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WIT AND WISDOM OF LORD LYTTON.

IL—FALKLAND.

Grief the True Teacher.

Alas! there is no fool like him who wishes for know.
ledge! It is only through woe that we are taughi to reflect,
and we gather the honey of worldly wisdom, not from
flowers, but thorns.—Falkland, 14.

Egotism among the Million.

Have you ever remarked that people who live the most
by themselves reflect the most upon others; and that he
who lives surrounded by the million never thinks of any
but the one individual—himself ¢—Falkiand, 24.

Mr. Mandeville’s Dead Level.

Neither in person nor in character was he much benvath
or above the ordinary standard of men. He was one of,
'Nature’s Macadamised achievements. His grest fault wus
his equality; and you longed for a hill, though it were
to climb, or a stone, though it were in your way, Love
attaches ftself to something prominent, even if that some-
thing be what others would hate, One can scagoely feed
extremes for mediocrity,—Hlkland, 26,
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Carpe Digm.

I 8o not know if you ever folt thet exjstente Was
abbmg away . without bemg put to its full value: as for
, 1, ! an never consemus of life without being ‘slso con-
seious thet it is imod enjoyed to the ubmost. This is &
bitter feling, atd its worst bitterness is our ignorance how
to sefnove it—~Falkland, 34.

w

Passion,-an Avalanche.

Passion is the avalanche of the human heart—a sirigle
Breath can dissolye it from its repose.—Fallland, 44.

w0
| Futility of Human Aspirations.

'We pass our lives in sowing what we are neyer to raap |
We endeavour to erect a fower, which shall reach’ fhe
heavens, in"order to escape one curse, and lod we are
emitten by another] We would soar from o common N‘V,l],*

and from that moment we are divided by a separate lapguage
Jrom our race I—Falkland, 46.

v Sole Joy in w

Constantly eugaged, as we are, in lookmg behmd u& or
before, if there be one hour in which we'feel only the e
being—in which we feel sensibly that we liye, and that
those mbments of ‘the present are full of the enjbyment bhe
rapture of existence—it is when we are with the, om

+whgse life and spirits have become the great pm' angd prm-
ciple of out own.— Falkland, 49.

The Eternal Stlences.

I» bave” walohed over “the tomb: I hm calla&, i M
#ouy of my heart, unto her who slept bensath ;T yenld
h&wﬁ*&uﬁv&d maf verysomd, isnto a shell, could ih Beve st
-oued, hefore me for one, Y1é oy euf,thehemgr’m
w the spirit of wmy 30 {. T have bekn. sk it et
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enfranced with the mﬁansxﬂy of ‘my own edjuration; ¥ e
gazed upon the empty air, snd-worked upod my mind P ml
it with imaginings ; 1 have,called sloud tdnte:thts winds, snd
tasked my woul to waken their silence % rei)!y, All wae a
waatM stillness—an mﬁmty«-rwmmut & wmm ar A
voice ! The dead answered e not, when,I imvoked them ;
and in the vigils of the still night T looked front the rank
grase and the mouldering stones to the Fternal Heavend, as.
man Jooks from decay to .immogtality! Oh! thab .gwfal
magnificenco of repose—that living sleep—that bresthing
yej unrevealing divinity, spread over those still worlds ! To,
ﬁm also I poured my thoughts—but in a whisper. I did’
t dare to breathe aloud the unhallowed angumish of my
mind 4o the majesty of the unsympathising stars! In the
vast, ‘prder of creation—in the midst of the stupendous
system of. universa] life, my, doubt and inquiry were mur-
mured forth--—a voice erying in the wilderness, and returning
qait&out an-acho, unanswered unto myself {— Falkland, 77.

Spiritual Familiars.

'Are there not “more things in heaven and earth than are
dreamed of in our philosophy ¢” A Spirit may hover in the
&ir we %reathe: the depth of our most secret solitudes
108y be paofﬂ@d by the invisible: our ‘uprisings and our

ge may be marked by a witness from the grave,
In ctr. walks the dead may be behind us; in our benguets
‘b'heg may &it At the board ; and the chill bmath of thé night
wind thak hirs the curtains of our'bed may bear a message pur
Beipes not, from lips that once have pressed hms on
’mu: own, 1’ ’Why"h it that at moments thers cre ‘over us
an‘awe, 8 ternt, overpowering, bt undefined § y is '&
thag’ m,uhﬂdder without & ceysé, and feel the warm Jife.
still in its courses § dre the dsad too nogr Do’

W’dy‘ wings mch us 68 Shog it amnd V—Faligasid, 99,
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IL—PELHAM,

An BExquisite’s Kiew of Vulgarians.

