinos, *“as | paper money is not the picture, which
the representative of real wealth ; and, | is tangible, but the claim of the picture-

therefore, limited always to the amounts | dealer on his customer for the price of
of what it represents.” the picture; and this claim 18 not

% Pursue that notion,” answers the |tangible. Now, would not a
ghost, “and you will be in the dark |dealer consider this claim as part of his
presently. our provincial bank-notes| wealth? Would not a tradesman who

which constitute almost wholly the circu- | knew of the claim give credit to the
lating medium of certain districts, pass | picture-dealer the more readily om

carrent to-day. To-morrow tidings may | account of it ? The burgomaster might
come that the house which issues them | be ruined. If so, would not those conse-

has stopt payment, and what do they | quences follow which, as Mr. Southey

represent then? You will find them the | tells us, were never heard of till PE
money came into use? Yesterday thi

shadow of a shade.”
know at which end tolclaim was worth a thousand guilders.

We scarcely :
begm to disentangle this knot of ab-‘To-da.y what is it? The shadow of a

surdities. We might ask, why it should | shade.
It is true that the more readily claims

be a greater proof of insanity in men to set |
' of this sort are transferred from hand to

a high value on rare tulips than on rare | _ :
stones. which are neither more useful nor hand, the more extensive will be the

more i:»eautiful? We might ask how it injury produced by a single fl.ilm
The laws of all nations sancfion, in

can be said that there is no limit to the _ :
production of paper money, when a man | certain cases, the transfer of rights not
is hanged if he issues any in the name | yet reduced into posses- o o of
of another, and is forced to cash what | Sion. Mr. Southey would rights.

he issues in his own? But Mr. Southey's | scarcely wish, we should :
error lies deeper still. “All weal " | think, that all endorsements of bills and
says he, “was tangible and real till | notes should be declared invalid. Yet

paper currency was introduced.” Now, | even if this were done, the transfer of

was there ever, since men emerged from | claims would imperceptibly take m
a atate of utter barbarism, an age in |to a very great extent. When the bake
which there were no debts? Is not a | trusts the butcher, for example, he 1s In

debt, while the solvency of the debtor | fact, though not in form, trusting the
' ted, ys reckoned as part | buteher’s customers. A man who owes
of the wealth of the creditor ? Yet 18 it [ large bills to tradesmen, and fails to pay
tangible and real wealth ?  Does it | them, almost always produces distress
cease to be wealth, because there is the | through a very wide circle of people

security of a written acknowledgment | with whom he never dealt.

forit;y.d.nﬂwhstehoinpaporcnmnny? In short, ?hsg](r. Southey takes for
Did Mr, Southey ever read a bank-note? a difference in kind is only a difference
If he did, he would see that it is a of form and degree. In every society
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men have claims on the property of
others. In every society there 1s a
possibility that some debtors may not be
able to fulfil their obligations. In every
society, therefore, there is wealth which
is not tangible, and which may become
the shadow of a shade. :

Mr. Southey then proceeds to a dis-
sertation on the national debt, which he
considers, in a new and most consolatory
light, as a clear addition to the income
of the country.

“You can understand,”” says Sir
Thomas, “that it counstitutes a great
part of the national wealth.” '

“So large a part,” answers Montesinos,
“that the interest amounted, during the
prosperous times of agriculture, to as
much as the rental of all the land in
Great Britain ; and at present to the
rental of all lands, all houses, and all
other fixed property put together.”

The Ghost and Laureate agree that it
is very desirable that there should be
so secure and advantagsous a deposit
for wealth as the funds afford. Sir
Thomas then proceeds :—

“ Another and far more momentous
benefit must not be overlooked; the
expenditure of an annual interest,
equalling, as you have stated, the present
rental of all fixed property.”

“That expenditure,” quoth Montesinos,
“ gives employment to half the industry
in the kingdom, and feeds half the
mouths. Take, indeed, the weight of
the national debt from this great and
complicated social machine, and the
wheels must stop.”

From this passage we should have
been inclined to think that Mr. Southey
eupposes the dividends to be a free gift

periodically sent down from heaven to |

the fundholders, as quails and manna
were sent to the Israelites ; were it not
that he has vouchsafed, in the followin
question and answer, to give the public
some information, which, we believe,
was very little needed.

“ Whence comes the interest?” says
Sir Thomas.

“It is raised,” answers Montesinos,
“ by taxation.”

ow, has Mr, Southey ever considered

what would be done with this sum if it
were not paid as interest to the national
creditor? If he would think over this
matter for a short time, we suspect that
the “ momentous benefit” of which he
talks wonld appear to him to shrink
strangely in amount. A fundholder, we

will suppose, spends an income of five
| hundred pounds a year; and his ten
nearest neighbours pay fifty pounds each
to the tax-gatherer, for the purpose of
discharging the interest of the national
debt. If the debt were

wiped out, a measure, be +2° &ﬁf‘mﬂ
it understood, which we -

| by no means recommend, the fundholder

would cease to spend his five hundred
pounds a year. He would no longer
| give employment to industry, or put food
into the mouths of labourers. This Mr.
Southey thinks a fearful evil. But is
there no mitigating circumstance ? Each
of the ten neighbours of our fundholder
has fifty pounds more than formerly.
Each of them will, as it seems to our
feeble understandings, employ more in-
dustry and feed more mouths than
formerly. The sum is exactly the same.
It is in different hands. But on what
ground does Mr, Southey call upon us
to believe that it is 1n the hands of men
who will spend it less liberally or less
judiciously? He seems to think that
| nobody but a fundholder can employ the
poor; that,if a tax is remitted, those who
formerly used to pay it proceed imme-
diately to dig holes in the earth, and to
bury the sum which the government had

| been accustomed to take ; that no money

can set industry in motion till such money
|has been taken by the tax-gatherer out
of one man’s pocket and put into another
man’s pocket. We really wish that Mr.
Southey would try to prove this principle,
which is indeed the foundation of his
whole theory of finance : for we think
it right to hint to him that our hard-
hearted and unimaginative generation
will expect some more satisfactory reason
than the only one with which he has yet

favoured it, namely, a similitude touching
evaporation and dew.

gl Both the theory and the illustration,

indeed, are old friends of ours. In every
| season of distress which we can remember,
Mr. Southey has been proclaiming that it
is not from economy, but
from increased taxation, Iw
that the country must
expectrelief ; and he still, we find, places
the undoubting faith of a poli Dia-
foirus, in his

“ Resaignare, repurgare, et reclysterizare,”

~ % A people,” he tells us, “may be too
rich, but a government cannot be so.”

“ A state,” says he, “ cannot have more
wealth at its command than may be

— =
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employed for the general good, a liberal
expenditure in natural works being one
of the surest means of promoting natural
prosperity ; and the benefit being still
more obvious, of an expenditure directed
to the purposes of national improvement.
But a people may be too rich.” |
We fully admit that a state cannot have
at its command morle wealth than may be |
employed for the general
nz‘:f:él;? i good. But neither can
individuals, nor bodieg of
individuals, have at their command more
wealth than may be employed for the
general good. If there be no limit to the
sum which may be usefully laid out in
public works and national improvement,
then wealth, whether in the hands of
private men or of the government, may
always, if the possessors choose to spend
it usefully, be usefully spent. The only
ground, therefore, on which Mr. Southey
can possibly maintain that a government

147

It scarcely ever happens that any
private man or body of men will invest
Erc;pgty in a canal, a tunnel, or a bridge,

ut from an expectation

that the outlayp will be Frofits looked
profitable to them. No .
work of this sort can be profitable to
private speculators, unless the public be
willing to pay for the use of it. The
public will not pay of their own accord
for what yields no profit or convenience
to them. There is thus a direct and
obvious connection between the motive
which induces individuals to undertake
such a work, and the utility of the work.

Can we find any such connection in the
case of a public work executed by a
government? If it is useful, are the
individuals who rule the country richer ?
If it is useless, are they poorer? A public
man may be solicitous for his credit. But
is not he likely to gain more credit by a
useless display of ostentatious architecture

cannot be too rich, but that a people may | in a great town than by the best road or

be too rich, must be this, that govern-
ments are more likely to spend their
money on good objects than private
individuals.
But what is useful expenditure? “A
liberal expenditure in national ”ﬁrorks,
Useful says Mr. Southey, “is one

of the surest means for
S, promoting national pros-

perity? What does he mean by national | p
prosperity ? Does he mean the wealth |

of the state? If so, his reasoning runs
thus: The more wealth a state has the

better; for the more wealth a state has | p

the more wealth it will have. This is
surely something like that fallacy, which
is ungallantly termed a lady’s reason. If
by national prosperity he means the wealth
of the people, of how gross a contradic-
tion is Mr. Southey guilty! A people,
he tells us, may be too rich: a govern-
ment cannot: for a governmeni can
employ its riches in making the people
richer. The wealth of the people is to |
be taken from them, because they have
too much, and laid out in works, which |

the best canal in some remote province ?
The fame of public works is a much less
certain test of their utility than the
amount of toll collected at them. In a
corrupt age, there will be direct embezzle-
ment. In the purest age, there will be
abundance of jobbing. Never were the
statesmen of any country more sensifive
to public opinion, and more spotless in
ecuniary transactions, than those who
have of late governed England. Yet we
have only to look at the buildings recently

erected in London for a

roof of our rule. In abad mﬂm the
age, the fate of public 18 :
to be robbed outright. In a good age, it

| is merely to have the dearest and the

worst of everything.

Buildings for state purposes the state
must erect. And here we think that, in

eneral, the state ought to stop. e

rmly believe that five hundred thousand
pounds subscribed by individuals for rail-
roads or canals would produce more
advantage to the public than five millions
voted by Parliament for the same purpose.
There are certain old saws about the

will yield them more. .
We are really at a loss to determine

whether Mr. Southey’s reason for recom-
mending large taxation is that 1t will
make the people rich or that it will make
them poor. But we are sure that, if his
object is to make them rich, he takes the
wrong course. There are two or three
principles respecting public works, which,
as an experience of vast extent proves,
may be trusted in almost every case.

master’s eye and about everybody’s busi-
ness, in which we place very great faith.
There is, we have said, no consistency
in Mr. Southey’s political system. But
if there be in liichm leading ;;mci e;
any one error whi iverges mo
ﬂa::t}-::lr variously than any other, it is that
of which his theor%abont national works
is a ramification. He conceives that the

business of the magistrate is, not merely
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to see that the persons and property of
the people are secure from attack, but
that he ought to be a

Thguﬂﬁ“ perfect jack-of-all-trades,

magis _architect, engineer, school-
- master, merchant, theo-
logian, a Lady Bountiful in every parish,
1 g::l Pry in every house, spying, eaves-
dropping, relieving, admonishing, spend-
ing our money for us, and choosing our
opmnions for us. His principle is, if we
understand it rightly, that no man can do
anything so well for himself as his rulers,
be they who they may, can do it for him,
and that a government approaches nearer
and nearer to perfection, in proportion as
it interferes more and more with the habits
and notions of individuals,

He seems to be fully convinced that it
is in the power of government to relieve
all the distresses under which the lower
orders labour. Nay, he considers doubt
on this subject as impious. We cannot
refrain from quoting his argument on

this subject. It is a perfect jewel of

logic.
¥« Many thousands in your matropolis,’ says
Sir Thomas More, * rise every morning without
knowing how they are to subsist during the
day ; as many of them, where they are to lay
their heads at night. All men, even the vicious
themselves, know that wiekedness leads to
: but many, even among the good and

the wise, have yet to learn that misery is almost
aa often the cause of wickedness.’

“ “There are many,’ says Montesinos, ‘ who
know this, but believe it is not in the power of
human institutions to prevent this misery,
They see the effect, but regard the eaunses as
; ble from the condition of human
nature.’

“““As surely as God is good,” replies Sir
Thomas, ‘so surely there is no such thing as
necessary evil. For, by the religious mind,
sickness, and pain, and death, are not to be
acoounted evils.””’

Now, if sickness, pain, and death are
not evils, wecannot under-

mﬁ“ﬁ";‘w' stand why it should be an
evil that thousands should

rise without knowing how they are to
subsist. The only evil of hunger is that
it produces first pain, then sickness, and
finally death. If it did not produce these,
it would be no calamity. If these are
not evils, it is no calamity. We cannot
conceive why it should be a greater im-
peachment of the Divine goodness that
some men should not be able to find food
to eat, than that others should have
stomachs which derive no nourishment
from food when they bhave eaten it.
Whatever physical effects want produces

may also be produced by disease. What-
ever salutary effects disease may produce,
ma{ also be produced by want. If poverty
makes men thieves, disease and pain often
sour the temper and contract the heart.
We will propose a very plain dilemma ;
either physical pain is an evil, or it is not
an evil. If it is an evil, then there is
necessary evil in the universe : if it is
not, why should the poor be delivered
from it ?

Mr. Southey entertains as exaggerated
a notion of the wisdom of governments
as 0]: their power. He Duties of
speaks with the greatest
disgust of the respect now i i o
paid to public opinion. That opinion is,
according to him, to be distrusted and
dreaded ; its usurpation ought to be
vigorously resisted ; and the practice of

lelding to it is likely to ruin the country.

0 maintain police is, according to him,
only one of the ends of government. Its
duties are patriarchial and paternal. It
ought to consider the moral discipline of
the people as its first object, to establish
a religion, to train the whole community
in that religion, and to consider all dis-
senters as its own enemies,

“*Nothing,” says Sir Thomae, * is more certain,
than that religion is the basis upon which ecivil
government rests; that from religion power
derives its authority, laws their efficacy, and
both their zeal and sanction ; and it is necessary
that this religion be established as for the
security of the state, and for the welfare of the
people, who would otherwise be moved to and
fro with every wind of doctrine. A state is
secure in proportion as the people are attached
to 1ts institutions : it is therefore the first and
plainest rule of sound policy, that the people be
trained up in the way they should go. The
state that neglects this prepares its own de-
struction ; and they who train them in any other
way are undermining it. Nothing in a
science can be more certain than these pomtions
=iy

“*All of which,” answers Montesinos, ‘are
nevertheless denied by our professors of the
arts, Babblative and Scribblative: some in the
andacity of evil designs, and others in the
glorious assurance of impenetrable ignorance.” ”’

The greater part of the two volumes
before us is merely an amplification of
these absurd paragraphs. What does Mr.
Southey mean by saying that religion is
demonstrably the basis of civil govern-

ment? He cannot surel
mean that men have nz m m
motives except those de- ment.
ived from religion for
establishing and supporting civil
ment, that no temporal
derived from civil government,
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would experience no temporal incon-|attached to public institutions, it is

venience,fromliving in astate of anarchy?
If he allows, as we think he must allow,
that it is for the good of mankind in this
world to have civil government, and that
the great majority of mankind have always
thought it for their good in this world to
have civil government, we then have a
basis for government quite distinct from
religion, It is true that the Christian
religion sanctions government as it
sanctions everything which promotes the
happiness and virtue of our species, But
we are at a loss to conceive in what sense
religion can be the basis of government
in which religion is not also the basis of
the practices of eating, drinking, and
lichting fires in cold weather. Nothing
in history i8 more certain than that
Government has existed, has received
some obedience, and has given some pro-
tection, in times in which it derived no
support from religion, in times in which
there was no religion that influenced the
bearts and lives of men. It was not from
dread of Tartarus, or from belief in the
Elysian fields, that an Athenian wished
to have some institutions which might
keep Orestes from filching his cloak, or
Midias from breaking his head. It is
from religion,” says Mr. Southey, * that
power derives its authority, and laws
their efficacy.” From what religion does
our power over the Hindoos derive 1ts
authority, or the law in virtue of which
we hang Brahmins its efficacy? For
thousands of years civil government has
existed in almost every corner of the
world, in ages of priestcraft, in ages of
fanaticism, in ages of Epicurean indiffer-
ence, in ages of enlightened piety. How-
ever pure or impure the faith of the
people might be, whether they adored
a beneficent or a malignant power,
whether they thought the soul mortal or
immortal, they have, as soon as they
ceased to be absolute savages, found out
their need of civil government, and in-
stituted it accordingly. It is as universal

as the practice of cookery. Yet, it isas
certain, says Mr. Southey,
Government .5 snything in abstract

. rauﬁsn?n science, that government
is founded on religion.

We should like to know what notion
Mr. Southey has of the demonstrations
of abstract science. A very vague One,
we suspect. i
The o?roof proceeds. A religion is the
hasis of government, and as the state 1s
secure in proportion as the people are

therefore, says Mr. Southey, the first rule
| of policy, that the government should
train the people in the way in which
they should go; and it is as plain that
those who train them in any other way
are undermining the state,

Now it does not appear to us to be the
first object that people should alwa
believe in the established religion and
attached to the established government.
A religion may be false, A government
may be oppressive, And whatever
support government gives to false
religions, or religion to oppressive govern-
ments, we consider as a clear evil,

The maxim that governments ought
to train the people in the way in which
they should go sounds well. Baut is there
any reason for believing that a govern-
ment is more likely to lead the people in
the right way than the people to fall
into the right way of themselves? Have

there not been govern- . -
ments which were blind “OYormen

leaders of the blind? Are there not still
such governments ? Can it be laid down
as a general rule that the movement
of political and religious truth is rather
downwards from the government to the
people than upwards from the people to
the government? These are questions
which it is of importance to have clearly
resolved. Mr. Southey declaims against
public opinion, which is now, he us,

usurping supreme power. Formerly,
according to bhim, the laws governed ;
t are

now public opinion governs. Wi
laws but expressions of the opinions of
some class which has %ower over the rest
of the community ? By what was the
world ever governed but by the opinion
of some person or persons? By what
else can it ever be governed ? Vhat are
all systems, religious, political, or
| scientific, but opinions resnin%ﬂn evidence
more or less satisfactory ? e question
is not between human opinion and some
higher and more certain mode of arnmg
|at truth, but between opinion an
cpinion, between the opinions of one
man and another, or of one class and
another, or of one generation and another.
Public opinion is not infallible ; but can
Mr. Southey construct any institutions
which shall secure to us the guidance of
an infallible opinion ? Can Mr. Southey
select any family, any profession, any
class, in short, distinguished by anv
i rest of the coixa-

munity whose opinion is mors likely to
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be just than this much-abused public | direct the opinions of another, unless it
opinion? Would he choose the peers, can be proved that the former class is
for example ? Or the two hundred tallest | more likely to form just opinions than
men in the country? Or the poor | the latter.

Knights of Windsor? Or children who| The duties of government would be, as
are born with cauls? Or the seventh | Mr. Southey says they are, paternal, if a
sons of seventh sons? We canmot sup- | government were necessarily as much
pose that he would recommend popular | superior in wisdom to a people as the
election ; for that is merely an appeal to | most foolish father, for a time, is to the
public opinion. And to say that society | most intelligent child, and if a govern-
ought to be governed by the opinion of | ment loved a people as fathers generally
the wisest and best, though true, is use- | love their children. DBut there is no
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less. Whose opinion is to decide who are
the wisest and best ?

Mr. Southey and many other respect-
able people seem to think that, when
they have once proved the moral and
religious training of the people to be a
most important object, it follows, of
course, that it is an object which the
government ought to pursue. They
forget that we have to consider, not
merely the goodness of the end, but also

Sl os the fitness of the means,

sy Neither in the natural nor

in the political body have

all members the same office. There is

surely no contradiction in saying that a

certain section of the community may

be guite competent to protect the persons

and property of the rest, yet quite unfit

to direct our opinions, or to superintend
our private habits,

So strong 1s the interest of a ruler to
protect his subjects against all depre-
dations and outrages except his own, so
clear and simple are the means by which
this end is to be effected, that men are
probably better off under the worst
governments in the world than they
would be in a state of anarchy. Even
when the appointment of
ﬁﬂ‘g‘; magistrates bas been left

" tochance,as in the Italian
Republics, things have gone on far
better than if there had been no magi-
strates at all, and if every man had done
what seemed right in his own eyes. But
we see no reason for thinking that the
opinions of the magistrate are more likely
to be right than those of any other man.
None of the modes by which rulers are
appointed, popular election, the accident
of the lot, or the accident of birth,
affords, as far as we can perceive, much
security for their being wiser than any
of their neighbours. The chance of their
being wiser than all their neighbours
together is still smaller. Now we cannot
conceive how it can be laid down that it
is the duty and the right of one class to

reason to believe that a government will
have either the paternal warmth of
affection or the paternal superiority of
intellect. Mr. Southey might as well
say that the duties of the shoemaker are
paternal, and that it is an usurpation in
any man not of the craft to say that his
shoes are bad and to insist on having
better. The division of labour would be
no blessing, if those by whom a thing is
done were to pay no attention to the
opinion of those for whom it 1s done.
The shoemaker, in the Relapse, tells Lord
Foppington that his lordship is mistaken
in supposing that his shoe pinches. “ It
does not pinch ; it cannot pinch ; I know
my business ; and I never made a better
shoe.” This is the way in which Mr.
Southey would have a government treat
a people who usurp the privilege of
thinking. Nay, the shoe- ,
maker of Vanbrugh has avh?am‘
the advantage in the com- y
parison. e contented himself with
regulating his customer’s shoes, about
which he knew something, and did not
presume to dictate about the coat and
hat. But Mr. Southey would have the
rulers of a country prescribe opinions to
the people, not only about politics, but
about matters concerning which a govern-
ment has no peculiar sources of informa-
tion, concerning which any man in the
streets may know as much and think as
justly as the King, namely, religion and
morals,

Men are never so likely to settle a}
question rightly as when they discuss it
freely. A government can interfere in
discussion only by making it less free
than it would otherwise be. s Men are
most likely to form just opinions when
they have no other wish than to know
the truth, and are exempt from all
influence either of hope Value of
or fear. Government, a8 gysouasion.
government, can bring
nothing but the influence of hopes and
fears to support its doctrines, It carries
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on controversy, not with reasons, but |
with threats and bribes. If it employs
reasons, it does so, not in virtue of any
powers which belong to it as a govern-
ment. Thus, instead of a contest be-
tween argument and argument, we have
a contest between argument and force.
Instead of a contest in which truth,
from the natural constitution of the
human mind, has a decided advantage
over falsehood, we have a contest in
which truth can be victorious only by
accident.

And what, after all, is the security
which this training gives to govern-
ments ? Mr. Southey would scarcely
recommend that discussion should be
more effectually shackled, that public
opinion should be more strictly disci-
plined into conformity with established
institutions, than in Spain and Italy.