‘ Vulgar people know nothing of the necessaries r'equired in
good society, and the credit they give is as short as their
pedigree.—Pelham, 1.

Jewels in Pawn.

My mother wag just setting off on a visit to the Duchess of
D——— ; she declared it was impossible to go without her
diamonds. The chief of the bailiffs declared it was impos-
sible to trust them out of his sight. The matter was com-
promised—the bailiff went with my mother to C , and
was introduced as my futor. A man of singular merit,”
whispered my mother, “but s shy!” Fortunately, the
beiliff was abashed, and by losing his impudence he kept
the secrct. At the end of the week the diamonds went to
the jeweller’s, and Lady Frances wore paste.—Pelham, 1.

Serenity in High Life.

The distinguished trait of people accustomed to good
society, is & calm, imperturbable quiet, which pervades all
their actions and habits, from the greatest to the least ; ; they
eat in quiet, move in quiet, live in quiet, and lose ‘their
wile, or even their money, in quiet; while low persons
cannot stake up either a spoon or an affront without making
«<ruch an snazing noise about it.—Pelham, 8.

University Cads.

The men drank beer by the gallon, and ate echease by the
hundredweight—wore jockeyeut coats, and talked slang-~
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rode fos wagers, and sWore when they lost—smoked in your
face, and expectorated on the floor.” Theil proudest glory
was to drive the mail—their mightiest exploit to box with
the coachman—their most delicate amour to lecer at the
» barmaid, —Pelham, 12.

A Coxcomb.

After various cogitations as to the particular character I
should assume, I thought nothing appeared more likely to
be obnoxious to nien, and therefore pleasing to women, than
angegregious coxcomb ; accordingly, I arranged my hair inte
ringlets, dressed myself with singular plainness and sim-
plicity (a low person, by-the-bye, would have done just the
contrary), and, putting on an air of exceeding languor, made
my maiden appearance at Lord Bennington’s.—Pelham, 34

"y
Flattery an Jnfallible Touchstone.

If you are ever at a loss as to the individual character
of a person you wish to gain, the general knowledge of
human nature will teach you one infallible specific,—Aattery !/
The quantity and quality may vary according to the exact
niceties of art; but, in any quantity and in any quality, it
is more or less acceptable, and therefore cortain to please.
Only never (or at least very rarely) flatter when other
people, besides the one 1o be flattercd, are by; in that case
you offend the rest, and you make cven your intended dupe
ashamed to be pleased. )

In general, weak minds think only of others, and yof
seem only occupied with themselves; yow, on the cpntrary,
must appear wholly engrossed with those about4you, ang
yet never have a single idea which does not terminate in
yourself : .a fool, my dear Hcnry, flatters himsclf~-a wise
wan flatters the fool.—Pelham, 39.
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English .Abroad.

'We were not long driving to the Palais Royal. Véry's
was crowded to excess—“A very low set!” said Lord
Vincent (who, being half a Libera), is of course a thorough.
aristocrat), looking, round at the various English who ovou-
pied the apartment.

There was, indeed, a motley congregation, country
esquires ; extracts from the universities; half-pay officers;
city clerks in frogged coats and mustachios; two or three
of a better-looking description, but in reality half-swindlers,
half-gentlemen ; oll, in short, fit specimens of that wander-
ing tribe, which spread over the continent the renown and
the ridicule of good old England.—Pelham, 40.

Pearls lefore Swine.

Véry is, indeed, no longer the prince of restaurateurs.
The low English who have flocked thither, have entirely
ruined the place. What waiter—what cook can possibly
respect men who take no soup, and begin with a ré¢ ; who
know neither what is good mor what is bad ; who eat rog-
nons at dinner instead of ai breakfast, and fall into raptures
over sauce Robert and pieds de cochon; who cannob tell, at
the first taste, whether the beaune is premiére qualifé, or the
Sricassée made of yesterday’s chicken; who suffer in the
stomach after a champignon, and die with indigestion of a
truffled O English people, English people ! why can you
not stay and perish of apoplexy and Yorkshire pudding at
hofue $—Pslham, 41.