Yet we know that the restraints which | one suffragans, on the very

exist in Spain and Italy

Aﬂth:iinsn;nig have not prevented athe-
pItaly. ism from spreading among

the educated classes, and

| their flocks.

especially among those whose office it
18 to minister at the altars of God. All
our readers know how, at the time of the
French Revolution, priest after priest
came forward to declare that his doctrine,
his ministry, his whole life, had been a
lie, a mummery during which he could
scarcely compose his countenance suffi-
ciently to carry on his imposture. This
was the case of a false, or at least of a |
grossly corrupted religion. Let us take
then the case of all others most favour-
able to Mr. Southey’s argument. Let
us take that form of religion which he
holds to be the purest, the system of the
Arminian part of the Church of England.
Let us take the form of government
which he most admires and regrets, the
government of England in the time of
Charles the First. Would he wish to see
a closer connection between church and
state than then existed? Would he
wish for more powerful ecclesiastical
tribunals ? for a more zealous king? for
a more active primate? Would he wish |
to see a more complete monopoly of
gublic. instruction given to the Esta- |

lished Church? Could any government
do more to train the people in the way |
in which he would have them go? And
in what did all this training end ? The
Report of the state of the Province of
Canterbury, delivered by Laud to his
master at the close of 1639, represents the
Church of England as in the highest and

!

| the dan cer of states is to
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most palmy state. 8o effectually had the
overnment pursued that policy which
r. Southey wishes to see revived that
there was scarcely the least

appearance of dissent, _Ohurch of
Most of the bishops stated Enﬁ?ﬁ in

that all was well among
_ Seven or eight persons
in the diocese of Peterborough had
seemed refractory to the church, but
had made ample submission. In Norfolk
and Suffolk all whom there had been
reason to suspect had made profession of
conformity, and appeared to observe it
strictly. It is confessed that there was
a little difficulty in bringing some of the
vulgar in Suffolk to take the sacrament
at therails in the chancel, This was the

only open instance of nonconformity
which the vigilant eye of Laud couild

| detect in all the diocese of his twenty-

eve of a
revolution in which primate, and church,
and monarch, and monarchy were to
perish altozether.

At which time would Mr. Southey pro-
nounce the constitution more secure ; in
1639, when Laud presented this Report
to Charles; or now, when thousands of
meetings openly collect millions of dis-
senters, when designs against the tithes
are openly avowed, when books attacking
not only the Establishment, but the prin-
ciples of Christianity, are openly sold in

| the streets? The signs of discontent,

he tells us, are stronger in England now
than in France when the States-General
met, and hence he would have us infer
that a revolution like that of France may
be at hand. Does he not know that

be estimated not by what Dﬁﬁ{'ﬁf
breaks out of the public gtimated.

mind, but by what stays _

in it? Can he conceive anything more
terrible than the situation of a govern-
ment which rules without apprehension
over a people of hypocrites, which is
flattered by the press and cursed in the
inner chambers, which exults in the
attachment and obedience of its subjects,
and knows not that thosa subjects are
leagued against it in a freemasonry of
hatred, the sign of which is every day
conveyed in the glance of ten thousand
eyes, the pressure of ten thonsand hands,
and the tone of ten thousand voices?
Profound and ingenious policy ! Instead
of curing the disease, to remove these

symptoms by which alone its nature can
be known!

To leave the serpent his

!
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deadly sting, and deprive him only of his
warning rattle,

When the people whom Charles had so
assiduously trained in the good way had
rewarded his paternal care by cutting off
his head, a new kind of training came
into fashion. Another government arose
which, like the former, considered religion
as its surest basis, and the religious
discipline of the people as its first duty.
Sanguinary laws were enacted against
libertinism ; profane pictures wereburied ;
drapery was put on indecorous statues;
the theatres were shut up ; fastdays were
numerous ; and the Parliament resolved
that no person should be admitted into
any public employment, unless the House
should be first satisfied of his vital godli-
ness, We know what was the end of

this training. We know
A mﬂ °f that it ended in impiety,

in filthy and heartless
sensuality,in the dissolution of all ties of
honour and morality. We know that at
this very day scriptural phrases, scrip-
tural names, perhaps some scriptural
doctrines, excite disgust and ridicule,
solely because they are associated with
the austerity of that period.

Thus has the experiment of training
the peoplein established forms of religion
been twice tried in England on a large
scale, once by Charles and Laud, and once
by the Puritans. The High Tories of our
time still entertain many of the feelings
and opinions of Chazles and Laud, though
of a mitigated form ; nor is it difficult to
see that the heirs of the Puritans are
still amongst us. It would be desirable
that each of these parties should
remember how little advantage or honour
it formely derived from the closest
alliance with power, that it fell by the
support of rulers, and rose by their
opposition, that of %ehtwo systems that

in which the people were

Ein%h%“ﬁ at any time I:ierﬂried was

training. 2lWays at that time the

unpopularsystem, that the
training of the High Church ended in the
reign of the Puritans, and that the train-
ing of the Puritans ended in the reign of
the harlots,

This was quite natural. Nothing is so
galling or detestable to a people not
broken in from the birt.hhaa 2 pat;mal,

or, In other words, a

m meddling government, a
government which tells

them what to read, and say, and eat, and
drink, and wear. Our fathers could not

' Mr. Southey

Southey.

bear it ¥wo hundred years ago, and we
are not more patient than they. Mr,
Southey thinks that the yoke of the
church is dropping off because it is loose.
We feel convinced that it is borne only
because it is easy, and that, in the instant
in which an attempt is made to tighten
it, it will be flung away. It will be
neither the first nor the strongest yoke
that has been broken asunder and trampled
under foot in the day of the vengeance of
England.

How far Mr, Southey would have the
government carry its measures for train-
ing the people in the doctrines of the
church, we are unable to discover. In
one passage Sir Thomas More asks with
great vehemence,—

“Is it possible that your laws should
suffer the unbelievers to exist as a
party ? Vetitum est adeo scelerisnihil ? "

Montesinos answers: “They avow
themselves in defiance of the laws. The
fashionable doctrine which the press at
this time maintains is, that this is a
matter in which the laws ought not to
interfere, every man having a right, both
to form what opinion he pleases upon
religious subjects, and to promulgate that
opinion.”

It is clear, therefore, that Mr. Southey
would not give full and perfect toleration
to infidelity. In another passage, how-
ever, he observes with some truth, though
too sweepingly, that “any degree of in-
tolerance short of that full st
extent which the Papal ng?er::ua
Church exercises where it ;

has the power, acts upon the opinions

| which it is intended to suppress, like

pruning upon vigorous plants ; they grow
the stronger forit.,” These two passages,
put together, would lead us to the con-
clusion that, in Mr. Southey’s opinion,
the ntmost severity ever employed by the
Roman Catholic Church in the days of
its greatest power ought to be employed
against unbelievers in England ; in plai

words, that Carlile and his shopmen
ought to be burned in Smithfield, and
that every person who, when called upon,
shall decline to make a solemn profession
of Christianity ouglit to suffer the same
fate. We do not, however, believe that
would recommend such a

course, though his language would,
according toallthemluoﬂ?gir,;m!;ﬂy

us in supposing this to be his mn?
His opinions form no m at all. He
never sees, at one ce, more of a
question than will furnish matter for one

' ¥ LT
. ';'-_"J-q.:,r"_;lqn-puaﬂ.#q.— S S AN e S A ¥ WS il '

|
|




'_Fl"'ﬂm’l

PE TR NpYY

Southey.

the human heart, in the facility with
which its scheme accommodates itself to
the capacity of every
the consolation which it bears to the
house of mourning, in the

flowing and well-turned sentence ; so
that it would be the height of unfairness
to charge him personally with holding a
doctrine merely because that doctrine is
deducible, though by the closest and
most accurate reasoning, from the
premises which he has laid down. We
are, therefore, left completely in the
dark as to Mr. Southey’s opinions about
toleration. Immediately after censuring
the government for not punishing infi- |
dels, he proceedsf tohdisguss the question
of the Catholic disabili-
aﬁzﬁlﬁ?g:s. ties, now, thank God, |
removed, and defends
them on the ground that the Catholic
doctrines tend to persecution, and that
the Catholics persecuted when they had
power.

“They must persecute,” says he, “if
they believe their own creec{ for con-
science’ sake ; and if they do not believe
1%, they must persecute for policy;
because it is only by intolerance that so
corrupt and injurious a system can be
upheld.”

That unbelievers should not be perse-
cuted is an instance of national depravity
at which the glorified spirits stand aghast,
Yet a sect of Christians is to be excluded
from power, because those who formerly
held the same opinions were guilty of
persecution. We have said that we do
not very well know what Mr. Southey’s

Sl o opinion about toleration

datavatsan - Ak But, on the whole, we

" take it to be this, that
everybody is to tolerate him, and that he
is to tolerate nobody.

We will not be deterred by any fear of
misrepresentation from expressing our |
hearty approbation of the mild, wise, and
eminently Christian manner in which the
Church and the Government have lately
acted with respect

religion pure,
a religion to the evidence of which the

highest intellects have yielded, with the

on her; and inscribe magnifi
over the cross on which they have fixed

her to perish in ignominy and pain,

takes of the prospects of aocieﬁy 18
to blasphemous | gloomy ; but we comfort o

ublications, We praise them for not |the consideration that Mr.
ving thought it necessary to encircle a | Southey is no prophet. He
' merciful,and philosophical, | foretold, we remember, on

the very
Test and Corporation Acts, that these
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human intellect, in

1se of m light with
which it brightens the great mystery
of the grave. To such a system it can
bring no addition of dignity or of
strength, that it is part and parcel of
the common law. It is not now for the
first time left to rely on the force of its
own evidences and the attractions of its
own beauty. Its sublime theology con-
founded the Grecian schools in the fair
conflict of reason with reason. The
bravest and wisest of the Caesars found
their arms and their policy unavailing,
when opposed to the weapons that were
not carnal and the kingdom that was not
of this world. The victory which
Porphyry and Diocletian failed to gain
is not, to all appearance, reserved for
any of those who have, in this age,
directed their attacks against the last
restraint of the powerful and the last
hope of the wretched. The whole
history of the Christian religion shows,
that she is in far greater danger of being
corrupted by the alliance of power, than
of being crushed by its opposition. Those
who thrust temporal sovereignty upon

her treat her as their prototypes treated
her author,
spit upon her ; they cry “Haill” and
smite her on the cheek; they
sceptre in her hand, but it is a fragile
reed ; they crown her, but it is with

They bow the knee, and

nt_a

thorns ; they cover with purple the

wounds which their hands have inflicted

ificent titles -

The general view which Mr. Southey

ves wi

A gloomy
view.

eve of the abolition of the

defences of a false and bloody su ar—lhateful laws were immortal, and that

stition, The ark of God was never taken
till it was surrounded by the arms of
earthly defenders. In captivity

from insult, and to lay the

Becurity of
Christianity.

of his own temple.

pious minds would long be
seein
its | the

sanctity was sufficient to vindicate it | upholding her po
hostile fiend | the book before us,

prostrate on the threshold | cannot
The | ment until those whom Johnson

real security of Christi- | “the bottomless Whigs ” comeinto power.
anity is to be found in its benevolent | While the book was in the
morality, in its exquisite adaptation to | prophecy was falsified ; I.Bn

tified by
the most solemn religious rite of

urch profaned for the purpose of
litical supremacy. In
b

ibly be admitted in
possibly be a

press, the
d a Tory of
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the Tories, Mr. Southey’s own favourite

hero, won and wore that noblest
wreath, “ Ob cives servatos.”
The signs of the times, Mr. Southey

tells vs, are very threatening. His fears
for the country would decidedly pre-
derate over his hopes, but for his
rm reliance on the mercy of God. Now,
as we know that God has once suffered
the civilized world to be overrun by
savages, and the Christian religion to be
corrupted by doctrines which made it,
for ages, almost as bad as Paganism, we
cannot think it inconsistent with His
attributes that similar calamities should
again befall mankind.

We look, however, on the state of the
world, and of this kingdom in particular,
with much greater satisfaction and with
better hopes. Mr. Southey speaks with
contempt of those who think the savage

state happier than the |
mfat:r social. On this subject, he |

* says, Rousseau never 1lm-
posed on him even in his youth. But he
conceives that a community which has
advanced a little way in civilization
is happier than ome which has made
greater progress. The Britons in the
time of Caesar were happier, he suspects,
than the English of the nineteenth

century. On the whole, he selects the
generation which preceded the Reforma-
tion as that in which the people of this
country were better off than at any time
before or since.

This opinion rests on nothing,
as we can see, except his own individual
associations. He is a man of letters;
and a life destitute of literary pleasures
seems insipid to him. He abhors the
spirit of the present generation, the
severity of its studies, the boldness of
its inquiries, and the disdain with which
it regards some old prejudices by which
his own mind is held in bondage. He
dislikes an utterly unenlightened age;

so far

he dislikes an investigating and reform-
ing age. The first twenty years of the
eixteenth century
moiw have exactly suited him.
: They furnished just the
quantity of intellectual excitement which
he requires. The learned few read and
wrote largely. A scholar was held
high eutimation. But the rabble
not presume to think; and even the
most 1
educated classes id more reverence
to authority, and to reason, than is
psual in our time. This is a state of

' very best authority,
would |

id | temporary master
in |
did | the sixteenth century

inquiring and independent of the |

Southey.

things in which Mr. Southey would have
found himself quite comfortable; and,
accordingly, he pronounces itthe happiest
state of things ever known in the world.

The savages were wretched, says Mr.
Southey ; but the people in the time of
Qir Thomas More were happier than
either they or we. Now we think it
quite certain that we have the advantage
over the contemporaries of Sir Thomas
More, in every point in which they had
any advantage over savages.

Mr. Southey does not even pretend
to maintain that the people in the
sixteenth century were better lodged or
clothed than at present. He seems to
admit thatl izclL1 these respects there has
been some little improve-
ment. Itisindeedamatter Mgg:gmh::
about which scarcely any P '
doubt can exist in the most perverse
mind, that the improvements of machinery
have lowered the price of manufactured
articles, and have brought within the
reach of the poorest some conveniences
which Sir Thomas More or his master
could not have obtained at any price. :

The labouring classes, however, were
according to Mr. Southey, better fed
three hundred years ago than at present.
We believe that he is completely in
error on this point. The condition of
cervants in noble and wealthy families,
and of scholars at the Universities, must
surely have been better in those times
than that of day-labourers; and we are
sure that it was not better than of our
workhouse paupers. From the house-
hold book of the Northumberland family,
we find that in one of the greatest
establishments of the kingdom the
servants lived almost entirely on salt
meat without any bread at all. A more

unwholesome diet can S o
scarcely be conceived. In IWEROAE

the reign of Edward the o
Sixth the state of the students
Cambridge is described to us,

at
on the
as most wretched.
Many of them dined on pottage made of
a farthing’s worth of beef with a little
salt and oatmeal, and literally nothing
else. This account we have from a con-
of 8t. John’s. Our
parish poor now eat wheaten bread. In
the labourer was
glad to get bar and was often forced
to content hi with poorer fare. In
Harrison’s introduction to Holinshed we

have an account of the state of our work-
ing population in the “golden days,” a8
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Mr. E-t:>rnhtl:r»'a:};l calls them, “of good Queen
Bess.” *“ The gentilitie,” says he, “ com-
monly provide themselves sufficiently of
wheat for their own tables, whylest their
honsehold and poore neighbours in some
shires are uforced to content themselves
with rice or barleie ; yea, and in time of
dearth, many with bread made eyther of |
beanes, peason, or otes, or of altogether,
and some acornes among, 1 will not say
that this extremity is oft so well to be |
geen in time of plentie as of dearth ; but
if I should I could easily bring my trial ;
for albeit there be much more grounde
eared nowe almost in everye place than

hathe been of late yeares, yet such ai

price of corne continueth in eache town
and markete, without any just cause,
that the artificer and poore labouring
man is not able to reach unto it, baut is

driven to content himself with horse- |

corne, I mean beanes, peason, otes, tares,
and lintelles.,” We shounld like to see
what the effect would be of putting any
Ptrin:h in England now on allowance of
‘ horse-corne.” The he]otg of Mammon
are not, in our day, so easily enforced to
content themselves as the peasantry of
that happy period, as Mr. Southey con-

giders it, which elapsed between the fall

of the feudal and the rise of the com-

mercial tyranny. |

“The ple,” says Mr. Southey, “are
worse fed than when they were fishers,”
And yet in snother place he complains

that they will not eat fish. * They have
contracted,” says he, “ 1 know not how,
some obstinate prejudice against a kind
of food at once wholesome and delicate,
and everywhere to be obtained cheaply

and in abundance, were the demand for
it as general as it ought to be.” It is
true that the lower csrderad have an

obstinate prejudiceagainst

P’qﬁ% fish. an h%ulger has no

— such obstinate prejudices,
If what was formerly common diet 1s
now eaten only in times of severe
pressure, the inference is plain. The

eople must be fed with what they at
east think better food than that of their
ancestors.

The advice and medicine which the
poorest labourer can now obtaip, in dis-
ease or after an accident, is far superior
to what Henry the Eighth could have
commanded. rcely any part of the
country is out of the reach of practitioners
who are probably not so far inferior to
Sir Henry Halford as they are superior
to Sir Anthony Denny. t there has
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been a great improvement in this mpm
Mr, Southey allows. Indeed he cot

not well have denied it. “ But,” says he,
“the evils for which these

sciences are the palliative, Medical
have increased since the "o once-
time of the Druids, in a proportion that

heavily overweighs the bepefit of im-
proved therapeutics,” We know no-
thing either of the diseases or the remedies
of the Druids. But we are guite sure
that the improvement of medicine has
far more than kept pace with the increase
of disease during the last three centuries.
This is proved by the best possible
evidence, The term of human life is )
decidedly longer in England than in any |
former age, respectinz which we possess |
any information en which we can rely. )
the rants in the world about pictur-
esque cottages and temples of Mammon
will not shake this argument. No test
of the physical well-being of society can
be named so decisive as that which is
furnished byhbi]la olf nfmrta.lity. That
the lives of the people o
this country have been Eﬁ:ﬁg
graduallylengtheningdur-
ing the course of several generations, is
as certain as any fact in statistics; and
that the lives of men should become
longer and longer, while their bodily
condition during life is becoming worse
and worse, is utterly incredible.

Let our readers think over these cir-
cumstances. Let them take into the
account the sweating sickness and the
plague. Let them take into the account
that fearful disease which first made its
appearance in the generation to which
Mr. Southey assigns the palm of felicity,
and raged through Europe with a fury at
which the physician stood aghast, and
before which the people were swept
away by thousands. Let them consider
the state of the northern counties, con-
stantly the scene of robberi rap
massacres, and conflagrations. t them
add to all this the fact that seventy-two
thousand persons suffered death by the
hands of the executioner during the reign
of Henry the Eighth, and judge between
the nineteenth and the sixteenth century.

We do not say that the lower orders in
%ngland do not su}EeEevera hardships

ut, in spite o .

Southey’s assertions, and w
in gpite of the assertions  glagses.

of a class of politicians, _

who, differing from Mr. Southey in every
other point, agree with him in this, we
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are inclined to doubt whether the labour-
ing classes here really suffer greater
physical distress than the labouring
classes of the most flourishing countries
of the Continent.

It will scarcely be maintained that the
lazzaroni who sleep under the porticoes
of Naples, or the beggars who besiege
the convents of Spain, are In a happier
situation than the English commonalty.
The distress which has lately been experi-
enced in the northern part of Germany,
one of the best governed and most pros-
perous districts of Europe, surpasses, if
we have been correctly informed, any-
thing which has of late years been known
among us. In Norway and Sweden the

ntry are constantly compelled to
mix bark with their bread ; and even this
expedient has not always preserved
whole families and neighbourhoods from
perishing together of famine. An experi-
ment has lately been tried in the kingdom
of the Netherlands, which has been cited
to prove the possibility of establishing
agricultural colonies on the waste lands
of England, but which proves to our
minds nothing so clearly as this, that the
rate of subsistence to which the labour-
ing classes are reduced in the Netherlands
is miserably low, and very far inferior to
that of the English paupers. No distress
which the people here have endured for
centuries approaches to that which has
been felt by the French in our own time.
The beginning of the year 1817 was a time
of great distress in this island. But the

B o state of the lowest classes

ezl here was luxury compared

% with that of the people of

France. We find in Magendie's * Journal
de Physiologie Expérimentale” a paper
on a point of physiology connected
with the distress of that season. It
appears that the inhabitants of six de-
artments, Aix, Juora, Doubs, Haute
one, Vosges, and Baone-et-Loire, were
reduced first to oat-meal and potatoes,
and at last to nettles, bean-stalks, and
other kinds of herbage fit only for cattle ;
that when the next harvest enabled them
to eat barley-bread, many of them died
from intemperate indulgence in what they
thought was an exquisite repast; and
that a dropsy of a peculiar description was
by the hard fare of the year.

| must take into the account the libert

Southey.

with beasts. Such extremity of distress
as this is never heard of in England, or
even in Ireland. We are, on the whole,
inclined to think, though we would speak
with diffidence on a point on which it
would be rash to pronounce a positive
judgment without a much longer and
closer investigation than we have bestowed
upon it, that the labouring classes of this
island, though they have their grievances
and distresses, some produced by their
own improvidence, some by the errors of
their rulers, are, on the whole better off
as to physical comforts than the inhabit-
ants of any equally extensive district of
the old world. For this very reason,
suffering is more acutely felt and more
loudly bewailed here than elsewhere. We
of
discussion, and the strong interest which
the opponents of a ministry always have
to exaggerate the extent of the public
disasters. There are parts of Europe in
which the people quietly endure distress
that here would shake the foundations of
the state, in which the inhabitants of a
whole province turn out to eat grass with
less clamour than the Spitalfields weaver
would make here, if the overseers were to
put him on barley-bread. In those new
commonwealths in which a civilized
population has at its command a bound-
less extent of the richest soil, the condi-
tion of the labourer is probably happier
than in any society which has lasted for
many centuries. Butin the old world we
must confess ourselves unable to find any
satisfactory record of any great nation,
past or present, in which the working
classes have been in a more comfortable
situation than in England during the
last thirty years. When this island was
| thinly peopled, it was barbarous—there
was little capital; and that little was
insecure. It 18 now the richest and the
most highly civilized spot in the world ;
but the population is gense. Thus we
have never known the
golden age which the® mtﬁfo:d
lower orders in the United
States are now enjoying. We have never
known an age of liberty, of order, and of
education, an age in which the mechanical
| sciences were carried to a great height, yet
in which the people were not sufficiently
pumerous to tivate even the most

roduced
EM bodies were found en the roads and | fertile valleys. But, when we compare
in the fields. A single surgeon dissected | our own condition with that of our

gix of

and found the stomach shrunk,
and filled with the unwholesome aliments | advantages srilinfufrom
which huonger had driven men to share | civilization have

ancestors, we think it clear that the

the progress of
more than counter-
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balanced the disadvantages arising from
the progress of population. While our { and the coun in which man
nummbers have increased temfold, ounr | flourish most. Russiaand Poland are the
wealth has increased a haondredfold. | poorest countries in Europe. They have
Though there are so many more people | scarcely any trade, and none bu$ the
to share the wealth now existing in the | rudest manunfactures. Is wealth more
country than there were in the sixteenth | diffused in Russia and Poland than in
century, it seems certain that a greater | England? There are individuals in
share falls to almost every individual | Russia and Poland whose incomes are
than fell to the chare of any of the | probably equal to those of our richest
corresponding class in the sixteenth |countrymen. It may be
century. The King keeps a more splendid | doubted whether there are _XEngland,
court. The establishments of the nobles | not, in those countries, as B;Eﬁ:;;_nd
are more magnificent. The esquires are | many fortunes of eighty o
richer ; the merchants are richer; the |thousand a year as here. But are there
shopkeepers are richer. Theserving-man, [a8 many fortunes of two thousand &
the artisan, and the husbandman, have a | year, or of one thousand a year ?
more copious and palatable supply of | There are parishes in England which
food, better clothing, and better furniture. | contain more ple of between five
This is no reason for tolerating abuses, | hundred and three thousand pounds a
or for neglecting any means of ameliorat- | year than could be found in all the
iog the condition of our poorer country- | dominions of the Emperor Nicholas. The
men. But it is a reason against telling | neat and commodious houses which have
them, a8 some of our philosophers are | been built in London and its vicinity, for
constantly telling them, that they are the | people of this class, within the last thirty
most wretched people who ever existed | years, would of themselves form a city
on the face of the earth, arger than the capitals of some European
We bave already adverted to Mr. | kingdoms. And thisisthe state of society
Southey’s amusing doctrineabout national [ in which the great proprietors have
wealth, A state, says he, cannot be too | devoured a smaller !
rich ; but a people may be too rich. His| The cure which Mr, Southey thinks
reason for thinking this is extremely | that he has discovered is worthy of the
curious. Eﬂgadff w’.tII‘LCh h? has shown in detecting
. the ev e calamities arising from the
** A people may be oo rich, because it is the | o51jection of wealth in the handgs of a few

. ;{,fuﬁgmiﬁﬁmf“ff;{mw‘ Aally | capitalists are to be remedied by collect-

rather than to diffuse it. Where wealth is neces- [ipg it in the hands Qf one great capita-
sarily employed in any of the speculations of }lst., who has no conceivable motive to nse
trade, its increase is in proportion toits amount. | it better than any other capitalist, the all-
Great capitalists become like pikes in a fish-pound, | devouring state, _

who devour the weaker fish ; and it is but too It is not atranga thﬂt‘ difaring 80

certain, that the poverty of one part of the o :
geems totnmg.z the Lma ratio as the rirﬁ:’ﬂgﬂp;f widely from Mr. Southey as to the past

another. There are examples of this in history, | Progress of society, we
In P when the pdigh tide of wealth | should differ from him .Dmf"
flowed in from the conquests in Africa and the {also as to ifs probable o

— thi; :f,m of thn:adm:' iﬂgﬂl Wﬁ‘;ﬂﬁ mﬂ*j}: destiny. He thinks, that to all outward
augmented splendour of the co appearance, the country is hastening

ﬂ"h' W WSS Sy . T dzftruction’; but he relies firmly on ﬁ;:
dege g | goodness of God. We do not see either
Mr, Bouthey’s instance is not a very | the piety or the rationality of thus cons
fortunate one. The wealth which did so | fidently expecting that the Supreme
little for the Portuguese was not the fruit | Being will interfere to disturb the coms-
either of manufactures or of commerce | mon succession of causes and effects.
carried on by private individuals. It was | We, too, rely on His goodness, on His
the wealth, not of the people, but of the | goodness as manifes not in extra-
government and its creatures, of those | ordinary inte itions, but in_ those
who, as Mr. Sounthey thinks, can never be | general laws which it has pleased Him to
too rich. The fact is, that Mr. Southey’s | establish in the physical and in the
w.ﬁon is opposed to all history, and | moral world. We rely on the natural
. enomena which surround us on | tendency of the human intellect to truth,
every Eogland is the richest country | and on the natural tendency of to

in Europe, the most commereial country,

:
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improvement. We know no well-authenti-
cated instance of a people which bhas
decidedly retrograded in civilization and
prosperity, except from the influence of
violent and terrible calamities, such as
those which laid the Roman empire in
ruins, or those which, about the begin-
ning of the sixteenth century, desolated
Italy. We know of no country which,
at the end of fifty years of peace and
tolerably good government, has been less
prosperous than at the beginning of that
period. The political importance of a
state may decline, as the balance of
power is disturbed i:»y the introduction of
new forces. Thus the influence of Holland
and of Bpain is much diminished. DBut
are Holland and Spain poorer than form-
erly? We doubt it. Other countries have
outrun them. But we suspect that they
have been positively, though not rela-
tively, advancing. We suspect that
Holland is richer than when she sent her
navies up the Thames, that Spain is
richer than when a French king was
brought captive to the footstool of Charles
the Fifth,

History is full of the signs of this
natural progress of society. We see in
almost every part of the annals of man-

Sty of ‘kind how the' industry
’mdil:.dua.la. * of individuals, struggling

up against wars, taxes,
famines, conflagrations, mischievous pro-
hibitions, and more mischievous pro-

tections, creates faster than governments |

can squander, and repairs whatever
invaders can destroy. We see the
capital of nations increasing, and all the
arts of life approaching nearer and nearer
to perfection, in spite of the grossest cor-
ruption and the wildest profusion on the
part of rulers.

The present moment is one of great

distrese. But how small will that dis-|

tress appear when we think over the
history of the last forty years; a war,
compared with which all other wars sink
into insignificance ; taxation, such as the
most heavily taxed people of former

times could not have conceived ; a debt |
larger than all the public debts that ever |

existed in the world added together ; the
food of the people studiously rendered
dear ; the currency imprudently debased,
and imprudently restored. Yet is the
country rer than in
R and T 17907 We firmly believe

" that, in spite of all the mis-
government of her rulers, she has been
almost constantly becoming richer and

| would run

Southey.

richer. Now and then there has been a
stoppage, now and then a short retro-

gression ; but as to the general tendency |,

there can be no doubt. A single breaker

may regedﬂ; but the tide is evidently

coming in,

If we were to prophesy that in the year
1930 a population of fifty millions, better
fed, clad, and lodged than the English of
our time, will cover these islands, that
Sussex and Huntingdonshire will be
wealthier than the wealthiest parts of
the West Riding of Yorkshire now are,
that cultivation, rich as that of a flower-
garden, will be carried up to the very
tops of Ben Nevis and Helvellyn, that
machines constructed on principles yet
undiscovered, will be in every house,
that there will be no highways but rail-

| roads, no travelling but by steam, that

our debt, vast as it seems to us, will
appear to our great-grandchildren a
trifling incumbrance, which might easily
be paid off in a year or two, many people
would think us insane. We prophesy
nothing ; but this we say : If any person
had told the Parliament which metin per-
plexity and terror after the crash in 1720
that in 1830 the wealth of England would
surpass all their wildest dreams, that the
annual revenue would equal the principal
of that debt which they considered as an
intolerable burden, that for one man of ten
thousand pounds then living there would
be five men of fifty thousand pounds,
that London would be twice as large and
twice as populous, and that nevertheless
the rate of mortality would have dimi-
nished to one-half of what it then was,
that the post-office would bring more into
the exchequer than the excise and
customs had brought in together under
Charles the Second, that stage-coaches
from London to York in
twenty-four hours, that men would =sail
without wind, and would be beginning to
i-lide without oraeg, 01151 ancestors would

ave given as much credit
to the prediction as they A;m

ave to Gulliver’s Travels.

et the prediction would have been
true ; and they would have perceived that
it was not altogether lel]Jg, if they had
considered that the country was then
raising every year a sum which would
have purchased the fee-simple of the
revenue of the Plantagenets, ten times
what supported the government of Eliza-
beth, three times w 2Inthﬂ‘hmoo£
Oliver Cromwell, had th%ht in-
tolerably oppressive. To almost all men

i . e TS
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the state of things under which they have
been used to live seems to be the neces-
sary state of things, We bave heard
it said that filve per cent. is the natural
interest of money, that twelve is the
natural number of a jury, that forty
shillings 1s the natural qualification of a
county voter. Hence it is that, though
in every age everybody knows that up

to his own time progres-
&fmt siveimprovement been
" taking place,nobodyseems

to reckon on any improvement during the
next generation. e cannot absolutely
prove that those are in error who tell us
that society has reached a turning goint,
that we have seen our best days. Dut so
gaid all who came before us, and with just
as much apparent reason. “ A million a

ear will beggar us,” said the patriots of

640. “Two millions a year will grind
the country to powder,” was the cry in
1660, * Six millions a year, and a debt
of fifty millions | ” exclaimed Swift ; “the

igh allies have been the ruin of wus.”
“ A bundred and forty millions of debt !”
said Junius ; “ well may we say that we
owe Lord Chatham more than we shall
ever pl?r,if we owe him such a load as
this.” “ Two hundred and forty millions
of debt!"” cried all the statesmen of 1783
ih chorus; “what abilities, or what
economy on the part of a miuister, can
save a country so burdened?” Weknow
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that if, since 1783, no fresh debt had been
incurred, the increased resources of the
country would have enabled us to defray
that debt at which Pitt, Fox, and Burke
stood aghast, nay, to defray it over and
over again,and that with much lighter
taxation than what we have actually
borne. On what principle is it that,
when we see nothing but improvement
behind us, we are to expect nothing but
deterioration before us?

It is not by the intermeddling of Mr.
Sautheys’a ido 1 the Emniacient and omni-
potent State, but by the
prudence and energy of m:n?rg“d
the people, that Eogland e
has hitherto been carried forward in
civilization ; and it is to the same pru-
dence and the same energy that we now
look with comfort and good hope. Our
rulers will best promote the improvement
of the nation by strictly confininz them-
selves to their own legitimate duties, by
leaving capital to find its most lucrative
course, commodities their fair price
industry and intelligence their nat
reward, idleness and folly their natural
punishment, by maintaining peace, by
defending property, by diminishing the
price of law, and by observing strict
economy in every department of the
state. t the Government do this: the
People will assuredly do the rest, .

| e

NOTE.

In our review
Northumberland Household DBook.

Northumberland family had, contrary to our statement
: Hume, who has mly enough stated the consump-

twenticth part of what it really was, We think

led into a mistake on this subject by

tion of wheat in the establishment at only a

of Dr. Bouthey’s Colloquies there is (No. 50, p. 557) an error the
It appears from that record that the sarvants

the
bread with their meat. We were

it right to mention this inaccuracy, though it does not materially affect our arguwent,
This note appearcd in the Fdinburgh Review, vol, 6L,
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(EpINBURGH REVIEW, APRIL, 1830.)

1. The Omnipresence of the Deity: a Poem. By RoBERT MONT-

GOMERY.

London : 1830.

THE wise men of antiquity loved to con-
vey instruction under the covering of
apologue ; and though this practice is
generally thought childish, we shall make
no apology for adopting it on the %resent
occasion. A generation which has bought
eleven editions of a poem by Mr. Robert
Montgomery may well condescend to
listen to a fable of Pilpay.

A pious Brahmin, it is written, made a
vow that on a certain day he would sacri-
fice a sheep, and on the appointed
morning he went forth to buy one. There
lived in his neighbourhood three rogues
who knew of his vow and laid a scheme
for profiting by it. The %rnt Ezet him

and said, “ Oh, Brahmin,

AP{I"]’;;“ wilt thou buy a sheep? 1

Vil have one fit for sacrifice.”
“1t is for that very purpose,” said the
holy man, “that I come forth this day.”
Then the impostor opened a bag, and
brought out of it an unclean beast, an
ugly dog, lame and blind. Thereon the
B in cried out, “ Wretch, who touchest

things impure, and utterest things untrue,
callest thou that cur a sheep ?” “ Truly,’
answered the other, “ it is a sheep of the
finest fleece, and of the sweetest flesh.
Oh, Brahmin, it will be an offering most
acceptable to the gods.” “ Friend,” said
the Brahmin, “either thou or I must be
blind.”

Just then one of the accomplices came

Eleventh Edition,

3. Satan: @ Poem. By RoBERT MONTGOMERY.

= ==

London : 1830,
Second Edition.

new comer, “take heed what thou dost ;
this is no sheep, but an unclean car.’
“Oh, Brahmin,” said the new comer,
“thou art drunk or mad!”

At this time the third confederate drew
near. “ Let us ask this man,” said the
Brahmin, “ what the creature is, and I
will stand by what he shall A
say.” To this the others E;‘;g;”m
agreed ; and the Brahmin

called out, “ Oh, stranger, what dost thou
call this beast ?” “Surely, oh, Brahmin,”
said the knave, “it is a fine sheep.”
 Then the Brahmin said, “ Surely the gods

have taken away my senses,” and he
asked pardon of him who carried the dog,
and bought it for a measure of rice and a
pot of ghee, and offered it up to the gods,
who, being wroth at this unclean sacrifice,
smote him with a sore disease in all his
joints,

Thus, or nearly thus, if we remember
rightly, runs the story of the Sanscrit
Aisop. The moral, like the moral of
every fable that is worth the telling, lies
on the surface. The writer evidently
means to caution us against the practices
of puffers, a class of people who have
more than once talked the public into the
most absurd errors, but who surely never
played a more curious or a more difficult
trick than when they passed Mr. Robert

| Montgomery off upon the world as a
great poet,

up. “Praiced be the gods,” said this{ In an age in which there are so few
second rogue, “that I have been saved | readers that a writer cannot subsist on
the trouble of going to the market for a | the sum arising from the sale of hias
sheep ! This is such a sheep as I wanted, works, no man who has not an independ-

For much wilt thou sell it?” When | ent fortune can devote himself to literary
the Brahmin heard this, his mind waved | pursuits, unless he is assisted by

to and fro, like one swinging in the air | age. In such an age, accordin y, men
at » holy festival, “BSir,” said he to the letters too often pass their lives in

1 e R, =1 |
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Mr. Robert Montgomery.

dangling at the heels of the wealthy and
powerful ; and all fthe faults which
dependence tends to produce, pass into
their character. They become the para-
sites and slaves of the great. It is
melancholy to think how many of the
highest and most exquisitely formed of
human intellects have been condemned
to the ignominious labour of disposing
the commonplaces of adulation in new
forms and brightening them into new
eplendonr. Horace invoking Augustus
in the most enthusiastic language of

religions veneration, Statius flattering a
tyrant, and the minion of
a tyrant, for a morsel of
bread, Ariosto versifying
the whole genealogy of a niggardly
patron, Tasso extolling the heroic
virtues of the wretched creature who
locked him up in a mad-house, these are
but & few of the instances which might
easily be given of the degradation to
which those must submit who, not pos-
sessing a competent fortune, are resolved
to write when there are scarcely any

who read,
This evil the progress of the human

il

mind tends to remove. As a taste for
books becomes more and more common,
the patronage of individaals becomes less
and less necessary. In the earlier part
of the last century a marked change took
place, The tone of literary men, both in
this couantry and in France, became
Lhigher and more independent. Pope
Lateraey teme 50150 B35 e e U
raised. P -

| “pleased by manly ways ;
he derided the soft dedications with
which Halifax had been fed, asserted his
own superiority over the pensioned
Boilean, and gloried in being not the
follower, but the friend, of nobles and
princes. The explanation of all this 1s
very simple. Pope was the first English-
man who, by the mere sale of his writings,
realised a sum which enabled him to live
in comfort and in perfect independence,
Johnson extols him for the magnanimity
which he showed in inscribing his Iliad
not to a minister or a r, but to Con-
reve. In our time this would scarcely
a subject for praise. Nobody i3 as-
tonished when Mr. Moore pays a compli-
ment of this kind to Sir Walter Scott, or
Sir Walter Scott to Mr. Moore,. ‘i:ha
idea of either of those gentlemen looking
out for some lord who would be likely to

ve him a few guineas in return for a
dtdimﬁognmnmhu‘hably in-
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congruous, Yet this is exactly what
Dryden or Otway would have done; and
it would be bhard to blame them for it,
Otway is said to have been choked with
a piece of bread which he devoured in
the rage of hunger; and, whether this
story be true or false, he was beyond all
question miserably poor. Dryden, at
near seventy, when at the head of the
literary men of England, without equal
or second, received three hundred pounds
for his Fables, a collection of ten thou-
sand verses, and of such verses as no
man then living, except himself, could
have produced. Pope, at thirty, had
laid up between six and seven thousand
pounds, the fruits of his poetry. It was
not, we suspect, because he had a higher
spirit or a more scrupulous conscience
than his predecessors, but because he had
a larger income, that he kept up the
dignity of the literary character so much
better than they had done.

From the time of Pope to the present
day the readers have been constantly
becoming more and more numerous, and
the writers, consequently, more and more
independent. It is assuredly a great evil
that men, fitted by their talents and
acquirements to enlighten and charm the
world, should be reduced to the necessity
of flattering wicked and foolish patrons
in return for the sustenance of life, Bu
though we heartily rejoice that this e
is removed, we cannot but see with con-
cern that another evil has succeeded to
it. The public is now the patron, and a
most liberal patron. All that the rich
and powerful bestowed on authors from
the time of Msecenas to that of Harley

would not, we apprebend, o ., -

make up a sum equal to
that wh?ch has been paid Pi—

by English booksellers to authors during

the last thirty years. Men of letters

have accordingly ceased to court in-

dividnals, and have begun to counrt the
ublic. They formerly used flattery.
hey now use puffing.

Vv;hether the old or the new vice be
the worse, whether those who formerly
lavished insincere praise on others, or
those who now contrive by every art of
beggary and bribery to stun the-public
with praises of themselves, disgrace their
vocation the more deeply, we shall not

to decide. But of this we are

attempt

sure, tiatitishighﬁmetomak!am
agaimt the new trickery. The puffing
of books is now so shamefully and so
successfully carried on that it is the
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duty of all who are anxious for the
purity of the national taste, or for the
honour of the literary character, to join
in discountenancing the practice. All
the pens that ever were employed 1o
magnifying Bish’s lucky office, Romanis’s
fleecy hosiery, Packwood’s razor strops,
and Rowland’s Kalydor, all the placard-
bearers of Dr. Eady, all the wall-chalkers
of Day and Martin, seem to have taken
service with the poets and novelists of
this generation. Devices, which in the
lowest trades are considered as disreput-
able, are adopted without scruple, and
improved upom with a
D;:ﬁ::;bla despicable ingenuity, by
" people engaged in a pur-
guit which never was and never will be
considered as a mere trade by any man
of honour and virtue. A butcher of the
" higher class disdains to ticket his meat.
- A mercer of the higher class would be
ashamed to hang up papers in his window
inviting the passers-by to look at the
stock of a bankrupt, all of the first
nality, and going for half the value.
e expect some reserve, some decent
ride, in our hatter and our boot-maker.
%ut no artifice by which notoriety can
be obtained is thought too abject for a
man of letters.
It is amusing to think over the history
of most of the publications which hlave
had a run during the last
pMo:ra few years. The pub-
* lisher is often the pub-
lisher of some periodical work. In this
periodical work the first flourish of
trumpets ie sounded. The peal is then
echoed and re-echoed by all the other
iodical works over which the pub-
her, or the author, or the author’s
coterie, may have any influence. The
newspapers are for a fortnight filled with
guﬂa of all the wvarious kinds which
heridan recounted, direct, oblique, and
collusive. Bometimes the praise is laid
on thick for simple-minded people.
- Pathetic;:' “ gublime,” *‘splendid,”
“ graceful,” “ brilliant wit,” *“exquisite
humour,” and other phrases equally flat-
tering, fall in a shower as thick and as
sweet as the sugar-plums at a Roman
carnival. Sometimes greater art is used.
A ginecure has been offered to the writer
if he would suppress his work, or if he
would even soften down a few of his
incomparable portraits. A distinguished
military and political character has
challenged the Inimitable satirist of the
vices of the great; and the puffer is glad

Montgomenry.

to learn that the parties have been bound
over to keep the peace. Sometimes it is
thought expedient that the puffer should
| put on a grave face, and utter his pane-
gyric in the form of admonition. * Such
attacks on private character cannot be
too much condemned. Even the exuber-
| ant wit of our author, and the irresistible
power of his withering sarcasm, are no
excuses for that utter disregard which
he manifests for the feelings of others.
We cannot but wonder that a writer of
such transcendent talents, a writer who
is evidently no stranger to the kindly
charities and sensibilities of our nature,
|should show so little tenderness to the
foibles of noble and distinguished indivi-
duals, with whom it is clear, from every
| page of his work, that he must have
been constantly mingling in society.”
| These are but tame and feeble imitations
| of the paragraphs with which the dailr
papers are filled whenever an attorney’s
clerk or an apothecary’s assistant under-
takes to tell the public in bad English
and worse French, how people tie their
neckcloths and eat their dinners in Gros-
venor Square. The editors of the higher
and more respectable newspapers usually
prefix the words *“ Advertisement,” or
“From a Correspondent,”’ to such para-
ecraphs. But this makes little difference.
The panegyric is extracted, and the
| significant heading omitted. The fulsome
eulogy makes 1its appearance on the
covers of all the Reviews and Magazines,
with Times or Globe affixed, though the
editors of the Times and the Globe have
no more to do with it than with Mr.
Goss’s way of making old rakes young
again,
That people who live by personal
slander should practise these arts is not

surprising. Those who stoop to write
calumnious books may

well stoop to puff them ; Oonte::ftlblo
and that the basest of all

trades should be carried on in the basest
of all manners is quite proper and as it
should be. But how any man who has
the least self-respect, the least regard for
his own personal dignity, can condescend
to persecute the public with this Rag-
fair importunity, we do not understand.
Extreme poverty may, indeed, in some
degree, be an excuse for employing these
shifts, as it may be an excuse for steal-
ing a leg of mutton. But we really
think that a man of epirit and delicacy
would quite as soon satisfy his wants in
the one way as in the other,

i —-r.mﬁm;m.“ R
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It is no excuse for an author that the
praises of journalists are procured by the
money or influence of his publishers, and
not by his own. It is his business to
take esuch precautions as may prevent
others from doing what must degrade
him. It is for his honour as a gentle-
man, and, if he is really a man of talents,
it will eventually be for his honour and
interest as a writer, that his works should
A come before the public

N erits | recommended by their

own merits alone, and
should be discussed with perfect freedom.
If his objects be really such as he may
own without shame, he will find that they
will, in the long run, be better attained
by suffering the voice of criticism to be
fairly heard. At present we too often
see a writer attempting to obtain literary
fame as Shakspeare’s usurper obtains
sovereignty. The publisher plays Duck-
ingham to the aut;Em:'a Richard. Some
few creatures of the conspiracy are dexter-
ously disposed here and there in the
crowd., Itis the business of these hire-
lings to throw up their caps, and clap
their hands, and utter their vivas. The
rabble at first stare and wonder, and at
last join in shouting for shouting’s sake ;
and thus a crown is placed on a head
which bhas no right to it, by the huzzas
of a few servile dependents,

The opinion of the great body of the
reading public is very materially influ-
enced even by the unsupported assertions
of those who assume a right to criticize.
Nor is the public altogether to blame on
this account. Most even of those who
have really a great enjoyment in reading
are in the same state, with respect to a
book, in which & man who has never
given particular attention to the art of

ting is with res to a picture.
very man who has the least sensibility
or imagination derives a certain pleasure
from pictures. Yet a man of the highest
and finest intellect might, unless he had
formed his taste by contemplating the
best pictures, be easily persuaded by a
knot of connoisseurs that the worst daub
in Somerset House was a miracle of art.
If he deserves to be laughed at, it is not
for his ignorance of pictures, but for his

ignorance of men. He knows that there
is a delicacy of taste in

m: painting which he does
that he can-

not
not discriminate hands, as practised
judges can, that he is not fa with
the finest models, that he has never
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looked at them with close attention, and
that, when the general effect of a piece
has pleased him or displeased him, he has
never troubled himself to ascertain why.
When, therefore, people, whom he thinks
more competent to judge than himself,
and of whose sincerity he entertains no
doubt, assure him that a particular work
18 exquisitely beautiful, he takes it for
ted that they must be in the right.

e returns to the examination, resolves
to find or imagine beauties; and, if he
can work himself up into something like

| admiration, he exults in his own pro-

F

ficiency.