Wisdom and Greatness,
" 'We know pot our own characters till time teaches us self-

Jnowledge : if wo are wiss, we may thank ‘ourselves; if we
aee precd, wo must thank forbupe ——Pelhant, 45
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Manners.

‘What a rare gift is that of manners ! how diffioult to de-
fine~——how much more difficult to impart! Bettey for a man
to possess them, than wealth, beauty; or even talent, if it
fall short of genius—they will more than supply all. He
who enjoys their advantages'in the highest degree ; viz., he
who can please, penetrate, persuade, as the object may re-
quire, possesses the subtlest secret of the diplomatist and
the statesman, and wants nothing but luck and opportusnity
to become * great.”—Pelham, 46. '

A Scarecrow.

Mousieur Margot was a tall, soletan man, with a face of
the most imperturbable gravity. He would have been in-
estimable as an undertaker. His hair was of a pale yellow ;
you would have thought it had caught a bilious complaint
from hia complexion ; the latter was, indeed, of so sombre
a saffron, that it looked as if ten livers had been forced into
a jaundice, in order to supply its colour. His forehead was
high, bald, and very narrow. His cheekbones were extremely
prominent, and his cheeks so thin, that they seemed happier
than Pyramus and Thisbe, and kissed each other inside
without any separation or division. His face was as sharp
and almost as long as an inverted pyramid, and was gar-
nished on either side by a miserable half-starved whisker,
which ssemed scarcely able to maintain itself amitst the
general symptoms of atrophy and decay. This cherming
countenance was supported Ly a figure so long, so straight,
8o shadowy, that you might have taken it for the Monu-
ment in & consumption —~Pelham, 52.

‘ A mere Foible.

We all, have our little foibles, as the Frenchman said, when,
he boiled his grandmother’s head in a pipkin.—Pslham, 75 °
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Something like a Dinner,

We all #hree once more entered the jfiacre, and drove to
the celebrated restaurateur’s of the Rue Mont Orgueil O
blisstul recollections of that dinmer! how at this moment
you crowd upon my delighted remembrance! Lonely and
sortowful as I now sit, digesting with many a throe the iron
thews of a Dritish beefsteak—imore Anglico—immeasurably
tough—T see the grateful apparitions of Escallopes de Suwmon
and Lailunces de Carpes rise in a gentle vapour before my
eyes! breathing a sweet and pleasant odour, and contrastigg
the dream-like delicacies of their hue and aspect, with the
dire and dure realities which now weigh so heavily on the
region below my heart ! And thou, most beautiful of all—
thou evening star of enfremets—thou that delightest in truffles,
and gloriest in a dark cloud of sauces—cxquisite joir gras /
—Have I forgotten thee? Do 1not, on the contrary, see thee
—~mell thee—-taste thee—and almost die with rapture of thy
possession ¥ What, though the goose, of which thou art a
part, has, indeed, been roasted alive by a slow fire, in order to
increase thy divine proportiuns—yet has not our Almanach
—the Almandch des Gourmands—iruly declared that the
goove rejoiced amid all her tortures—because of the glory
that awaited her? Did she not, in prophetic vision, behold
her enlarged and ennobled joie dilate into pdtés and steam
into saidt¢és—the companion of truffles—the glory of dishes
—ihe Uelight—the treasure—the transport of gourmands !
0, gxaltel among birds—apotheosised goose, did not thy
heart exult even when thy liver parched and swelled within
thee, from thai most agonising death; and didst thou not,
1{¥o the Indian at the stake, triumph in the very torments
which alone could render thee illustrious —Pelham, 81.
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Vanity an universal Irritagt.