Just such is the manner in which nine
readers out of ten judge of a book. They
are ashamed to dislike what men who
speak as having authority declare to be
good. At present, however contemptible
a poem or a novel may be, there is not
the least diffculty in aflrmring favour-
able notices of it from all sorts of publica-
tions, daily, weekly, and monthly. In
the meantime, little or nothing is said
on the other side. The author and the
publisher are interested in crying up the
book. Nobody has any very strong in-
terest in crying it down. Those who
are best fitted to guide the public opinion
think it beneath them to e mere
nonsense, and comfort themselves by
reflecting that such popularity cannot
last. This contemptuous lenity has been
carried too far., It is perfectly true that
reputations which have been forced into
an uannatural bloom fade almost as soon
as they have expanded ; nor have we
any apprehensions that puffing will ever
raise any scribbler to the rank of a
classic, It is indeed amusing to turn
over some late volumes of periodical
works, and tl?s see ht:vhrm many immortal

roductions have, withi
£ few months, been m

thered to the Poems of “puffing,
lackmore and the novels
of Mrs. Behn; how many “profound
views of human nature,” and “exquisite
delineations of fashionable manners,”

and “vernal, and sunny, and reﬂuﬂlx
thoug ts{” and “ high ‘E‘%ﬁ
“ ~ ” o 6 |

young breathings,” and “ emb
and “ pinings,” and * lmngm

the beauty of the universe,”

mounies which dj::olﬂ the
ionate sense

gi?;, ” the world has contri

Thabnmu io: the :aohmmghn =
are buried as dee vion
name of the bn.llsﬂl' of Stonehenge.
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Some of the well
- novels of the last hold the

| flown for the merits of Don Quixote, will,
. we have mo doub

. eighteen hundred and thirty-one. But,

though we have no apprehension that

puffing will ever confer permanent re-
putation on the undeserving, we still
think its influence most pernicious. Men
of real merit will, if they persevere,
at last reach the station to which the
are entitled, and intruders will be ejected
with contempt and derision. But it is
no small evil that the avenues to fame
should be blocked up by a swarm of

noisy, pushing, elbowing pretenders, who,
though they will not ultimately be able
to make good their own entrance, hinder,
in the meantime, those who have a right
to enter. All who will not disgrace
themselves by joining in the unseemly
gcuffle must expect to be at first hustled
and shouldered back. Some men of
talents, accordingly, turn away in de-
jection from pursmits in which success
appears to bear no proportion to desert.
Others employ in self-defence the means
'bg which competitors, far inferior to
themselves, appear for a time to obtain
a decided advantage. There are few who
have sufficient confidence in their own
powers and sufficient elevation of mind
to wait with secure and contemptunous
patience, while dunc= after dunce presses
before them. Those who will not stoo
to the baseness of the modern fashion
are too often discouraged. Those who
do stoop to it are always degraded.

We have of late observed with great
pleasure some symptoms which lead us
to hope that respectable literary men of
all parties are beginning to be impatient

Ahaliiog of o of this insufferable nui

syl sance. And we purpose
< " to do what in us lies for

the abating of it. We do not think that
we can more usefully assist in this good
work than by showing our honest country-
men what that sort of poetry is which
puffing can drive through eleven editions,
and how easily any bellman might, if a
bellman would stoop to the necessary
degree of meann become “a master
spirit of the age.” e bave no enmity
to Mr. Robert Montgomery. We know
nothing whatever about him, except
what we have learned from his books,
and from the

rtrait prefixed to one of
them, in whi

he appears to be doing

puffed fashionable

pastry of the
present year; and others, which are now

. extolled in language almost too high-

t, line the trunks of

Montgomery.

his very best to look like a man of genius
and sensibility, though with less.success
than his strenuous exertions deserve. We
select him, because his works have re-
ceived more enthusiastic praise, and have
deserved more unmixed contempt, than
any which, as far as our knowledge ex-
tends, have appeared within the last
three or four years. His writing bears
the same relation to poetry which a
Turkey carpet bears to a picture. There
are colours in the Turkey carpet out of

y | which a picture might be made. There

are words in Mr. Montgomery's verses
which, when disposed in certain orders
and combinations, have made, and will
again make, good poetry. But, as they
now stand, they seem to be put together
| on principle in such a manner as to give
no image of anything “in the heavens
above, or in the earth beneath, or in the
waters under the earth.”
| _ The poem on the Omnipresence of the

Deity commences with a description of
I the creation, in which we

can find only one thought The Omni-
which has the least pre- pti?aﬂ:ﬁ;:‘

tension to ingenuity, and

| that one thought is stolen from Dryden,
| and marred in the stealing,—

‘ Last, softly beautiful, as music’s close,
I Angelic woman into being rose,”

The all-pervading influence of the
‘ Supreme Being is then described in a few
tolerable lines borrowed from Pope, and

p |2 great many intolerable lines of Mr.,

Robert Montgomery’s own. The follow-

ing may stand as a specimen,—

““But who could trace Thine wunrestricted
course,

Though Fancy follow’d with immortal force ?
There'’s not a blossom fondled by the breeze,
There’s not a fruit that beautifies the

There’s not a particle in the sea or air,

But pature owns thy plastic influence there !
With fearful gaze, still be it mine to see
How all is fill'd and vivified by Thee :

Upon thy mirror, earth’s majestic view,

To paint Thy Presence, and to feel it too.”

The last twci{lrinei cgntali an excellent
specimen of Mr. Robert Montgomery’s
Turkey-carpet style of writing. %e
majestic view of earth is the mirror of
God’s presence ; and on this mirror Mr,
Robert Montgomery paints God's pre-
sence. The use of a mirror, we submit,
1s not to be painted upon. '

A few more lines, as bad as those which
we have quoted, bring z.hjm of the
‘most amusing instances y pilfer-
ing which we remember, It be of

Sl b b R i
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use to plagiarists to know, as a general
rule, that what th;y steal is, to empl?

a phrase common in ad-
Flaglarism. o tisements of no use to
any but the right owner, We never fell
in, however, with any plunderer who so
little understood how to turn his booty
to good account as Mr., Montgomery.
Lord Byron, in a passage which every-
body knows by heart, has said, addressing
the sea,—

““* Time writes no wrinkle on thine azure brow.”

Mr. Robert Montgomery very coolly ap-
propriates the image, and reproduces the
stolen goods in the following form,—

“ And thou, vast Oocean, on whose awful face
Time’s iron feet can print no ruin-trace.”

So may such ill-got gains ever prosper |

The effect which the QOcean produces
on Atheists is then described in the
following lofty lines,—

“ Oh | never did the dark-soul'd ArHE1sT 8tand,
And watch the breakers boiling on thestrand,
And, while Creation stagger’d at his nod
Mock the dread presence of the mighty God |
We hear Him in the wind-heaved ocean’s roar,
Hurling her billowy erags upon the shore ;
We hear Him in the riot of the blast,

And shake, while rush the raving whirlwinds

past |

It Mr. Robert Montgomery's genius
were not far too free and aspiring to be
shackled by the rules of syntax, we
should suppose that it is at the nod of
the Atheist that creation shudders, and
that it is this same dark-souled Atheist
who hurls billowy crags upon the shore.

A few more lines bring us to another
instance of unprofitable theft. Sir Walter

Scott has these lines in the Lord of the

Isles,—

““ The dew that on the violet lies,
Mocks the dark lustre of thine eyes.”

This is pretty taken separately, and, as
is always the case with the gc_)oci things
of good writers, much prettier in its
place than can even be conceived by those
who see it only detached from the con-
text. Now for Mr. Montgomery,—

““ And the bright dew.bead on the bramble

mmm rapture upon beauty’s eyes,”
The comparison of a violet, bright with
the dew, to a woman's eyes 1s as perfect
as a comparison can be,
Bir Walter g, Walter's lines are
poats, art of a song addressed

to a woman, and the com is there-
fore ly natural and graceful.
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Dew on a bramble is no more like a
woman’s eyes, than dew anywhere else.
There is a very pretty Eastern tale of
which the fate of plagiarists often reminds
us, The slave of a magician saw his
master wave his wand, and heard him
give orders to the spirits who arose at the
summons. He accordingly stole the
wand, and waved it himself in the air;
but he had not observed that his master
used the left hand for that purpose.
The epirit thus irregularly summoned
tore sie thief to piecesinstead of obeying
his orders, There are very few who can
safely venture to conjure with the rod of
Sir Walter ; and Mr. Robert Montgomery
1s not one of them.

Mr. Camibell. in one of his most pleas-
ing pieces, has this line,—

‘‘ The sentinel stars set their watch in the sky.”

The thought is good, and has a ve
striking propriety where Mr. Camp
has placed it, in the mouth of a soldier
telling his dream. But, though Shaks-
peare assures us that * every true man’s
apparel fits your thief,” it is by no
mlgans the case,:ills we have Poet's
already seen, that every
true poet’s similitude fits Wi,
your plagiarist. Let us see how Mr.
Robert Montgomery uses the image,—

“ Yo guenchless stars | g0 eloquently bright,
Untroubled sentries of the shadowy night,
While half the world is lappd in downy

dreams,
And round the lattice creep your midnight

beams,
How sweet to gaze upon your placid eyes,

In lambent beauty looking from the skies.”

Certainly the ideas of eloquen of
untronbled repose, of placid eyes, of the
lambent beauty on which it is sweet to
gaze, harmonize admirably with the idea
of a sentry.

We would not be understood, however,
to say, that Mr. Robert Mgntgom&r‘i
cannot make similitudes for himself
very few lines farther on, we find one
which has every mark of 431’13111311#&31'f and
on which, we will be bound, none of the
poets whom he has plundered will ever
think of making reprisals,—

| * The soul, aspi pants its source to mosnt,

As streams meander level with their fount.”

Wﬂtakalflhju’hm'be,?ﬁm whole, the
worst similitude 1n t Sraandied
world, In the first place, .- 3 mounting.
no stream meanders, orcan

ibly meander, level with its fount
En the next place, if streams did mes
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level with their founts, nc two motions

Mr. Robert Montgomenry.

How the descriptions are executed our

can be less like each other than that | readers are probably by this time able to

of meandering level and that of mounting
upwards.

We have then an apostrophe to the
Deity, couched in terms which, in any
writer who dealt in meanings, we should
call profane, but to which we suppose

Mr. Robert Montgomery attaches no idea
whatever.

- Yauil pause and think, within one fleeting
our,
How vast a universe obeys Thy power:
Unseen, but felt, Thine interfused control
Works in each atom, and pervades the whole !
ds the blossom, and erects the tree,
Conducts each vapour, and commands each

fed,
Beams in each ray, bids whirlwinds be un-

furl’d,

conjecture. The battle is made up of the
battles of all ages and nations : “ red-
mouthed cannons, uproaring to the clouds,”
and *“hands grasping firm the glittering
shield.” The only military operations of
which this part of the poem reminds us
are those which reduced the Abbey of
Quedlinburgh to submission, the Templar
with his cross, the Austrian and Prus-
slan grenadiers in full

uniform, and Curtius and oﬁl:rq:ttifgs.
Dentatus with their bat-

tering-ram. We ought not to pass un-

noticed the slain war-horse, who will no
more

‘“ Roll his red eye, and rally for the fight ;”

Unrols the thunder, and upheaves a world | | OF the slain warrior who, while, “lying

No field-preacher surely ever carried
his irreverent familiarity so far as to bid
the Bupreme Being stop and meditate

on the importance of the
Bpofngl °f interests which are under
¢ His care. The grotesque
indecency of such an address throws into
shade the subordinate absurdities of the

passage, the unfurling of whirlwinds, the |

unrolling of thunder, and the upheaving
of worlds.

Then comes a curious specimen of our
poet’s English —

“Yet not alone created realms engage
Thy faultless wisdom, grand, primeval sage !
For all the thronging woes to life allied,
Thy mercy tempers, and Thy cares provide,”

We should be glad to know what the

on his bleeding breast,” contrives to
" stare ghastly and grimly on the skies.”
As to this last exploit, we can only say,
as Dante did on a similar occasion,—

‘““ Forse per forza gia di’ parlasia
Si stravolse cosi alcun del tutto:
Ma 1o nol vidi, né credo che sia.”

The tempest is thus described,—

‘““ But lo! around the marsh’lling clouds unite,
Like thick battalions halting for the fight ;
The sun sinks back, the tem irits sweep
Fierce through the air, and flutter on the

deep,
Till from their caverns rush the maniac blasts

Tear the loose sails, and split the creaking
masts,

And the lash’d billows, rolling in & train,
Rear their white heads, and race along the
mam ! y

What, we should like to know, is the

word “For ” means here. If it is a pre- difference between the two operations

position, it makes nonsense of the words,

which Mr. Robert Montgomery so accu-

“Thy mercy tempers.” If it is an ad. | rately distinguishes from each other, the

verb, it makes nonsense of the words,
“Thy cares provide.”

These beauties we have taken, almost |

at random, from the first part of the
. The second part is a series of
descriptions of various events, a battle, a

murder, an execution, a
A W marriage, a funeral and so
forth. Mr. Robert Mont-
go terminates each of these descrip-
tions by aseuring us that the Deity was

fierce sweeping of the tempest-spirits
through the air, and the rushing of the
maniac blasts from their caverns? And
why does the former operation end ex-
actly when the latter commences ?

e cannot stop over each of Mr. Robert
Montgomz’y’s descriptions. We have a
shipwrecked sailor, who “ visions a view-
less temple in the air;” a murderer who
stands on a heath, “ with ashy lips, in
cold convulsion spread ;" a pious man, to

present at the battle, murder, execution, whom, as he lies in bed at night,—

marriage, or funeral in question. And

this preposition, which might be safely

predicated of every event that ever ha
or ever will hap

tions with the subject or with each
other

pen, forms the | a traveller, who loses his
only link which connects these descrip- | the thickness of the *

*“ The panorama of past life a
Warms his pare mind, m it into
tears ;"'

sud batialion,

and the want of “ heaven lamps, to beam
their holy light.” We have a descrip-
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tion of a convicted felon, stolen from
that incamparlgza pamgah iz Cmbbﬁl’a

rough, which has made
SRR S, many gu rongh and cyni-
cal reader cry like a child. We can,
however, conscientionsly declare that
persong of the most excitable sensibility
may safely venture upon Mr. Robert
Montgomery's version. Then we have
the “ poor, mindless, pale-faced maniac

boy,” who

" Rolls his vacant eve
To greet the glowing fancies of the sky.”

What are the glowing fancies of the
sky? And what is the meaning of the
two lines which almost immediately
follow ?

“ A soulless thing, a spirit of the woods,
He loves to comumune with the flelds and
ﬂ ]: :Il e

How can a soulless thing be a spirit?
Then comes a panegyric on the Sunday.
A baptism follows ; after that a marriage:
and we then pr in due course, to the
visitation of the sick, and the burial of the
dead,

Often as Death has been personified,

Mr. Montgomery has found something
new to say about him,

“ O Death ! thou dreadless vanquisher of earth,
The elements shrank blasted at thy birth !
Careering round the world like tempest wind,
Martyrs before, and victims strew’d behind ;
Ages on ages cannot grapple thee,

Dragging the world into eternity ! "

If there be any one line in this passage
about which we are more in the dark than
about the rest, it cilﬂ ﬂl::he fourth. ;ﬂ;at

the difference may be be-

“md tween the victims and the

martyrs, and why the mar-

tyrs are to lie before Death, and the

victims behind him, are to us great
mysteries. :

We now come to the third part, of
which we may say with honest Cassio,
“ Why, this is a more excellent song than
the other.” Mr. Robert Montgomery 1s
very severe on the infidels, and undertakes
to prove, that, as he elegantly expresses
it,—

“ One great enchanter helm'd the harmonious

whole."”

What an enchanter has to do with helm-
ing, or what a helm has to do with har-
wmony, he does not explain. He proceeds
vhh‘hnrgmtthm.—
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““ And dare men dream that dismal Chance has
framed

All that the eye perceives, or tongue has
- named ;
o

spacious world, and all its wonders, born
Designless, self-created, and forlorn ;

Like to the flashing bubbles on a stream,
Fire from the , or phantom in adream?”

We should be sorry to stake our faith in
a higher Power on Mr. Robert Mont-
igo:}:lmry'u lolfic. lHe il:lform us that
ightning is designless an

self-created. If he thinks Thuw

g0 we cannot conceive why

he may not believe that the whole uni-
verre 13 designless and self-created. A
few lines before, he tells us that it is the
Deity who bids “ thunder rattle from the
skyey deep.” His theory is therefore
this, that God made the thunder, but that
the lightning made itself,

But Mr. Robert Montgomery's meta-
physics are not at present our game. He
proceeds to set forth the fearful effects
of Atheism.

““ Then, blood-stain’d Murder, bare thy hideous
arm,
And thou, Rebellion, welter in thy storm :
Awake, ye spirits of avenging crime ;
Burst fm::u your bonds, and battle with the
time !

Mr. Robert Montgomery is fond of
personification, and belongs, we need not
say, to that school of poets who hold that
nothing more is necessary to a personifi-
cation in poetry than to begin a word
with a capital letter. Murder may, with-
out impropriety, bare her arms at she did
long agcﬁ 1n = Camp}l))elzll's Pleasures of
Hope. But what possible _
mnEi?re Rebellion can have mf
for weltering in her storm,
wh. % avenging crime may be, who its
spints may be, why they should burst
from their bonds, what their bonds may
be, why they should battle with the time,
what the time may be, and what a battle
between the time and the spirits of aveng-
ing crime would resemble, we must
confess ourselves quite unable to under-

stand,

““ And here let Memory turn her tearful glance
On the dark horrors of tumultuous France,

When blood and bhaphemydﬂldlm‘hﬁa
And fierce Rebellion shook her savage hand.

Whether Rebellion shakes her own hand,
shakes the hand of Memory, or shakes the
hand of France, or what any one of these
three metaphors mean, we know
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po more than we know what is the sense |
of the following passage,—

“ Lot the foul orgies of infuriate crime |
Picture the raging havoc of that time,
When leagued Rebellion march’d to kindle
man,
Fright in her rear, and Murder in her van,
And thou, sweet flower of Austria,slaunghter’d

Queen,
Who dropp’d no tear upon the dreadful scene
When gung'd the life-blood from thine a.ugei
f

orm,

And martyr'd beauty perish'd in the storm,
Once worshipp'd paragon of all who saw,
Thy look obedience, and thy smile a law.”

What is the distinction between the foul
orgies and the raging havoc which the
foul orgies are to picture? Why does
Fright go behind Rebellion, and Murder
before? Why should not Murder fall be- |
hind Fright? Or why should not all the
three walk abreast? We have read of a
hero who had,—
“ Amazement in his van, with flight combined,
And Sorrow’s faded form, and Solitude
behind."”
Gray, we suspect, could bave given a
reason for disposing the allegorical at-
tendants of Edward thus. But to pro-
ceed, “ Flower of Austria” is stolen from
Byron. “Dropp'd” is false English.
“ Perish'd in the storm’ means nothing
at all ; and “thy look obedience ” means
the very reverse of what Mr. Robert
Montgomery intends to say.

Our poet then proceeds to demonstrate |

the immortality of the soul,—

* And shall the soul, the fount of reason, die,
When dust and darkness round its temple liie?
Did God breathe in it no ethereal fire,
Dimless and quenchless, though the breath

expire?”

The =oul is a fountain ; and therefore 1t

is not to die, though dust and darkness

lie round its t.elf:?ple,h because an ethereal
re has been breathed

M into it, which cannot be
quenched thoughitsbreath

expire. Is it the fountain, or the temple,

that breathes, and has fire breathed into
it?

Mr. Montgomery apostrophizes the

“ Immortal beacons—eapirits of the just,” —

and describes their employments in
another world, which are to be, it seems,
bathing in light, hearing fiery streams
flow, and riding on living cars of light-
ning. The deathbed of the sceptic is
described with what we suppose is meant

for snergy.

‘“8ee how he shudders at the thought of death,
What doubt and horror hang upon bis breath ;

The ga.lbbe];'mg teeth, glazed eye, and marble

imb,

Shades hgge the tomb, stalk out and stare at
A man as stiff as marble, shuddering and
gibbering violently, would certainly
present so curious a spectacle, that the
shades, if they came in his way, might
well stare. We then bhave the deathbed
of a Christian made as ridiculous as false
imagery and false English can make it.
But this is not enough. Day &t
The Day of Judgment is dgm
to be described, and a SO

roaring cataract of nonsense is poured
forth upon this tremendous subject.
Earth, we are told, is dashed into
Eternity. Furnace blazes wheel round
the horizon, and burst into bright wizard
phantoms., Racing hurricanes unroll and
whirl quivering fire-clouds. The white
waves gallop. Shadowy worlds career
around. The red and raging eye of
Imagination is then forbidden to pry
further. But further Mr. Robert Mont-
gomery persists in prying. The stars
bound through the airy roar. The un-
bosomed deep yawns on the ruin. The
billows of Eternity then begin to advance.
The world glares in fiery slumber. A car
comes forward driven by living thunder.

““ Creation shudders with sublime dismay,
Aud in g blazing tempest whirls away.’

And this is fine poetry! That is what
ranks its writer with the master-spirits
of the age! This is what has been
deseribed, over and over again, in terms
which would require some qualification
if used respecting Paradise Lost! Itis
too much that this patchwork, made by
stitching together old odds and ends of
what, when new, was but tawdliy frippery,
is to be picked off the dunghill on whic
it ought to rot, and to be held up to
admiration as an inestimable specimen of
art. And what must we think of a
system by means of which verses like
tﬁuse which we have quoted, verses fit
only for the poet’s corner of the Mornin
Post, can produce emolument and fame
The circulation of this writer’s poetry
has been greater than that of Southey’s
Roderick, and beyond all comparison
greater than that of

couraged,
favoured the
volume, We have
to the examindtion
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gpnhr ormance that we have none
spare for his Universal Prayer, and his
. smaller poems, which, as

the puffing journals tell

S— us, would alone constitute

a sofficient title to literary immortality.

We shall pass at once to his last publica- |

tion, entitled Satan.

This poem was ushered into the world
with the usual roar of acclamation.
But the thing was now past a joke. Pre-
tensions so unfounded, so impudent, and
80 successful, had aroused a spirit of
resistance, In several magazines and re-

Sai views, accordingly, Satan

has been handled some-

what roughly, and the arts of the puffers
have been exposed with good sense and

spirit. Weshall, therefore, be very concise,
Of the two poems we rather prefer
that on the Omnipresence of the Deity,

for the same reason which induced Sir
Thomas More to rank one bad book
above another, *“ Marry,

Hru'.!.'ho_mu this is somewhat. This

ore's . S otk

oriticiarn, 18 rhyme. But the other
is neither rhyme nor

reason.” Satan is a long soliloquy, which
the Devil pronounces in five or six thou-
sand lines of bad blank verse, concerning
geography, politics, newspapers, fashion-
able society, theatrical amusements, Sir
Walter Scott's novels‘ Lord Byron's
poetry, and Mr., Martin's pictures. The
new designs for Milton have, as was
matural, particularly attracted the atten-
tion of a personage who occupies so
conspicuous a place in them. Mr. Martin
must be pleased to learn that, whatever
may be thought of those performances on
earth, they give full satisfaction in Pan-
demonium, aud that he is there thought
to have hit off the likenesses of the various
Thrones and Denominations very happily.

The motto to the poem of Batan 1s
taken from the Book of Job : “ Whence
comest thou ? From going to and fro in

the earth, and walking up and down in
it."” And certainly Mr. Robert Mont-

gomery has not failed to make his hero | p
g to and fro, and walk up and down. | sorry for it. But at whatever
it

h the exception, bowever, of this
propensity to locomotion, Satan has not
one Satanic quality, Mad Tom had told
us that “ the nce of darkness 13 a

tleman ;” but we had yet to Jearn
Et heis a mpoota.hlund pious gentle-
man, whose ipal fault 18 that he is
something of a twaddle and far too liberal
of his good advice. That happy change
in his character which
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gated and of which Tillotson did not
espair, seems to be rapidly taking place,
Bad habits are not eradi-
cated in a moment, It is m

not strange, therefore, :

that so old an offender should now and
then relapse for a short time into wrong
dispositions, But to give him his due,
as the proverb recommends, we must say

| that he always returns, after two or three

!

Origen antici- | Montgomery.

lines of impiety, to his preachin le.
We would seriously adgise Hr.g ityoﬁt-
gomery to omit or alter about a hundred
lines in different parts of his large volum
and to republish it under the name
“Gabriel,”” The reflections of which it con-
sists would come less absurdly, as far
as there is a more and a less in extreme
absurdity, from a good than a bad angel.
We can afford room only for a single
quotation. We give one taken at random,
neither worse nor better, as far as we can
erceive, than any other equal number of
ines in the book. The Devil goes to the
play, and moralizes thereon as follows,—

“ Music and Pomp their mi spirit shed
Around me ; beautiesin their cloud-like robes

Shine forth,—a scenic Euad.ms , it glares

Intoxication through the reeling sense

Of flush’'d enjoyment. In the motley host

Thro;r&rima gradations may be rank’d : the

To mnﬁt upon the wings of Shakspeare’s
mind,

And win a flash of his Promethean thought,—

To mil;:fnd weep, to WM

A roun passionate o

Attend : the second, are a sensual tribe,

Convened to hear romantic harlots sing,

On forms to banquet a lascivious gaze,

While the bright pe of wanton eyes

Through brain and spirit darts delicious fire ;

The last, a throng most pitiful | who

With their ed figures, rayless glance,

And death-like struggle of decaying age,

Like painted skeletons in charnel pomp

Set forth to satirize the human kind ! —

How fine a prospect for demoniac view!

; creatgiu! whose souls outbalance worlds
awake |’

Methinks I hear a pitying angel cry.”

Here we conclude, If our remarks give
ain to Mr. Robert Hontgom:y&}nm
to. indi;i::ua]a, Hmﬁg’m t;nm be purified

m this taint.

show that we are not actu- m
ated by any feeling of per- RN
sonal enmity towards him, we b
notice thfat, :En soon as i,
means of puffing, reach 1t10
our intention is to do unto the writer
it as we have dome unto Mr. Robert
13




CIVIL DISABILITIES OF THE JEWS.

Statement of the Civil Disabilities and Priwvations affecting Jews in

England. 8vo, London: 1829.

TaE distinguished member of the House
of Commons who, towards the close of
the late Parliament, brought forward a
proposition for the relief of t]:;e 1:|T ews, has

given notice of his inten-
Be]i;;;i the {ion to renew it. The

force of reason, last ses-
sion, carried it through one stage in spite
of the opposition of power. Reason and
power are now on the same side ; and we
have little doubt that they will con-
jointly achieve a decisive victory. In
order to contribute our share to the suc-
cess of just principles, we propose to pass
in review, as rapidly as possible, some of
the arguments, or phrases claiming to be
arguments, which have been employed to
vindicate a system full of absurdity and
injustice.

The constitution—it is said—is essen-
tially Christian ; and therefore to admit
Jews to office is to destroy the constitu-
tion. Nor is the Jew injured by being
excluded from political power. For no
man has any right to power. A man
bas a right to his property ; a mandhaa a

right to be protected from

mf?vt::‘d personal injury. These

g rights the law allows to

the Jew ; and with these rights it would

be atrocious to interfere. But it is a

mere matter of favour to admit any man

to political power, and no man can justly
complain that he is shut out from it.

e cannot but admire the ingenuity
of this contrivance for shifting the burden
of the proof from off those to whom it
properly belongs, and who would, we
suspect, find it rather cumbersome,
Surely no Christian can deny that every
human being has a right to be allowed
every gratification which produces no

harm to others, and to be spared every
mortification which produces no good to
others., Is it not a source of mortifica-
tion to any class of men that they are
excluded from political power? If it
be, they have, on Christian principles,

a right to be freed from that mortifica-
tion, unless it can be shown that their
exclusion is necessary for
the averting of some
greater evil. The pre-
sumption is evidently in favour of
toleration, It is for the persecutor to
make out his case.

The strange argument which we are
considering would prove too much even
for those who advance it. If no man has
a right to political power, then neither
Jew nor Christian has such a right.
The whole foundation of government is
taken away. But if government be
taken away, the property and the persons
of men are insecure, and it is acknow-
ledged that men have a right to their
property and to personal security. If it
be right that the property of men should
be protected, and if this can only be done
by means of government, then it must be
right that government should exist.
Now there cannot be government unless

some person or persons possess political

Source of
mortification.

power. Therefore it 1s T
: olitical
right that some person or power.

persons should possess

political power. at is to say, some
person or persons must have a right to
political power. It will hardly be denied
that government is a means for the
attainment of an end. If men have a
right to the end, they have a right to
this—that the means shall be such as
will accomplish the end.

It is because men are not in the habit
of considering w%atththﬁ end of govern-
ment is, that Catholic
disabilities and Jewish jooeramuent.
disabilities have been
suffered to exist so long. We hear of
essentially Protestant governments and
essentially Christian governments—words
which mean just as much as essentially
Protestant cookery, or essentially Chris-
tian horsemanship. Government exists

for the purpose of keeping the peace—

M S i b v i
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for the purpose of compelling us tosettle
our disputes by arbitration instead of
gettling them by blows—for the purpose
of compelling us to supply our wants by
industry instead of supplying them by
rapine, This is the only operation for
which the machinery of government is
fit, the only operation which wise govern-
ments ever attempt to perform, If there
is any class of people wko are not inter-
ested, or who do not think themselves
interested, in the security of property
and the maintenance of order, that class
ought to have no share of the powers
which exist for the purpose of securing
property and maintaining order, DBat
why a man should be less fit to exercise
that power because he wears a beard,
becanse he does not eat ham, because he
goes to the sypagogue om Saturdays
instead of going to the church on Sun-
da‘F, we cannot conceive.
he points of difference between
Christianity and Judaism have veryﬁmuch
to do with a man’s fitness
mtgm to be a bishop or a rabbi.
* But they have no more to
do with his fitness to be a magistrate, a
leginlatnr, or & minister of finance, than
with his fitness to be a cobbler, Nobody
has ever thought of compelling cobblers
to make any declaration on the true
faith of a Christian. Any man wouid
rather have his shoes mended by a
heretical eobbler than by a person who
had subscribed all the Thirty-nine Arti-
cles, but had never handed anawl, Men
act thus, not because they are indifferent
to religion, but because they do not see
what religion has to do with the mending
of their shoes., Yet religion has as much

to do with the mending of shoes as with |

the budget and the army estimates. We
have sarely had two signal proofs within
the last twant{eyms that a very good
Christian may be a very bad Chancellor
of the Exchequer.
Bat it would be monstrons, say the
tors, that a Jew should legislate

or a Christian community. This is a
palpable misrepresentation. What is
roposed is, not that Jews shouid lﬂg\:-
Christian community, but that
of Christians and
or a community
and Jews. On
y-nine questions
all questions of
nn.neai of civil and criminal
v, the Jew, as a Jew,

hostile to that of the

1
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Christian, or even to that of the Church-
man. On questions relating to the
ecclesiastical establishment, the Jew and
the Churchman may differ. But they
cannot differ more widely than the
Catholic and the Churchman, or the In-
dependent and the Churchman. The
principle that Chuarchmen ought to
monopolize the whole power of the state
woald at least have an intelligible mean-
ing, The principle that Christians ought
to monopolize it has no meaning at all.
For no question connected with the
ecclesiasti{:}eial institutions of the country
can possibly come before
Parh&ment, with respect Wig;ﬁﬂlﬂ?ar—
to which there will not be

as wide a difference betv ee1 Christians
as there can be between any Christian
and any Jew.

In fact, the Jews are not now excluded
from political power. They possess it ;
and as long as they are allowed to accu-
mulate property they must possess it.
The distinction which is sometimes made
between civil privileges and political
power is a distinction

without a  difference. Distinction
Privil without a
rivi Eges are pﬂﬂﬁl‘. mm

Civil and political are -
synonymons words, the one derived from
the Latin, the other from the Greek. Nor
is this mere verbal quibbling. If we look
for a moment at the facts of the case, we
shall see that the things are inseparable,
or rather identical.

That a Jew should be a judge in a
Christian country would be most shock-
ing. But he may be a juryman. He

may try issues of fact;
anx{ pno harm 18 done: I'm g‘?ﬂ

Bat if he should be suf-
fored to try issues of law, there is an end
of the constitution. He may sit in a box
plainly dressed, and return verdicts. But
that he should sit on the bench in a black
gown and white wig, and nt new
trials, would be an abomination not to

be thought of among baptized people.
The distinction is certainly most philoso-
hical.
: What power in civilized society is so
t as that of the creditor over the
ebtor? If we take this away from the
Jew, we take away from him the

of his property. If we leave it to him,

we leave to him a power more

bybfar than that of the king and his
cabinet,

1t wounld beimPiouatnlataJwﬁh
Parliament. But a Jew may make
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money, and money may make members
of Parliament, Gatton and Old Sarum
may be the property of a Hebrew. An
elector of Penrhyn will take ten pounds
from Shylock rather than nine pounds
nineteen shillings and elevenpence three
farthings from Antonio. To this no ob-
jection is made. That a Jew should
possess the substance of legislative
power, that he should command eight
votes on every division as if he were the
great Duke of Newcastle himself, is
exactly as it should be. But that he
should pass the bar and sit down on
those mysterious cushions of green
Im leather, that he should
= “hear” and “order,”

profanation. 7 g,

and talk about being on
his legs, and being, for one, free to say
this and to say that, would be a pro-
fanation sufficient to bring ruin on the
country.

That a Jew should be privy-councillor
to a Christian king would be an eternal
disgrace to thenation. But the Jew may
govern the money-market, and the
money-market may govern the world.
The minister may be in doubt as to his
scheme of finance till he has been closeted
with the Jew. A congress of sovereigns

may be forced to summon the Jew to |

their assistance, The scrawl of the Jew

on the back of a piece of paper may be

worth more than the royal word of three

kings, or the national faith

Amtt;ul of three new American

°  republics. But that he

should put right honourable before his

name would the most frightful of
national calamities.

It was in this way that some of our

politicians reasoned about the Irish Catho-
The Iris) lics. The Catholics ought
Catholics. 0 haveno political power.
The sun of England is set

for ever if they exercise ﬁitica.l power.
Give them everything else; but keep
political power from them. These wise
men did not see that, when everything
else had been given political power had
been given. They continued to repeat
their cuckoo song, when it was no longer

a question whether Catholics should have | p
&twdpow or not, when a Catholic

bearded the Parliament,

when a Catholic dgitator exercised in-

finitely more authority than the Lord
Lieutenant. _

If it is our duty as Christians to exclude

the Jews from political power, it must be

our duty to treat them as our ancestors

Cwil Disabilities of the Jews.

treated them, to murder them, and banish
them, and rob them. For in that way,
and In that way alone, can we really
deprive them of political power. If wedo
not adopt this course, we may take away
the shadow, but we must Shad

leave them the substance, mh;:n::d
Wemay doenough to pain
and irritate them ; but we shall not do
enough to secure ourselves from danger,
if danger really exists. Where wealth is,
there power must inevitably be.

The English Jews we are told, are not
English?en > They are ha separate people,
livin ocally in this
islang, but living morally PR Fow.
and politically in communion with their
brethren who are scattered over all the
world, An English Jew looks on a
Dutch or Portuguese Jew as his country-
man, and on an English Christian as a
stranger. This want of patriotic feeling,
it is said, renders a Jew unfit to exercise
political functions.

The argument has in it something
plausible ; but a close examination shows
it to be quite unsound. Even if the
alleged facts are admitted, still the Jews
are not the only people who have pre-
ferred their sect to their Sect
country. The feeling of wuntg
patriotism, when society -
13 in a healthful state, springs up, by a
natural and inevitable association, in ﬁm
minds of citizens who know that they
owe all their comforts and pleasures to
the bond which unites them in one com-
munity. But, under partial and oppres-
sive governments, these associations
cannot acquire that strength which they
have in a better state of things. Men
are compelled to seek from their party
that protection which they ought to
receive from their country, and them
a natural consequence, transfer to
party that affection which they would
otherwise have felt for their country.
The Huguenots of France called in the
help of England against their Catholic
kin The Catholics of France called

in the help of Spain ;ﬂsmun
king. Would it be to infer,
resent the French Protestants would
wish to see their rwm
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persecu Puri- | children to pieces on the stones, still, we
mtt“. e n?' I,The rE ? e]?di.in the | say, their hatred to their countrymen
Mnnd.! C:;or gn lagfl.ml itl)nr:v the Pro-| would not be more intense than that
mntwml::nwu ogf our time wish to| which sects of Christians have often
see the Church put down by an invasion | borne to each other. Bt;: in clf.aultth!:
S o5 % o e S S| S A e e BV
Sarely to this, that the Protestant Dis. they aro placed, we should expect it o
Burely to this, e ; treated far better than the
senters are far better treated now than | be. They are trea
' | testants were treated in the
:zeth;m.t“?ﬁtuﬂitgmugg 8 mi(i:mzh:: fi;et::gth rznd seventeenth oe::etdurii:,thor
- | trea e
England ever produced were tncﬁe% to :?;2 o?ulta Eiritﬁe;et?em fois. hwi
mei"gaﬁm %;t{;;mb};;fum t[:‘-',-.g:.l. rancour against the vernment or against
merica, | : .
byterians are incapable of lunnglt._hellr :g:ltl‘ :g:ﬂt:ﬁn::; bet;rm nIEOt b‘, Pes t::
m;,m““;:. I?::higg lii :;leoﬂ?:n;?v{; t;g{ state thf{n the followers of Coligni or
man who knows anything of hiat.ﬂry,' or Vane.“ gl:t:gi}; ltl‘: ;it:f Sreatmant af
B R e & 2 Rt S “ho- :gl::i?ag sects of Christians "0 JOW&
um.::hefpo; Erf;:f g::fargﬁ:;;muﬁ ' are now treated in En land ; and on %
any of Ioreign : ! fi believe, on t
1n politics 1 Is this, that foreign abtach. | Account alone, hey Bave & moro saciusive
s ags the freit'of domestls misrule, | spiit. THI W Buve easrisd Nt
ments are the OF Gonesuc & : not entitled to
It has always been the trick of blggts tf: ;il::'iu (;{grtﬂf;% ‘;Ea;“cannot esagy st
make their subjects miserable l!ltt kﬂl}ﬂ‘-; Englishmen altogether. The tyrant who
and then complain that they oo ! :1; ufiahéd their fathers for not making
relief 'bm.-d-; to el _nﬂmat_}, = Ericks without straw was not more un-
won‘;‘ler o Ay ?ﬂ:ht;m:tt;jti tﬂeff ?:ET; ' reasopable than the statesmen whnooiﬂtt
as if a section o | : ' d abuse them for not en-
whole, and to censure the other !-l.*ct'lﬂ:_ls 3::;:?;;1:31 = f;el‘ilnga of Badtber
of the state for their want of patrlor&i Rulers must not be suffered thus to
spirit, If the Jews have not felt tﬁﬁa&h beclve themsclves of Shale Saliamiuts
giand like children, it is bocauwth : onsibility. It does not lie in their
has treated them like a step-mot t‘i ::-:puuths to say that a sect is not patrioties
O L s ey it is their business to make W
develops itself in the minds of II]EI: History and reason clearly cate the
asise Soman tw’b:ﬁ T gotemﬂ:f!: mca:g The English Jews are, as far as
oy g e it see, imciaely what our govern-
patriotiam, im. Bince the beginning | we ?ll:u ¢ them. They are precisely
patriotsm.  of the world, there _ne*rg :}ﬁit ok what any class of 'a
WS SRy sation, O Sny Wrge Pomol:lich treated as they have been treated, wo
any nation, not cruelly oppressed, w To|bave been. IHall thered= o o0 o
o *?ﬁu de;timt:munt?:; ancuug' tion | haired people in Europe people.
e it therefore aries. been
m..alnnnch-ot man;;lh;t ti:z';;anot 2;.2;‘!9: ggt pr:.-.ned, banished from
triotic, is the most r main ed in
cl:nph&n-y. It is the logic which the | this place, imprison

of their money, deprived of teeth,
wolf emp ¢t the lamb. Itis to | —
ACCUSe® m pollon convicted of the most mm

at
on the feeblest evidence, %

| | ol t . _-;!.l
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cumstances, a %ropositinn were made for
admitting red-haired men to office, how
striking a speech might an eloquent ad-
mirer of our old institutions deliver
a?inst 80 revolutionary a measure !
“These men,” he might say, ‘ scarcely
ccnsider themselves as Englishmen. The

think a red-haired Frenchman or a red-
haired German more closely connected
with them than a man with brown hair
born in their own parish. If a foreign
sovereign patronizes red hair, they love
him better than their own native king.
They are not Englishmen ; they cannot
be Englishmen ; nature has forbidden it ;
experience proves it to be impossible.
Right to political power they have none ;
for no man has a right to political power.
Let them enjoy personal security; let

their property be under the protection of |

the law. Bat if they ask for leave to
exercise power over a community of
which they are only half members—a
community the constitution of which
18 essentially dark-haired—Ilet us answer
them in the words of our wise ancestors,
Nolumus leges Anglie mutari.”’

But, it is said, the Scriptures declare
that the Jews are to be restored to their
own country ; and the whole nation looks
forward to that restoration. They are,
therefore, not so deeply interested as
others in the prosperity of England. It
is not their home, but merely the place
of their sojourn, the house of their bon-

This argument, first appeared, we
think, in the Times newspaper, and has
attracted a degree of attention, propor-

tioned rather to the general talent with |

which that journal is conducted than to

| person is ever such afool as

Cwil Disabilities of the Jews.

crimes which we know some of the Ger.
man Anabaptists to have committed ?
Assuredly not. The fact notoriously is
that there are many Calvinists as moral
in their conduct as any Armenian, and
many Armenians as loose as any Cal
vanist,

| It is altogether impossible to reason
from the opinions which a man professes
| to his feelings and his

. : g Professions
actions; and in fact no and actions,

to reason thus, except when he wants a
pretext for persecuting his neighbours,
A Christian is commanded, under the
strongest sanctions, to do as he would
be done by. Yet to how many of the
twenty millions of professing Christians
in these islands would any man in his
senses lend a thousand pounds without
security 7 A man who should act, for
one day, on the supposition that all the
people about him were influenced by the
religion which they professed would find
himself ruined before night ; and no man
ever does act on that supposition in any

| of the ordinary concerns of life, in bor-

rowing, in lending, in buying, or in sell-

its own intrinsic force. It belongs to a
class of sophisms by which the most
hateful persecutions may easily be justi-
fied. To charge men with practical con-
sequences which they themselves deny is
disingenuous in controversy—it is avii‘rg-

cious in government, e
wm;:n doctrine of predestination,

in the opinion of many
people, tends to make those who hold it
utterly immortal. And certainly it would
seem that a man whe believes his eternal
destiny to be already irrevocably fixed is
likely to indulge his passions without re-
straint and to neglect his religious duties,
If he is an heir of wrath, his exertions
must be unavailing. If he is preordained
to life, they must be superfluous. But
would it be wise to punish every man who
holds the higher doctrines of Calvinism,
as if he had actually committed all those

ing. But when any of our fellow-creatures
are to be oppressed, the case is different,
Then we represent those motives which
we know to be =0 feeble for good as omni-
potent for evilk. Then we lay to the
charge of our victims all the vices and
follies to which their doctrines, however
remotely, seem to tend. We forget that
the same weakness, the same laxity, the
same disposition to prefer the present to
the future, which make men worse than

{ a good religion make them better than a

bad one.