For a coxcomb there is mo mercy—for a coquette no
pardon. They are, as it were, the dissenters of society—
no crime is too bad to be imputed to them ; they do not
believe the rcligion of others—they set up a deity of their
own vanity—all the orthodox vanities of others are offended.
Then comes the bigotry — the stake—the auto-da-fé of
scandal. 'What, alas! is so implacable as the rage of
vanity? What so restless as its persecution? Take from
a man his fortune, his house, his reputation, but flatter his
vanity in each, and he will forgive you. Heap upon him
benefits, fill him with blessings: but irritate his self-love,
and you have made the very best man ungrateful. He will
sting you if he can: you cannot blame him ; you yourself
have instilled the venom. This is one rehson why you
must rarely reckon upon gratitude in conferring an obliga-
tion., It is a very high mind to which gratitude is not a
painful sensation.—Pelham, 85.

Simplicity in Aristocratic Life.

The higher the rank, the less pretence, because there is
less to pretend Zo. This is the chief reason, wrote my
mother, why our manners are better than low persons’;
ours are more natural, because they imitate no one else;
theirs are affected, because they think to imitate ours; and
whatever is evidently borrowed becomes vulgar. "Original
affectation is sometimes good {on,~—imitated affectation,
elways bad.—Pelham, 105.

Pleasure !

No business is half as fatiguing as pleasur®.— Peliam,
105,

Principles first, Facts afterwards. \

The object of educatiog is to instil principles wlnch



_desirable so far a¢ they illustrate those prineiples ; principles
- ought therefore to precede facts ? What then can’ we think
of a system which reverses this evident order, overloads the
memory with facts, and those of the most doubtful descrip-
tion, ‘while it leaves us -entirely in the dark with regard to
the principles which could alone render this heterogeneous
‘mass of any advantage or avail! Learning, withogt know-
ledge, is but a bundle of prejudices; a lumber of inert
matter set before the threshold of the understanding to the
exclusion of common gense.— Pelham, 145.
Fiat Justitia.

In the science of private morals, which relate for the main
part to ourselves individually, we have no right to deviate
one single iota "from the rule of our conduct. Neither time
nor circumstance must cause us to modify or to change.
Integrity knows no variation ; honesty no shadow of turn-
ing. 'We must pursue the same course—stern and uncom-
promising—in the full persuasion that the path of right is
like the bridge from earth to heaven, in the Mahometan
creed ;—if we swerve bubt a single hair’s breadth, we are
irrevocably lost.—Pelham, 130.

Pelham on Dress.

* Dress o that it may never be said of you, ¢ What a well-
dressed jnan ! —but, * what a gentlemanlike man !”— Pel-
ham, 174.

A Trifler or a Philosopher ?

He wh8 esteems trifles for themselves, is a trifler—he who
est®ms theln for the conclusions to be drawn from them, .
or the advazitage to which they can be put, is a:philosopher.
~Pelham, 175,



Tasteless Profusion,

We sat down, six in number, fo a repast st once in-
credibly bad, and ridiculously extravagant; turtle without
fat—venison without flavour—champagne with the taste of
a gooseberry, and hock with the properties of a pomegranate,
Such is the constant habit of young men; they think any-
thing egpensive is necessarily good, and they purchase
poison at a dearer rate than the most medicine-loving hypo-
chondriac in England !

Of course, all the knot declared the dinner was superb;
called in the master to eulogise him in person, and made
Lim, to his infinite dismay, swallow a bumper of his own
hock. Poor man! they mistook his reluctance for his diffi-
dence, and forced him to wash it away in another potation,
With many a wry face of grateful humility, he left the room,
and we then proceeded to pass the bottle with the suicidal
determination of defeated Romans,— Pelham, 188,

Looking to the Future.

It does not seem to me natural to the human heart to
look much to the past ; all its plans, its projects, its aspira-
tions, are for the future; it is jfor the future, and 7n the
future, that we live. Our very passions, when most agitated,
are most anticipative. Revenge, avarice, ambition, love, the
desire of good and evil, are all fixed and pointed to some
distant goal; to look backwards, is like walking backwards
—against our proper formation: the mind does not readﬂy
adopt the habit, and when once adopted, it will res,dlly
return to its natural bias, Oblivion is, therefor, a more
eagily obtained boon than we imagine. Forgetfdlness ofthe
past is purchased by increasing our anxiety for the future,—

Pelham, 216.
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oAn Irreparable Loss !