It was in this way that our ancestors
reasoned, and that some people in our
time still reason, about the Catholics. A
Papist believes himself bound in duty to
obey the pope. The pope has issued a
bull deposing Queen Elizabeth ; therefore
very Papist will treat her grace as an

usurper ; therefore eve "apist is a
traitor ; therefore every Papist ought to
be hanged, drawn, and quartered. T'o

this logic we owe some of

the most hateful laws that Papist logle.
ever disgraced our history.

Surely the answer lies on the surface.
The Church of Rome may have com-
manded these men to treat the queen as
an . DBut she has commanded
them to do many other t whw
have never done. She enj) her priest
to observe strict purity. You are always

i
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taunting them with their licentiousness, | Noblemen and members of Parliament

She commands all her followers to fast | have written in defence of it. Now where-
often, to be charitable to the poor, to | in does this doctrine differ, as far as its
take no interest for money, to fight no | political tendency is concerned, from the
duels, to see no plays. Do they obey | doctrine of the Jews ? If a Jew is unfit
these injunctions 7 If i1t be the fact that | to legislate for us because he believes
very few of them strictly observe her | that he or his remote descendants will be
precepts, when her precepts are opposed | removed to Palestine, can we safely open
to their passions and interests, may not | the House of Commons to a fifth-mon-
loyalty, may not humanity, may oot the | archy man, who excepts that before this
love of ease, may not the fear of death, Eeneration shall pass away, all the
be sufficient to prevent them from execut- | kingdoms of the earth will be ewallowed
ing those wicked orders which she has | up in one divine empire ?
issued against the sovereign of England 7| Does a Jew engage less eagerly than
When we know that many of these |a Christian in any competition which the
people do not care enough for their | law leaves open to Efm? Is he less
religion to go without beef on a Friday | active and regular in his business than
for it, why should we think that they | his neighbours? Does he furnish his
will ran the risk of beiag racked and | house meanly, because he is a pilgrim and
hanged for it? sojourner in the land ? Does the expec-
People are now reasoning about the | tation of being restored to the country
Jews as our fathers reasoned about the | of his fathers render him insensible to
Papists. The law which is inscribed on | the fluctuations of the stock-exchange?
the walls of the synagogues prohibits | Does he, in arranging his private affairs,
covetousness. Baut if we were to say that | ever take into the account the chance
a Jew mortgagee would not foreclose | of his returning to Palestine? If not,
becanse God had commanded him not to | why are we to suppose that feelings
covet his neighbour’s house, everybody | which never influence his dealings as a
would think us out of our wits, %:'et it | merchant, or his dispositions as a testator,
passes for an argument to say that a Jew | will acquire a boundless influence over
will take no interest in the prosperity | him as soon as he becomes a magistrate
of the country in which he lives, that he | or a legislator ? There is another argu-
will not care how bad its laws and police | ment which we would not willingly treat
may be, how heavily it may be taxed, | with levity, and which yet we scarcely
how often it may beconquered and given | know how to treat seriously. The Serip-

ap to spoil, because God has promised | tures, it is said, are full
that, hypao:m unknown means, and at | of terrible denuncin;iom dmm
t is

against the Jews.

rhaps a thon-
foretold that they are to be wanderers.

some undetermined time,

o gand years hence, the Jews :
mﬁ shall migrate to Palestine, | Is it then right to give them a home?
Is not Li.u the most pro- | It is foretold that they are to be oppressed.

found iguorance of human nature? Do | Can we with propriety suffer them to be
we not know that what is remote and | rulers? To admit them to the righta of

indefinite affects men far less than what | citizens is manifestly to insult the e

ment applies to Christians as strongly as

is near and certain ? Besides, the argu- ora\;les.&u i f
e allow falsify a mhecy
Divine Wisdom w be a

to Jews. The Christian believes, as well | inspired by _
riod | most atrocious crime. It is,

will come | happy circumstance for our
many Christians believe | that it is a crime which no man

as the Jew, that at some future pe
the present order of things wi

to an end. Nay, |
will shortly establish a

that the Mess
and reign visibly

J
earth, nhﬂz by
over all its inhabitants, Whether this | doing, prove that the prophecies q':t

doctrine be orthodox or not we shall not | tion,
le who | mean that the Jews shall

the | from Parliament.

in England.
it are tin-
talent,
of the

and
both
mlhh church. | and in the United States

therefore, a

possibly commit. If we it

to seats in Parliament, we

whatever they may mean, do

Inhfact, éﬁ i.otmyth
rophecies do not bear the
E 1:1 them by the respectable
whom we are now answering. In F
the Jews
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already admitted to all the rights of
citizens, A prophecy, therefore, which
should mean that the Jews would never,
during the course of their wanderings,
be had.nlitted to all the
rights of citizens in the
- leoes Of fheir sujourn.
would be a false prophecy. This, there-
fore, is not the meaning of the prophecies
of Scripture,
But we protest altogether against the
practice of confounding prophecy with
precept—ofsetting up pre-
cﬁﬁdﬁ% dictions which are often
mmpg_ obscure against a morality
which is always clear, If
actions are to be considered as just and
good merely because they have been
redicted, what action was ever more
Faudable than that crime which our bigots
are now, at the end of eighteen centuries,
urging us to avenge on the Jews—that
crime which made the earth shake and
blotted out the sun from heaven? The
same reasoning which is now employed
to vindicate the disabilities imposed on
our Hebrew countrymen will equally
vindicate the kiss of Judas and the
judgment of Pilate. “The Son of man
goeth, as it is written of Him ; but woe to
that man by whom the Son of man is
betrayed.” And woe to those who, in
any age or in any country, disobey His
benevolent commands under pretence of
accomplishing His predictions. If this
argument justifies the laws now existing
against the Jews, it justifies equally all
the cruelties which have ever been com-
mitted against them—the sweeping edicts
of banishment and confiscation, the dun-
geon, the rack, and the slow firee How
can we excuse ourselves for leaving

Civil Disabilities of the Jews.

property to people who are to “gerve
their enemies in hunger, and in thirst,
and in nakedness, and in want of all
things ;” for giving protection to the
persons of those who are to * fear day
and night, and to have none assurance
of their life ;” for not seizing on the
children of men whose “sons and
daughters are to be given unto another
people ? ”

We have not so learned the doctrines
of Him who commanded us to love our
neighbour as ourselves, and who, when
He was called upon to explain what He
meant by a neighbour, selected as an
example a heretic and an alien. Last
year, we remember, it was represented by
a plous writer in the Jokn B newspaper,
and by some other equally fervid Chris-
tians, as a monstrous indecency, that the
measure for the relief of the Jews should
be brought forward in Passion week,
One of these humourists ironically re-
commended that it should be read a
second time on Good Friday. We should
have had no objection ; nor do we believe
that the day could be commemorated in

a mnreﬁ worthy manner. We know of
no day fitter for terminat-
ing long hostilities, and 'ﬁ‘e::g;g

repairing cruel wrongs,
than the day on which the religion of
mercy was founded. We know of no day
fitter for blotting out from the statute-
book the last traces of intolerance than
the day on which the spirit of intolerance
produced the foulest of all judicial
murders ; the day on which the list of
the victims of intolerance, that noble
list in which Socrates and More are en-
rolled, was glorified by a yet more awful
and sacred name,
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BYRON.

(EpiNpurcH Review, June, 1831.)

Letters and Journals of Lord Byron : with Notices of his Life. By
Taomas Moore, Esq. 2 vols. 4to. London: 1830.

WE have read this book with the greatest
pleasure. Considered merely as a com-
position, it deserves to be classed among
the best specimeuns of English prose which
our age has produced. It contains, in-
deed, no single passage equal to two or
three we could select from the Life of
Sheridan. But, as a whole, it is im-
measurably superior to that work. The
umis agreeable, clear, and manly, and
when it rises into eloquence, rises without
effort or ostentation. Nor is the matter
inferior to the manner,

It would be difficult to name a book
which exhibits more kindness, fairness,
and modesty. It has evidently been
written, not for the purpose of showing,
what, however, it often shows, how we
its author can w:;ite, but for the p?rposﬁ

0of vindicating, as far as

n"g‘;‘“ °f truth will permit, the

v memory of a celebrated

man who can no longer vindicate himself,

Mr. Moore never thrusts himself between

Lord Byron and the public. With the

strongest temptations to egotism, he has

said no more about himself than the
subject absolutely required.

A great part, indeed, the greater Frart,
of these volumes, consists of extracts fro
the Letters and Journals of Lord Byron;
and it is difficult to speak too highly of
the skill which has been shown in the
selection and arrangement, We will not
say that we have not occasionally re-
marked in these two large quartos an
anecdote which should have been omitted,
a letter which should have been suppressed,
a name which should h"ehect::chw;l-
cealed by asterisks, or asterisks whi 0

name. : im
Judgment and .11, on a general survey,
been executed wi judgmen
great humanity. we consider the

| by whom they

m | disappointed ;

life which Lord Byron has led, his peta-
lance, his irritability, and his communica-
tiveness, we cannot but admire the dex-
terity with which Mr. Moore has contrived
to exhibit so much of the character and
opiniouns of his friend, with so little pain
to the feelings of the living,

The extracts from the journals and
correspondence of Lord Byron are in the
highest degree valuable, not merely on
account of the information which they
contain respecting the distinguished man
were written, but on
account also of their rare merits as com-
positions. The Letters, at least those
which were sent from Italy, are among
the best in our language. 'f'he{vm less
affected than those of Pope and Walpole;
they have more matter in them than
those of Cowper. Knowing that many
of them were not written merely for the
person to whom they were directed but
were general epistles, meant to be read by
a large circle, we expected to find them
clever and spirited, but deficient in ease.
We looked with vigilance for instances
of stiffness in the lan and awkward-
ness in the transitions. Letters of

We have been eabl -
‘5’3 'i Lord Bm
style

must confess that, if the e
of Lord Bryon was a lal, it was a
rare and admirable instance of that

highest art which cannot be distinguished

O et d painful interest which
the deep and pai terest '
this book excites no abstract can give a
just notion. 8o sad and dark a story is
scarcely to be found in any work of
fiction ; and we are little dis) to
envy the moralist who can read it with-
out heing softened. e
The p fable by which the Duchess
of Orleans illustrated the character of her

i el s SRS R
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save one, had been bidden to his cradle.
All the gossips haf:;tl begn prl'lof:l:se of their
gifts. One had best owed

Thww nobility, another genius,
a third beauty. The

malignant elf who had been uninvited
came last, and, unable to reverse what
her sisters had done for their favourite,
had mixed up a curse with every bless-
ing. In the rank of Lord Byron, in his
understanding, in his character, in his
very person, there was a strange union
of opposite extremes. He was born to
all that men covet and admire. But in
every one of those eminent advantages
which he possessed over others was
mingled something of misery and debase-
ment, He was sprung from a house,
ancient indeed and noble, but degraded
and impoverished by a series of crimes
and follies which had attained a scan-

dalous publicity. The kinsman whom he | his countrymen and his

but for | conntrywomen would love
merciful judges, would have died upon |him and

succeeded had died poor, and,

the gallows. The young peer had great
intellectual powers; yet there was an
unsound part in his mind. He had
naturally a generous and tender heart:
but his temper was wayward and irrit-
able. He had a head which statuaries
loved to copy, and a foot the deformity
of which the beggars in the streets
mimicked. Distinguished at once by the
strength and by the weakness of his
intellect, affectionate yet perverse, a poor
lord, and a handsome cripple, he required,
if ever man required, the firmest and
the most judicious training, But capri-
cionsly
the parent to whom the office of forming
his character was intrusted was more

oxysms of rage to paroxysms of tender-
ness., At one time she stifled him with
her caresses : at another time she insulted
his deformity. He came into the world ;
and the world treated him as his mother
had treated him, sometimes with fondness,
sometimes with cruelty, never with
justice. It indulged him without dis-
crimination, and punished him without
discrimination. He was truly a spoiled
child, not merely the spoiled child of his
parent, but the spoiled child of nature,
the spoiled child of fortune, the spoiled
child of fame, the spoiled child of society.

His first 8 were received with a
contempt which, feeble as they were,
they did not absolutely deserve. The

which he published on his return
his travels was, on the other hand,

trom

as nature had dealt with him,'

}

|

| mind which glowed in his poetry.

| been worshipped
capricious still. She passed from par- | idolatry

Byron.

extrolled far above its merit. At twenty-
four he found himself on the highest
innacle of literary fame, with gcott,

ordsworth, Southey, and a crowd of
other distinguished writers beneath his
feet. There is scarcely an instance in
history of so sudden a rise to so dizzy an
eminence,

Everything that could stimulate, and
everything that could gratify the strong-
est propensities of our nature, the gaze
of a hundred drawing-rooms, the acclama-
tions of the whole nation, the applause
of applauded men, the love of the loveliest
women, all this world and all the glory
of it were at once offered a young man to
whom nature had given violent passions,
and whom education had never taught
to control them. He lived as many men
live who have no similar excuse to plead
for their faults. But Adsiatios a8

the world.

admire him. They were re-
solved to see in his excesses only the

flash and outbreak of that same ﬁeHry
e

attacked religion ; yet in religious circles
his name was mentioned with fondness;
and in many religious publications his
works were censured with singular tender-
ness, He lampooned the Prince Regent ;
Eﬂ; be could not to alienate the Tories.

verything, it seemed, was to be forgiven
youth, rank, and genius,

Then came the reaction. Society, capri
cious in its indignation as it had been
capriciou}: infits fogdnedss, flew into a
rage with 1ts froward an
pe%ted darling. He had i e

with an irrational
He was persecuted with an
irrational fury. Much has been written
about those unhappy domestic occur-
rences which decided the fate of his life.
Yet nothing is, nothing ever was, posi-
tively known to the public but this, that
he quarrelled with his lady, and that she
refused to live with him, There have
been hints in abundance, and shrugs and
shakings of the head, and “ Well, well,
we know,” and “We could an if we
would,” and “If we list to speak,” and
“There be that might an they list.”” But
we are not aware that there is before the
world, substantiated by credible, or even
by tangible evidence, a single fact in-
dicating that Lord ﬁryon was more to
blame than an ;tﬁar mTﬁ.: who is on
bad terms with his wife. professional
men whom Lady Bryon consulted were
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andoubtedly
not to live with her husband., Bat it is
to be remembered that

Quarrel they formed that opinion
“g;“ﬁal'd‘}m without hearing both

gides. We do not say, we
do not mean to insinuate,
that Lady Bryon was in any respect to
blame, e think that those who con-
demn her on the evidence which is now
before the public are as rash as those
who condemn her husband, We will not
pronounce any judgment, we cannot, even
in our own minds, form any judgment,

Byron.

on a transaction which is so imperfectly |

known to us. It would have been well
if, at the time of the separation, all those
who knew as little aboat the matter then
as we know about it now, had shown
that forbearance which, uunder such
circumstances, is but common justice,
We know no spectacle so ridiculous as
the British public in one {if italperiodical
fitsof morality. In general
Bﬂﬂ“ elopements, divorces, an
mr:.hty. family quarrels, pass with
little notice. We read the
scandal, talk about it for a day, and forget
it. But once in six or seven years our
virtue becomes outrageous. We cannot
suffer the laws of religion and decency to
be violated. We must make a stand
agalust vice, We must teach libertines
that the English people appreciate the
importance of domestic ties. Accordingly
some unfortunate man, in no respect more
depraved than hundreds whose offences
have been treated with lenity, is singled
out as an expiatory sacrifice, If he has
children, they are to be taken from him.
If he has a profession, he is to be driven
from it. He is cut by the higher orders,

and hissed by the lower. He is, in truth, | poo

a sort of whipping-boy, by whose vicarious
agonies all tﬁe other transgressors of the
same class are, it is supposed, sufficiently
chastised. We reflect very cnmplacentig
0n our own severity, and compare wi

great pride the high standard of morals
established in England with the Parisian
laxity. At length our anger is satiated.

of opinion that she ought | opinion should be directed against them,

But it should be directed against them
uniformly, steadily, and tem rately, not
by sudden fits and starta, 'Flfero should
be one weight and one measure. Decima-
tion is always an objectionable mode of
punishment. It is the resource of judges
too indolent and hasty to investigate
facts and to discriminate nicely between
shades of guilt. It is an irrational
practice, even when adopted by military
tribunals. When adopted by the tribunal
of public opinion, it is infinitely more
irrational. It i3 good that a certain
portion of disgrace should constantly
attend on certain bad actions. Baut it i3
not good that the offenders should merely

 have to stand the risks of a lottery of
' infamy, that ninety-nine out of every
bundred should escape, and that the
hundredth, perhaps the most innocent
of the hundred, should pay for all. We
remember to have seen a mob assembled
in Lincoln’s Inn to hoot a gentleman
against whom the most oppressive pro-
ceeding known to the English law was
'then in progress. He was hooted because
he had been an indifferent and an un-
faithful husband, as if some of the most
popular men of the age, Lord Nelson for
example, had not been unfaithful hus-
bands. We remember a still stronger
case. WIill posterity believe that, in an
age 10 which men whose gallantries were
unoniversally known, and had been legally
proved, filled some of the highest offices
in the state and in the army, presided at
the meetings of religious and benevolent
institutions, were the delight of every
gociety, and the favourites of the multi-
tude, a crowd of m;;lalist: went to the
theatre, in order to pelt a

r actor for disturbing Anmng‘?
the conjugal felicity of an
alderman ? What there was in the cir-
cumstances either of the offender or of
the sufferer to vindicate the zeal of the
audience, we could never conceive. It
has never been supposed that the situation
of an actor is peculiarly favourable to

the rigid virtues, or that an alderman

Our victim is ruived and heart-broken. | enjoys any special immunity from injuries
And our virtue goes quietly to sleep for | suchas that which on this occasion roused

seven }Gﬂl’! more.

It is clear that those vices which |j
destroy domestic happiness ought to be |

as much as ible re-
Represslon  pressed. It is equally
clear that they cannot be

repressed penal legislation. It is
ﬁudwod?htndde;frmethnpumc

the anger of the public. But such is the
justice of mankind. ™

excessive ; but the offence
and proved. The case of
was der, True Jedwood
dealt out to him. First came

tion, then the investigation,and last of
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all, or rather not at all, the accusation.
The public, without knowing anything
whatever about the transactions in his
family, flew into a violent passion with
him, and proceeded to invent stories which
might justify ite anger. Ten or twenty
ifferent accounts of the separation, in-
consistent with each other, with them-
gelves, and with common sense, circulated
at the same time, What evidence there
might be for any one of these, the virtuous
people who repeated them neither knew
nor cared. For in fact these stories were
not the causes, but the effects of the
ublic indignation. They resembled those
oathsome slanders which Louis Gold-
smith, and other abject libellers of the
same class, were in the habit of publishing
about Bonaparte ; such as that he poisoned
a girl with arsenic when he was at the
military school, that he hired a grenadier
to shoot Dessaix at Marengo, that he
filled St. Cloud with all the pollutions of
Capreee. There was a time when anec-
dotes like these obtained some credence
from ns who, hating the French
Emperor without knowing why, were
eager to believe anything which might
justify their batred. Lord Byron fared
in the same way. His countrymen were
in a bad humour with him. His writings
and his character had lost the charm of
novelty. He had been guilty of the
offence which, of all offences, is punished
most severely ; he had been over-praised ;
he had excited too warm an interest ; and
The publd the public, with its usual
enraged.  Justice, chastised him for |
its own folly, The attachs
ments of the multitude bear no small
resemblance to those of the wanton en-
chantress in the Arabian Tales, who, |
when the forty days of her fondness were
over, was not content with dismissing her |
lovers, but condemned them to expiate,
in loathsome shapes, and under cruel
Emmm the crime of i:mving once pleased
er too well.

The obloquy which Byron had to endure
was such as might well have shaken a

Byron.

agonies of such a spirit, and the degrada-
tion of such a name,

The unhappy man left his country for
ever. The howl of contumely followed
him across the sea, up the Rhine, over
the Alps; it gradually waxed fainter ; it
died akway intholfe who had raised it began
to ask each other, what
after all, was the matter Tveaction.
about which they had been so clamorous
and wished to invite back the crimina
whom they had just chased from them.,
His poetry became more popular than it
had ever been ; and his complaints were
read with tears by thousands and tens of
thousands who had never seen his face.

He had fixed his home on the shores of
the Adriatic, in the most picturesque and
interesting of cities, beneath the brightest
of skies, and by the brightest of seas.
Censoriousness was not the vice of the
neighbours whom he had chosen. They
were a race corrupted by a bad govern-
ment and a bad religion, long renowned
for skill in the arts of voluptuousness,
and tolerant of all the caprices of sen-
suality. From the public opinion of the
country of his adoption, he had nothing
to dread. With the public opinion of
the country of his birth, he was at open
war. He plunged into
wild and desperate ex-
cesses, ennoblgd by no T T
generous or tender sentiment. From his
Venetian harem he sent forth volume
after volume, full of eloquence, of wit, of

athos, and ribaldry, and of bitter disdain,

is health sank under the effects of his
intemperance. His hair turned grey.
His food ceased to nourish him, A
kectic fever withered him up. It seemed
that his body and mind were about to
perish together.

From this wretched degradation he
was In some measure rescued by a
connection, culpable, indeed, yet such as,
judged by the standard of morality es-
tablished in the country where he ﬁvad,
might be called virtuous, But an imagi-
nation polluted by vice, a temper em-

Desperate

Obloguy. more constant mind. The

_ newspapers were filled
with lampoons. The theatres shook with
execrations. He was excluded from

circles where he had lately been the ob-
served of all observers. All those creep-
ing things that riot in the decay of
no%:].e.r natures hastened to their repast ;
and they were right ; they did after their
kind. 1t is not everyday that the savage

bittered by misfortune, and a frame
habituated to the fatal excitement of
intoxication, prevented him from fully
enjoying the happiness which he might
have derived from the purest and most
tranquil of his many attachments. Mid-
night draughts of ardent epirits and
Rhenish wines had begun to work the
ruin of his fine intellect. His verse lost
much of the energy and condensation

envy of aspiring dunces 18 gratified by the | which had distinguished it, But he
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would not resign, without a struggle,
the empire which he had exercised over

A mase Sueans the men of his generation.,

| He had when young resided

Greece he was attached by peculiar ties,
: in that
country. Much of his most splendid and

of ambition, 4 DeW dream of ambition | popular poetry had been inspired by its

arose before him ; to be

scenery and by its history. BSick of in-

the chief of a literary party; to be the

action, degraded in his own eyes l:]y his

great mover of an intellectual revolution : ’ private vices and by his literary fa

to guide the public mind of England
from his Italian retreat, as Voltaire had
guided the public mind of France from
the villa of Ferney. With this hope, as

pining for untried excitement 323
honourable distinction, he carried his ex-
hausted body and his wounded spirit to

—

it should seem, he established the
Liberal But, powerfully as he had
affected the imaginations of his con-
temporaries, he mistook his own powers
if he hoped to direct their opinions; and
he still more grossly mistook his own
disposition, if he thought that he could
long act in concert with other men of
letters. The plan failed, and failed
ignominiously., Angr
angry with his coadjutors, he relinquished
it, and turned to another project, the last
and noblest of his life.

A nation, once the first among the
nations, pre-eminent in knowledge, pre-
eminent in military glory, the cradle of
philosophy, of eloquence, and of the fine
arts, had beeu for ages bowed down
under a cruel yoke. All the vices which
oppression generates, the abject vices
which it generates in those who submit
to it, the ferocious vices which it generates
in those who struggle against it, had
deformed the character of that miserable |
race. The valour which had won the
great battle of human civilization, which
had saved Europe, which had subjugated
Asia, lingered only among pirates and |

robbers. The ingenuity,

Greece. : .
once s0 conspicuously dis-
played in every department of physical
moral science, had been depraved
into a timid and servile cunning. On a
sudden this degraded people had risen on
their oppressors. Discountenanced or
betrayed by the surrounding potentates,
they had found in themselves something
of that which might well supply the
place of all foreign assistance, something
of the energy of their fathers. ,

As a man of letters, Lord Byron could
not but be interested in the event of this
contest. His political opinions, though,
like all his opinions, unsettled, leaned
strongly towards the side of liberty.
He ha! assisted the Italian insurgents
with his purse, and, if their stru igle
against the Austrian government had
been prolonged, would probably have
asgisted them with his sword. But to

| have distin

with himself, |

the Grecian camp.

His conduct in his new situation
showed so much vigour and good sense
as to justify us in believ-
ing that, if his life had ng
been proionged, he might ot
guished himself as a soldier
and a politician, But pleasure and
sorrow had done the work of seventy
mra upon his delicate frame., The

d of death was upon him : he knew
it; and the only wish which he
uttered was that he might die sword
in hand.

This was denied to him. Anxiety,
exertion, exposure, and those fatal stimu-
lants which had become indispensable to
him, soon stretched him Death.
on a sick bed, in a strange o
land, amidst strange faces, without one
human being that he loved near him.
There, at thirty six, the most celebrated
Englishman of the nineteenth century
closed his brilliant and miserable career.
- Wecannot even now retracethose events
withnut feeling sumeﬁhing of what was
felt by the nation, when
it wag first known that Bef::iithn
the grave had closed over
so much sorrow and so much glory;
something of what was felt by those
who saw the hearse, with its long train
of coaches, turn slowly northward, leave-
ing behind it that cemetery which had
been consecrated by the dust of so many
great poets, but of which the doors were
closed against all that remained of Byron.
We well remember that on that day, rigid
moralists could not refrain from weeping
for one so young, so illustrious, so un-
happy, gifted with such rare gifts, and
tried by such strong temptations. It is
unnecessary to make any reflections.
The history carries its moral with it.
Qur age has indeed been fruitful of
warnings to the eminent, and of con-
solations to the obscure. Two men
have died within our recollection, who,
at a time of life at which ma:! people
have hardly completed their education,
had raised themselves, each in his own
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department, to the height of glory. One
ofpt;:tm die:i at Longwood ; the other at
Missolonghi.

It is always difficult to separate the
literary character of a man who lives in

in truth and in the principles of human
nature, then correctness is only another
name for excellence. If

by correctness be meant Gorrectness

the conforming to rules W JRSRAE,

our own time from his personal character, | purely arbitrary, correctness may be

It is peculiarly difficult to

Literary = ke this separation in
and personal the case of Lord Byron.

For it is scarceiy too much
to say, that Lord Byron never wrote
without some reference, direct or indirect,
to himself. The interest excited by the
events of his life mingles itself In our
minds, and probably in the minds of
almost all our readers, with the interest
which properly belongs to his works. A

eration must pass away before it will
E:npossible to form a fair judgment of
his books, considered merely as books,
At present they are nol only books, but
relics. We will, however, venture, though
with unfeigned diffidence, to offer some
desultory remarks on his poetry.

His lot was cast in the time of a great
literary revolution. That poetical dyn-
asty which had dethroned the successors
of Shakspeare and Spenser was, in its
turn, dethroned by a race who represented
themselves as heirs of the ancient line, so
long dispossessed by usurpers. The real
nature of this revolution has not, we
think, been comprehended by the great
majority of those who concurred in it,—

1f this question were proposed, wherein
especially does the poctry of our times

P Lo differ from that of the

mnduupres”ent. last century, ninety-nine

persons out of a hundred
would answer that the poetry of the last
century wascorrect, but cold and mechani-
cal, and that the poetry of our time,
though wild and irregular, presented far
more vivid images, and excited the pas-
gions far more strongly than that of Par-
pell, of Addison,orof Pope. In the same
manner we constantly hear it said, that the
poets of the age of Elizabeth had far more
genius, but far less correctness, than
those of the age of Anne. It seems to be
taken for granted, that there is some
incompatibility, some antithesis between
correctness and creative power. We
rather s that this notion arises
merely from an abuse of words, and that
it has been the parent of many of the
fallacies which perplex the ecience of
criticism,

What is meant by correctness in poetry ?

If by correctness be meant the conform-

another name for dulness and absurdity.

A writer who describes visible objects
falsely and violates the propriety of
character, a writer who makes the moun-
tains “ nod their drowsy heads” at night,
or a dying man take leave of the world
with a rant like that of Maximin, may be
said, in the high and just sense of the
phrase, to write incorrectly. He violates
the first great law of his art. His imita-
tion is altogether unlike the thing imi-
tated. The four poets who are most
eminently free from incorrectness of this
description are Homer, Dante, Shak-
speare, and Milton. They are, therefore,
in one sense, and that the best sense, the
most correct of poets.

When it is said that Virgil, though he
had less genius than Homer, was a more
correct writer, what sense
is attached to the word ViHrngm:rnd
correctness 7 Is it meant 2
that the story of the Aineid is developed
more skilfully than that of the Odyssey,
that the Roman describes the face of the
external world, or the emotions of the
mind, more accurately than the Greek,
that the characters of Achates and Mnes-
theus are more nicely discriminated, and
more consistently supported, than those
of Achilles, of Nestor, and of Ulysses?
The fact incontestably is that, for every
violation of the fundamental laws of
poetry which can be found in Homer,
it would be easy to find twenty in
Virgil.

Troilus and Cressida is perhaps of all
the plays in Shakspeare that which is
commonly considered as
the most incorrect. Yet Trcc;'i;l::i;‘-nd
it seems to us infinitely
more correct in the sound sense of the
term, than what are called the most
correct plays of the most correct drama-
tists. Compare it, for example, with tke
Iphigénie of Racine. We are sure that
the Greeks of Shakspeare bear a far
%reater resemblance than the Greeks of

acine to the real Greeks who besieged
Troy ; and for this reason, that the
Greeks of Shakspeare are human beings,
and the Grecks of Racine mere name
mere words printed in capitals at the hﬂz

of paragraphs of declamation. Racine, it

ing to rules which have their foundation | is true, would bhave shuddered at the

. e —
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thought of making a warrior at the siege
of Troy quote Aristotle. But of what
use is it to avoid a single anachronism,
when the whole play is one anachronism,
the sentiments and phrases of Versailles
in the camp of Aulis ?

In the sense in which we are now using
the word correctness we think that Sir
Walter Scott, Wordsworth, Coleridge, are
far more correct poeta than those who
are commonly extolled as the models of
correctness, Pip;a for example, and

1son. The single de-
(. scription of a moonlight
night in Pope's Iliad contains more inac-
curacies than are to be found in all the
Excursion. There is not a single scene
in Cato, in which all that conduces to
poetical illusion, all the propriety of cha-
racter, of language, of situation, is not
more grossly violated than in any part of
the Lay of the Last Minstrel. No man
can possibly think that the Romans of
Addison resemble the real Romans so
closely as the moss-troopers of Scott
resemble the real moss-troopers. Wat
Tinlinn and William of Deloraine are not,
it is true, persons of so much dignity as
Cato. But the dignity of the persons
represented has as little to do with the
correctness of poetry as with the correct-
ness of painting. We prefer a gipsy by
Reynolds to his Majesty’s head on a
sign-post, and a Borderer by Scott to a
Senator by Addison.

In what sense, then, is the word cor-
rectness used by those who say, with
the author of the Pursuits of Literature,
that Pope was the most co&'rect of English

oets, and that next to
SR ope came the late Mr.
Gifford? What is the nature and value
of that correctness, the praise of which is
denied to Macheth, to Lear, and to
Othello, and %iveu to Hoole's translations
and to all the Seatonian prize-poems?
We can discover no eternal rule, no rule
founded in reason and in the nature of
things, which Shakspeare does not ob-
serve much more strictly than Pope,
But if by correctness be meant the con-
forming to a narrow legislation which,
while lenient to the mala in se, multiplies,
without a shadow of a reason, the mala
prohibita, if by correctness be meant a
strict attention to certain ceremonious
observances, which are no more essential
to poetry than etiquette to good govern-
ment, or than the washings of a Pharisee
to devotion, then, assuredly, Pope may
be a more correct poet than éhahpeare :

and, if the code were a little altered,
Coll’ey Cibber might be a more correct
poet than Pope. But it may well be

 doubted whether this kind of correctness

be a merit, nay, whether it be not an
absolute fault,

It would be amnsing to make a digest
of the irrational laws which bad eritics
have framed for the government of
poets. First in celebrity and in absur-
dity stand the dramatic uaities of place
and time. No human being has ever
been able to find anything that could,
even by courtesy, be called an argument
for these unities, except that they have
been deduced from the general practice
of the Greeks. It requires no very pro-
found examination to discover that the
Gyeegl dramas, often ad- Sreakail
mirable as compositions
are, as exhibitiogs of hu- TG
man character and human life, far in-
ferior to the English plays of the age of
Elizabeth. Every scholar knows that
the dramatic part of the Athenian trage-
dies was at first subordinate to the lyrical
part. It would, therefore, have been
little less than a miracle if the laws of
the Athenian stage had been found to
suit plays in which there was no chorus.
All the greatest master-pieces of the
dramatic art have been composed in
direct violation of the unities, and could
never have been composed if the unities
had not been violated. It is clear, for
example, that sach a character as that of
Hamlet could never have been developed
within the limit to which Alfieri confined
himself, Yet such was the reverence of
literary men during the last century for
these unities that Johnson who, much to
his honour, took the opposite side, was,
as he says, “frightened at his own
temerity,” and “afraid to stand against
the authorities which might be produced
against him.”

There are other rules of the same kind
without end. “ Shakspeare,” says Rymer,
““ought not to have made &
Othello black ; for the ﬂbjc:;ﬂg:’&
hero of a tragedy ought
always to be white.” * Milton,” says
another critic, “ ought not to have taken
Adam for his hero; for the hero of an
epic poem ought always to be victorious.”

*““ Milton,” says another, “ought not to
have put so many similes into his first
book ; for the first book of an epic poem
ought always to be the most unadorned.
There are no similes in the first book of
the Iliad.” “ Milton,” says another
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call Pope, Goldsmith, and Addison incor-
| rect writers for not having complied with

“ought not to have placed in an epic
poem such lines as these,—

‘1 also erred in overmuch admiring.’

And why not ? The critic is ready with
a reason, a lady’s reason. ‘““Such lines,”
says he, “are not, it must be allowed,
unpleasing to the ear ; but the redundant
syllable ought to be confined to the

and not admitted into epic
poetry.” As to the redundant syllable
in heroic rhyme on serious subjects, it
has been, from the time of Pope down-
ward, proscribed by the general consent
of all the correct school. No magazine
would have admitted so incorrect a coup-
let as that of Drayton,—

“ As when we lived untouch’'d by these dis-

When as our kingdom was our dear em-

braces

Another law of heroic poetry, which,
fifty years ago, was considered as funda-
b e o mentlz:.ll, b;vas, that there
harols shou a pause, a com-
POSY: ma at least, at the end of

every couplet. It was also provided that
there should never be a full stop except
at the end of & line. Well do we remem-
ber to have heard a most correct judge of
revile Mr. Rogers for the incor-
rectness of that most sweet and graceful

passage,—

“"Twas thine, Maria, thine withount a sigh
At midnight in a sister's arms to die.
Nursing the young to health.”

Bir Roger Newdigate is fairly entitled,
we think, to be ranked farion g ;hel greHat
eritics of this school. e
Newdigate. made a law that none of
the written for the prize which he
established at Oxford should exceed fifty
lines. This law seems to us to have at
least as much foundation in reason as
any of those which we have mentioned ;
nay, much more, for the world, we be-
lieve, is pretty well agreed in thinking
that the shorter a prize-poem is, the
better.
We do not see why we should not make
a few more rules of the same kind : wh
we should not enact that the number of
scenes in every act shall be three or some

multiple of e, that the number of
lines in every scene shall be an exact

square, that the dramatis persone shall
never be n]:;re or fehwer than aixteer;, and
that, in heroic rhymes, ev thirty-
sixth line shall have twelve siﬁblea.

we were to lay down these canons, and to

!

|

our whims, we eshould ,
act precisely as those grlmtlinn:
critics act who find incor- )
rectness in the magnificent imagery and
varied music of Coleridge and Shelley.

The correctness which the last century
prized so much resembles the correctness
of those pictures of the garden of Eden
which we alee in old ]?iblea—an exact
square, enclosed by the
rivers Pison, Gihon, Hid- Fiotares in
dekle,and Euphrates, each ;
with a convenient bridge in the centre,
rectangular beds of flowers, a long canal,
neatly bricked and railed in, the tree of
knowledge, clipped like one of the limes
behind the Tuileries, standing in the
centre of the grand alley, the snake
twined round it, the man on the right
hand, the woman on the left, and the
beasts drawn up in an exact circle round
them. In one sense the picture is correct
enough. That is to say, the squares are
correct ; the circles are correct ; the man
and the woman are in a most correct line
with the tree ; and the snake forms a
most correct spiral.

But if there were a painter so gifted
that he could place on the canvas that
glorious paradise, seen by the interior
eye of him whose outward sight had
failed with long watching and labouring
for liberty and truth, if there were a
painter who could set before us the
mazes of the sapphire brook, the lake
with its fringe of myrtles, the flowery
meadows, the grottoes overhung by vines,
the forests shining with Hesperian fruit
and with the plumage of gorgeous birds,

the massy shape of that nuptial bower
which showered down roses on the sl

ing lovers, what should we think a
connoisseur who should tell us that this
painting, though finer than the absurd
picture in the old Bible, was not so cor-
rect 7 BSurely we should answer, It is
both finer and more correct ; and it is
finer because it is more correct. It is
not made up of correctly drawn diagrams;

y | but it is a correct painting, a worthy

representation of that which it is intended
to represent,

It 1s not in the fine arts alone that this

false correctness is prized by narrow-
minded men, by men who False
cannot distinguish means correctness.
from ends, or what is |
accidental from what is essential. M.

Jourdain admired correctness in fencing.
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“You had no business to hit me then.
You must never thrust in quart till you
have thrust in tierce.” M, Tomés liked
correctness 1n medical practice, “1I
stand up for Artemius. That he killed
his patient is plain enough, But still he
acted quite according to rule. A man
dead 18 a man dead ; and there is an end
of the matter. But if rules are to be
broken, there is no saying what conse-
quences may follow.” We have heard of
an old German officer who was a great
admirer of correctness in military opera-
tions., He used to revile Bonaparte for
spoiling the science of war, which had
been carried to such exquisite perfection
by Marshal Dann, “In my youth we
used to march and countermarch all the
summer without gaining or losing a
square league, and then we went into
winter quarters. And now comes an
ignorant, hot-headed young man, who
flies about from Boulogne to Ulm, and
from Ulm to the middle of Moravia, and
fighta battles in December, The whole

system of his tactics is monstrously |

incorrect.” The world is of opinion, in
spite of critics like these, that the end of
fencing is to hit, that the end of medicine
18 to cure, that the end of war is to con-
quer, and that those means are the most
correct which best accomplish the ends.
And has poetry no end, no eternal
and immutable principles? Is poetry,
= a like heraldry, mere matter
ST S o arbitrary regulation ?

R The heralds tell us that
certain escutcheons and bearings denote
certain conditions, and that to put colours
on colours, or metals on metals, is false
blazonry. If all this were reversed, if
every coat of arms in Europe were new
fashioned, if it were decreed that or
should never be placed but on argent, or

argent but on or, that illegitimacy should |

be denoted by a lozenge, and widowhood
by a bend, the new science would be just
as good as the old science, because both
the new and the old would be good for
nothing, The mumméry of Portcullis
and Rouge Dragon, as it has no other
value than that which caprice has as-
8i to it, may well submit to anﬁlaws
which caprice may impose on it. But it
is not 20 with that great imitative art, to
the power of which all ages, the rudest
and the most enlightened, bear witness,
Since its first t master-pieces were

Eodmed everything that is changeable
this world has been changed. Civiliza-

Religions, and languages, and forms of
government, and usages of private life,
and modes of thinking, all have under-
gone a succession of revolutions, Every-
thing has passed away but the great
features of nature, and the heart of man,
and the miracles of that art of which it
is the office to reflect back the heart of
man and the features of nature. Those
two strange old poems, the wonder of
ninety generations, still retain all their
freshness. They still command the
veneration of minds enriched by the
literature of many nations and ages.
They are still, even in wretched transla-
tions, the delight of schoolboys. Having
survived ten thousand capricious fashions,
having seen successive codes of criticism
become obsolete, they still remain im-
mortal with the immortality of truth, the
same when perused in the study of an
English scholar, as when they were first
chanted at the banquets of the Ionian
princes,

Poetry is, as that most acute of human
bﬁeinga, Aristotle, said more than two
thousand years ago, imita- <
tion, It ';’; an art analo- mg:“

. n.

gous In many respects to

the art of painting, sculpture, and acting.
The imitations of the painter, the sculptor,
and the actor, are, indeed, within certain
limits, more perfect than those of the
poet., The machinery which the poet
employs consists merely of words; and
words cannot, even when employed by
such an artist as Homer or Dante, present
to the mind images of visible objects
quite so lively and exact as those which
we carry away from looking on the works
of the brush and the chisel. But, on the
other hand, the range of poetry is in-
finitely wider than that of any other
imitative art, or than that of all the other
imitative arts together. The sculptor
can imitate only form ; the painter only
form aund colour; the actor, until the
poet supplies him with words, only form,
colour, and motion. Poetry holds the
outer world in common with the other
arts. The heart of man is the province
of poetry, and of poetry alone. The
painter, the sculptor, and the actor can
exhibit no more of human passion and
character than that small portion which
overflows into the gesture and the 1
always an imperfect, often a deceitful,
sign of that which is within. The deeper
and more complex parts of human nature
can be exhibited by means of words

tion has been gained, lost, gained again, ! alone, Thus the objmhofﬂe imitation
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try are the whole external and the
whole internal universe, the face of
pature, the vicissitudes of fortune, man
as he is in himself, man as he appears
in society, all things of which we can
form an image in our minds by com-
bining together parts of things which
rezlly exist. The domain of this imperial
art is commensarate with the imaginative
aculty.

An art essentially imitative ought not
surely to be subjected to rules which tend
to make its imitations less perfect than
they otherwise would be ; and those who
obey such rules ought to be called, not
correct, but incorrect artists. The true
way to judge of the rules by which
English poetry was governed during the
last century is to look at the effects which
they produced.

It was in 1780 that Johnson completed
his Lives of the Poets. He tells us In

_ that work that, gsince the
L{mnt;a time of Dryden, English

Poets. poetry had shown mno

tendency
its original savageness, that its language
had been refined, its numbers tuned, and
its sentiments improved. It may per-
haps be doubted whether the nation had
any great reason to exult in the refine-
ments and improvements which gave it
Douglas for (gthello, and the Triumphs
of Temper for the Fairy Queen.
It was during the thirty years which
ed the appearance of Johnson's
ives that the diction and versification
of English poetry were, in the sense In
which the word is commonly used, most
correct. Those thirty years form the
most deplorable part of our literary his-
tory. They have bequeathed to us
lﬂrcelgeag poetry which deserves to be
remembered. Two or three hundred lines
of Gray, twice as many of Goldsmith, a
few stanzas of Beattie and Collins, a few
strophes of M.aao;z«, and a few clever
prologues and satires, were
an n:;goatto the master-pieces of this
y age of consummate excel-
lence. They may all be printed in one
volume, and that volume would be by
no means a voluome of extraordinary
merit. It would contain no poetry of
ge highest e.la.l;,lg and little which could
placed very
The Paradise Regained

“mt;%m poetry

such utter

Byron.

that the excess of the evil was about to
work the cure. Men became tired of an
insipid conformity to a standard which
derived no authority from nature or
reason. A shallow criticism had taught
them to ascribe a superstitious value to
the spurious correctness of poetasters.
A deeper criticism brought them back to
the true correctness of the first great
masters. The eternal laws

of poetry regained their * o5y oregra.ina
power, and the temporary i
fashions which had superseded those laws
went after the wig of Lovelace and the
hoop ef Clarissa.

It was in a cold and barren season that
the seeds of that rich harvest which we
have reaped were first sown. While
poetry was every year becoming more
feeble and more mechanical, while the
monotonous versification which Pope had
introduced, no longer redeemed by his
brilliant wit and his compactness of ex-
pression, palled on the ear of the public,

| temptible.

the great works of the dead were every

to relapse into | day attracting more and more of the

admiration which they deserved. The
plays of Shakspeare were better acted,
better edited, and better known than they
had ever been. Our noble old ballads
were again read with pleasure, and it
became a fashion to imitate them. Many
of the imitations were altogether con-
But they showed that men
had at least begun to admire the excel-
lence which they could not

rival. A literary revolu- 1: lilt.eirda.ry
tion was evidently at e
hand. There was a ferment in the minds
of men, a vague craving for something
new, a disposition to bail with delight
anything which might at first sight wear
the appearance of originality. A re-
forming age is always fertile of impostors,
The same excited state of public feeling
which produced the great separation

ich in the second class.
or Comus would

had fallen into
decay that Mr, Hayley was
thought a great poet, it began to sppear

from the see of Rome produced also the
excesses of the Anabaptists. The same
stir in the public mind of Europe which
overthrew the abuses of the old French
covernment, produced the Jacobins and
Theophilanthropists, Macpherson and
| Della Crusca were to the true reformers
of English poetry what Knipperdoling
was to Luther, or Clootz to Turgot. The
public was never more disposed to believe
stories without evidence, and to admire
books without merit. Lnyﬁhg which
could break the dull monotony of the
correct school was acceptable, _
The forerunner of the great restoration
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of our literature was Cowper. His liter-
ary career began and ended at nearly the
same time with that of Alfieri, A
parallel between Alfieri
NOWRES. . auil Cowper may, at first
sight, appear as strange as that which a
loyal Presbyterian minister is said to
have made in 1745 between George the
Second and Enoch. It may seem that
the gentle, shy, melancholy Calvinist,
whose spirit had been broken by fagging
at school, who had not courage to earn
a livelihood by reading the titles of bills
in the House of Lords, and whose favour-
ite associates were a blind old lady and
an evangelical divine, could have nothing
in common with the haughty, ardent,
and voluptuous nobleman, the horse-
jockey, the libertine, who fought Lord
igonier in Hyde Park, and robbed the
Pretender of his queen,
private lives of these remarkable men
resent scarcely any points of resem-
lance, their literary lives bear a close
analogy to each other., They both found
poetry in its lowest state of degradation,
feeble, artificial, and altogether nerveless.
They both possessed precisely the talents
which fitted them for the task of raising
it from that deep abasement. They can-
not, in strictness, be called great poets.
They had not in any very high degree
the creative power,

“The vision and the faculty divine ; ”

but they had great vigour of thought,
great warmth of feeling, and what, in

their circumstances, was above all things |

important, a manliness of taste which
approached to roughness. They did not
deal in mechanical versification and
conventional phrases, They wrote con-
cerning things the thought of which set
their hearts on fire ; and thus what they
wrote, even when it wanted every other
grace, had that inimitable grace which
sincerity and strong passion impart to the
rudest and most homely compositions.
Each of them sought for inspiration in a
noble and affecting subject, fertile of
images which had not yet been hackneyed.
Liberty was the muse of Alfieri, Religion

was the muse of Cowper.
Ly on-" Thesame truth is found in

their lighter pieces. They

were not among those who deprecated
the severity, or deplored the absence of
an unreal mistress in melodious common-
places. Instead of raving about imagin-
ary Chloes and Bylvias, Cowper wrote
of Mrs. Unwin's knitting-n . The

only love-verses of Alfieri were addressed
| to one whom he truly and passionately
loved, *“Tutte le rime amorose che
seguono,” says he, ‘‘ tutte sono per essa, e
ben sue, e di lei solamente ; poiché mai d’
altra donna per certo non canterd.”

These great men were not free from
affectation. But their affectation was
directly opposed to the affectation which
generally prevailed. Each of them has
expressed, in strong and bitter language,
the contempt which he felt for the effe-
minate poetasters who were in fashion
both in England and in Italy. Cowper
complains that

“ Manner is all in all, whate'er is writ,
The substitute for genius, taste, and wit.”

He praised Pope; yet he regretted that
Pope had

But though the !

“ Made poetry a mere mechanic art,
And every warbler had his tune by heart.”

Alfieri speaks with similar scorn of the
tragedies of his predecessors. “Mi
cadevano dalle mani per la languidezza,
trivialita e prolissitd dei modi e del verso,
senza parlare poi della snervatezza dei
| pensieri. Or perché mai questa nostra
divina lingua, si maschia arco, ed ener-
gica, e feroce, in bocca di Dante, dovra
ella farsi cosi sbiadata ed eunuca nel
dialogo tragico?”

To men thus sick of the languid
manner of their contemporaries rugged-
ness seemed a venial fault, or rather a
positive merit. In their hatred of mere-
tricious ornament, and of what Cowper
calls “ creamy smoothness,” they erred on
the opposite side. Their style was too

austere, their versification too harsh. It
is not easy, however, to overrate the
service which they rendered to literature.

The intrinsic valune of it

their poems is consider- oy
able. But the example : 5
which they set to mutiny against an

absurd systerh was invaluable. The part
which they performed was rather that of
Moses than that of Joshua. They opened
the house of bondage ; but they did not
enter the promised land.

During the twenty years which
followed the death of Cowper, the revolu-
tion in English poetry was fully con-
summated., None of the writers of this
period, not even Sir Walter Scott, con-
tributed so much to the consummation as
Lord Byron. Yet he, Lord Byron, con-
tributed to it nnwﬂlingly and with con-
stant self-reproach an e. All his
tastes and inclinations led him to take
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part with the school of poetry which was
going out against the school which was
coming in. Of Pope him-

Bﬂgzz self he spoke with ex-
g travagant  admiration,
nolinations. He did not venturedirectly

to say that the little man of Twickenham
was a greater poet than Shakspeare or
Milton ; but he hinted pretty clearly that
he thought go. Of his contemporaries,
scarcely any had so much of his admira-
tion as Mr. Gifford, who, considered as a
poet, was merely Pope, without Pope’s
wit and fancy, and whose satires are
decidedly inferior in vigour and poign-
ancy to the very imperfect juvenile per-
formance of Lord Byron himself. He
now and then praised Wordsworth and
Coleridge, but ungraciously and without
cordiality. When he attacked them, he
brought his whole soul to the work., Of
the most elaborate of Wordsworth’s poems
he could find nothing to say, but that it
was “ clumsy, and frowsy, and his aver-
sion.” Peter Bell excited his spleen to
such a degree that he apostrophized the
shades of Pope and Dryden and demanded
of them whether it were possible that
such trash could evade contempt? In
his heart he thought his own Pilgrimage
of Harold inferior to his Imitation of
Horace’s Art of Poetry, a feeble echo of
Pope and Johnson. This insipid per-
formance he repeatedly designed to
publish, and was withheld only by the
solicitations of his friends. He has dis- |
tinctly declared his approbation of the
nnities, the most absurd laws by which |
genins was ever held in servitude. In
one of his works, we think in his letter to
Mr. Bowles, he compares the poetry of
the eighteenth century to the Parthenon, |
and that of the nineteenth to a Turkish
mosque, and boasts that, though he had
assisted his contemporaries in building
their grotesque and barbarous edifice, he
bad never joined them in defacing the
remains of a chaster and more griceful
architecture. In another letter he com-
pares the change which had recently
on English poetry

atin poetry after the Augustan age. In

to the decay of |

the time of Pope, he tells his friend, it
was all Horace with us. It is all Clag-
dian now,

Byron.

no very fervent admirer of Shakspeare.
Of all the poets of the first class, Lord
Byron seems to have

most. Yet in the fourth canto of Childe
Harold he places Tasso, a writer, not
merely inferior to them, but of quite a
different order of mind, on at least a
footing of equality with them. Mr.
Hunt is, we suspect, quite correct in
saying that Lord Byron could see little or
no merit in Spenser,

But Lord Byron the critic and Lord
Byron the poet were two very different
men. The effects of his theory may
indeed often be traced in his practice.
But his disposition led him to accommo-
date himself to the literary taste of the
age in which he lived ; and his talents
would have enabled him
to accommodate himself to FPower of
the taste of any age. mﬁ"d"
Though he said much of
his contempt for mankind, and though he
boasted that amidst the inconstancy of
fortune and of fame he was all-sufficient
to himself, his literary career indicated
nothing of that lonely and unsocial pride
which he affected. €Va cannot conceive
him, like Milton or Wordsworth, defying
the criticism of his contemporaries, re-
torting their scorn, and labouring on a
poem 1n the full assurance that it would
be unpopular, and in the full assurance
that it would be immortal. He has said,
by the mouth of one of his heroes, in
speaking of political greatness, that “he
must serve who fain would sway ;" and
this he assigns as a reason for not enter-
ing into political life, He did not consider
that the sway which he had exercised in
literature had been purchased by servi-
tude, by the sacrifice of his own taste to
the taste of the public.

He was the creature of his age ; and
whenever he had lived he would have
been the creature of his age. Under
Charles the First Byron would have been
more quaint than Donne, Under Charles
the Second the rants of Byron's rhymin
plays would have pitted it, boxed it, an

alleried it, with those of any Bayes or

ilboa. Under George the First the
monotonous smoothness of his versifica-
tion and the terseness of his expression

For the great old masters of the art he | would have made Pope himself envious,

had no very enthusiastic veneration,

erred Pope’s

to the ongmal. nineteenth mht:l? e belonged half to
- Moore confeeses that his friend was | the old, and to the new school of

In| Asit was, he was the man of the last
his letter to Mr. Bowles he uges ex.|thirteen

pressions which clearly indicate that he | and of the first twentv-three rs

years of the eighteenth ms%
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Byron.

try. His personal taste led him to the
ormer ; his t h t of praise to the latter ;
is talents were equally
Old4 and DeW ..ited to both. His fame
was a common ground on
which the zealots on both sides, Gifford,
for example, and Shelley, might meet. He
was the representative, not of either
literary party, but of both at once, and
of their conflict, and of the victory by
which that conflict was terminated. His
poetry fills and measures the whole of the
vast interval through which our literature
has moved since the time of Johnson,
touches the Essay on Man at the one ex-
tremity, and the Excursion at the other.
There are several parallel instances in
literary history. Vohta.ire, for example,
was the connecting link
w between the France of
Louis the Fourteenth and
the France of Louis the Sixteenth, be-
tween Racine and Boilean on the one side,
and Condorcet and Beaumarchais on the
other. He, like Lord Byron, put himself
at the head of an intellectual revolution,
dreading it all the time, murmuring at it,
sneering at it, yet choosing rather to
move before his age in any direction than
to be left behind and forgotten. Dryden
was the connecting link between the
literature of the age of James the First,
and the literature of the age of Anne.
Oromandes and Arimanes fought for him.
Arimanes carried him off. But his heart
was to the last with Oromandes. Lord
Byron was, in the same manner, the
mediator between two generations, be-
tween two hmt.ille poetical sécts, T&;oggh
always sneering at Words-
m worth, he was yet, though
perhaps unconsciously, the
interpreter between Wordsworth and the
multitude, In the Lyrical Ballads and
the Excursion Wordsworth appeared as
the high priest of a worship, of which
nature was the idol. No poems have ever
indicated a more exquisite perception of
the beauty of the outer world, or a more
:icn:mI:4aayl{|:-*||rt3l and reverence fz: tha;
. JXetthey were not alar ; an
it i:tymt likely {hnt thayzgﬁr will be
pular as the poetry of Sir Walter Scott
popular. The feeling which pervaded
them was too deep for general sympathy.,
Their style was often too m ious for
ﬁuﬂ comprehension. They made a
esoteric ghdmﬂsn, and many scoffers,
f what may be called
¢ Lake school; and all the

readers of poetry in England, we might

4]
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%y in Europe, hastened to sit at his feet
hat Wordsworth had said like a recluse,
Lord Byron said like a man of the world,
with less profound fecling, but with more
ggrspicuit , energy, and conciseness,
e would refer our readers to the last
two cantos of Childe Harold and to Man-
fred, in proof of these observations.
Lord Byron, like Wordsworth, had
m::fhigg dramatic in his genins, He was
indeed the reverse of a
great dramatist, the very mﬂw
antithesis to a great dra-
matist. All his characters, Harold looking

back on the western sky, from which his
counfry and the sun are receding to-
gether, the Giaour, standing apart in the
gloom of the side aisle, and casting a
haggard scowl from under his long hood
at the crucifix and the censer, ammd
leaning on his sword by the watch-tower,
Lara smiling on the dancers, Alp gazing
steadily on the fatal cloud as it passes
| before the moon, Manfred wandering
among the precipices of Berne, Azzo on
| the judgment-seat, Ugo at the bar,
| Lambro frowning on the siesta of his
daughter and Juan, Cain presenting his
unacceptable offering, are essentially the
same. The varieties are varieties merely
of age, situation, and costume. If ever
Lord Byron attempted to exhibit men of
a different kind, be always made them
| either insipid or unnatural Selim is
nothing. Bonnivartisnothing., Don Juan,
in the first and best cantos, is a feeble copy
of the Page in the Marriage of Figaro.
Johnson, the man whom Juan meets in the
slave-market, is a most striking failure.
How differently would Sir Walter Scoté
have drawn a bluff, fearless, Englishman,
in such a situation ! The portrait would
bhave seemed to walk out of the canvas.
Sardanapalus is more coarsely drawn
than any dramatic personage that we can
remember. His heroism Sardanapalui.
and his effeminacy, his
contempt of death and his dread of a
weighty helmet, his kingly resclution to
be seen in the foremost and the
anxiety with which he calls fora looking-
glass, that he may be seen to advanta
are contrasted, it is true, with all
point of Juvenal. the hint of the
character seems to have been taken from
what Juvenal says of Otho,—

*“ Speculum civilis sarcina belli.
Nimirum summi ducis est occidere Galbam,
Btmmmmtmmmmimwl
Bedriaci in campo spolium affectare
mmhmmmmr
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These are excellent lines in a satire.
But it is not the business of the dramatist
to exhibit characters in this sharp anti-
thetical way. It is not in this way
Shakspeare makes Prince Hal rise from
the rake of Eastcheap into the hero of
Shrewsbury, and sink again into the rake
of Eastcheap. It is not thus that Shak-
speare has exhibited the union of effe-
minacy and valour in Antony. A dramatist
cannot commit a greater error than that
of following those pointed descriptions of
character in which satirists and historians
indulge so much. It is by rejecting what
18 natural that satirists and historians
produce these striking characters. Their
great object generally is to ascribe to
évery man as many contradictory qualities
/a8 possible : and this is an object easily
- attained. By judicious selection and
. Judicious exaggeration, the intellect and
the disposition of any human being might
be described as being made up of nothing

- ¢ but startling contrasts, If

d:n.mai?la: the dramatist attempts to

create a being answering
to one of these descriptions, he fails,
because he reverses an imperfect analyti-
cal process. He produces, not a man, but
a personified epigram. Very eminent
writers have fallen into this spare. Ben
Jopson has given us a Hermongenes,
taken from the lively lines of Horace ;
but the inconsistency which is so amusing
In the satire appears unnatural and dis-
gusts us in the play. Bir Walter Scott
bas committed a far more glaring error
of the same kind in the novel of Peveril.
Admiring, as every judicious reader must
admire, the keen and vigorous lines in

which Dryden satirized the Duke of |and to become soliloquy,

Buckingham, he attempted to make a
Duke of Buckingham to suit them, a real
living Zimri; and he made, not a man,
but the most grotesque of all monsters.
A writer who should attempt to introduce
into a play or a novel such a Wharton as
the Wharton of Pope, or a Lord Hervey
answering to Sporus, would fail in the
Eame manner,
But to return to Lord Byron; his
women, like his ﬁneg, are all ofh one breed,
: aldee is a half-savage
hi::f:e:. and girlish Julia; J uliagiﬂ.
a civilized and matronly
Haidee. Leila is a wedded Zuleika
Zuleika a virgin Leila. Gulnare and
Medora appear to have been intentionally
opposed to each other. Yet the difference
i8 a difference of situation only. A slight
change of circumstances wouﬂ., it should

seem, have sent Gulnare to the lute of
Medora, and armed Medora with the
dagger of Gulnare.

It is hardly too much to say, that Lord
Byron could exhibit only one man and
onlydone w:::lman, a I_Ilai.'l D e o

roud, moody, cynical,

Efith defiance gn his brow, ORATRGIEE,

and misery in his heart, a scorner of his
kind, implacable in revenge, yet capable
of deep and strong affection : a woman all
softness and gentleness, loving to caress,
and to be caressed, but capable of being
transformed by passion into a tigress. \

Even these two characters, his only two :
characters, he could not exhibit dramati-
cally. He exhibited them in the manner,
not of Shakspeare, but of Clarendon. He
analyzed them ; he made
them analyze themselves ; Mmg of
but he did not make them c
show themselves. He tells us, for example,
in many lines of great force and spirit,
that the speech of Lara was bitterly
sarcastic, that he talked little of his
travels, that if he was much questioned
about them, his answers became short,
and his brow gloomy. But we have none
of Lara’s sarcastic speeches or short
answers. It is not thus that the great
masters of human nature have portrayed
human beings. Homer never tells us that
Nestor loved to relate long stories about
his youth, Shakspeare never tells us that
in the mind of Iago everything that is
beautiful and endearing was associated
with some filthy and debasing idea.

It is curious to observe the tendency
which the dialogue of Lord Byron always
has to lose its character of a dialogue,

The scenes between Man- Plalogue and
fred and the chamois- S°lloduy.

hunter, between Manfred and the Witch
of the Alps, between Manfred and the
Abbot, are instances of this tendency.
Manfred, aftera few unimportantspeeches,
bas all the talk to himself. The other
interlocutors are nothing more than good
listeners. They drop an occasional ques-
tion or ejaculation which sets Manfred
off again on the inexhaustible topic of his
personal feelings. If we examine the fine
passages in Lord Byron'’s dramas, the
description of Rome, for example, in
Manfred, the description of a Venetian
revel in Marino Faliero, the dying invec-
tive which the old doga pronounces
against Venice, we shall find that there
is nothing dramatic in them, that they
derive none of their effect from the
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character or situation of the speaker, and
that they would have been as fine, or
finer, if they had been published as frag-
ments of blank verse by Lord DByron.
There is scarcely a speech in Shakspeare
of which the same could be said. No
skilful reader of the plays of Shakspeare
can endure to see what are called the fine
things taken out, under the name of
“ Beauties " or of “ Elegant Extracts,” or
to hear any single passage, “To be or
not to be,’ for example, quoted as a
sample of the great poet. “ To be or not
to be ” has merit undoubtedly as a com-
position. It would have merit if put into
the mouth of a chorus, But its merit as
a composition vanishes when compared
with its merit as belonging to Hamlet,
It is not too much to say that the great
Ela.ys of Shakspeare would lose less b
ing deprived of all the passages whic

are commonly called the fine passages,
than those passages lose by being read
geparately from the play. This Iis,
perhaps, the highest praise which can be
given to a dramatist,

On the other hand, it may be doubted
whether there is, in all Lord Byron’s
plays, a single remarkable passage which
owes any portion of its interest or eifect
to its connection with the characters or
the action. He has written only one
gcene, as far as we can recollect, which is
dramatic even in manner, the scene be-
tween Lucifer and Cain. The conference
is animated, and each of the interlocutors
has a fair share of it. But this scene,
when examined, will be found to be a

» confirmation of our remarks, It is a

dialogue only in form. It is a soliloquy
in essence. It is in reality a debate
carried on within one single unquiet and
sceptical mind. The questions and the
answers, the objections and the solutions,
all belong to the same character.

A writer who showed so little dramatic
gkill in works professedly dramatic was
not likely to write narrative with drama-
tic effect. Nothing could, indeed, be

more rude and careless than the structuore
" of his narrative poems.
Rarratlve  Ho seems to have thought,

o with the hero of the Re-
hearsal, that the plot was good for nothing
but to bring in fine things. His two
longest works, Childe Harold and Don
Juan, have no plan whatever. Either of
them might have been extended to any
length, or cut short at any point. The
state in which the Giaour appears illus-
trates the manner in which all Byron's

oems were constructed. They are all,
ike the Giaour, collections of fragments ;
and, though there may be no empty
spaces marked by asterisks, it 1s still
to perceive, by the clumsiness of the
joining, where the parts, for the sake of
which the whole was composed, end and
begin.,

[t was in description and meditation
that he excelled. *“ Description,” as he
said in Don Juan, “ was his forte.” His
manner is indeed peculiar
and is almost unegual]ed : D“;mm
rapid, sketchy, full of ™" gon’
vigour; the selection
happy ; the strokes few and bold. Im
spite of the reverence which we feel for
the genius of Wordsworth, we cannot
but think that the minuteness of his
descriptions often diminishes their effect.
He has accustomed himself to gaze on
nature with the eye of alover, to dwell on
every feature, and to mark every change
of aspect. Those beauties which strike
the most negligent observer, and those
which only a close attention discovers,
are equally familiar to him and are
equally prominent in his poetry. The
proverb of old Hesiod, that half is often
more than the whole, is eminently applic-
able to description. The policy of the
Dutch, who cut down most of the pre-
cious trees in the Spice Islands, in order
to raise the value of what remained, was
a policy which poets would do well to imi-
tate. 1t wasa policy which no poet under-
stood better than Lord Byron. Whatever
his faults might be, he was never, while
his mind retained his vigour, accused of
prolixity.

His descriptions, great as was their
intrinsic merit, derived their principal
interest from the feeling which alwa
mingled with them. He was himself the
beginning, the middle, and the end, of
all his own poetry, the hero of every tale,
the chief object In e landscape.
Harold, Lara, Manfred, and a crowd of
other characters, were universally consi-

| dered merely as loose incognitos of Byron ;

and there is every reason
to believe that he meant I:,“%
them to be so considered.
The wonders of the outer world, the
Tagus, with the mighty fleets of England
riding on its bosom, the towers of tra
overhanging the shaggy forest of cork-
trees and willows, nglann marble
of Pentelicus, the banks of the éhina. the
Eﬁlaciera ofu%hmm, the sweet l:ah of
man, the dell of Kgeria with its