« A bad dinner, Mr. Pelham, a bad dinner is the most
serious—I may add, the most serious calamity.”

“Yes,” I replied, ““for it carries with it no consolation ;
a buried friend may be replaced—a lost mistress renewed—a
slandered character be recovered—even a broken constitu-
tion restored : but a dinner once lost, is irremediable ; that
day is for ever departed ; an appetite once thrown away can
never, till the cruel prolixity of the gastric agenis is over,
be regained. ‘Il y u tant de maitresses’ (says the admirablp
Corneille), ¢4l 'y @ quw'un diner.’ "—Pelham, 232

Young Ambition.

In youth, to endeavouris to succeed.—Pelham, 249.

Tact.

There is no situation which a little tact cannot turn to
our own account: manage yoursclf well, and you may
manage all the world.—2Pelham, 251.

Man’s Proper Study.

I study Nature rather in men than fields, and find no
landscape afford such varietyto tiie eye, and such subject to
the contemplution, as the inequalities of the human heart.
—Pelhag, 251.

Imitation intrinsically Base.

Nething is so plebeian as imitation,—Pelham, 298.

Bulls that are Bores.

We are a very sensible, thinking, brave, sagacious, gene-
rous, industrious, noble-minded people ; but it'must be con-
fgssed that we are terrible bores to ourselves and all the rest
of the world. —Pelham, 299.
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On Horseback.

I know few counsellors more exhilarating than a spirited
horse. I do not wonder that the Roman emperor made a
consul of his steed. On horseback I always best feel my
powers, and survey my resources : on horseback I always
originate my subtlest schemes, and plan their ablest execu-
tion. Give me bul a light rein, and a free bound, and I am
Cmero—-—Cato—-—Caemr dismount me,.and I become a mere
clod of the earth which you condemn me to touch: fire,
energy, ethereality, have departed ; I am the soil without

e sun—the cask without the wine—the garments without
the man.—Pelhan, 339.

Friends in Need.

It is by the bed of sickness, or remorse, that the ministers
of God have their real power! it is here that their office is
indeed a divine and unearthly mission ; and that in breath-
ing balm and comfort, in healing the broken heart, in raising
the crushed and degraded spirit—they are the voice and
oracle of the raTHER, who made us in benevolence, and
will judge us in mercy !—Pelkam, 4zo0.

Cowardice.

Cowardice, which spoils the honest man, often redeems
the knave.— Pelham, 445.
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II1.—-THE DISOWNED.

Principle and a Free Constitution.

Principle to the mind is what a free constitution is to a
people : without that principle, or that free constitution, the
one may be for the moment as good—the other as happy,
but we cannot tell how dong the goodness and the happiness
will continue,~—Z%he Disowned, 38.

Rooks Conventual,

From the summit of beeches, which would have shamed the
‘pavilion of Tityrus, the rooks—those monks of the feathered
people—were loud in their confused, but not displeasing,
confabulations.—Zhe Digowned, 40.

A Perfect Gentleman.

That man will never be a perfect gentleman who lives only
with gentlemen. To be a man of the world, we must view
that world in every grade, and in every perspective.—The
Disowned, 4 2.

' Ridicule of others Acceptable.

- Ingvanity there is so great a mixture of envy that mo
compliment is like a judicious abuse—to enchant your
acquamtanc@ ndmule his friends.—Th¢ Disowned, 73.

Suppers.

/That was the age of suppers! Happy age‘ ‘Meal of
easé and. mirth; when Wine and Light lif ihe lamp of
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Wit! O, what precicus things were said, and looked at
those banquets of the soul! There epicurism was in the
lip as well as' the palate, and one had humour for a hors
d'wuvre, and repartee for an enfremet. In dinner there is
* gomething too pompous, too formal, for the true ease of
Table Talk. One’s intellectual appetite, like the physical,
is’ coarse but dull. At dinmer one is fit only for eating;
after dinrer only for politics. DBut supper was a glorious
relic of the ancients. The bustle of the day had thoroughly
wound up the spirit, and every stroke upon the dial-plate
of evit was true to the genius of the hour. The wallet of
diurnal anecdote was full, and craved‘unloading. The great
meal—that vulgar first love of the appetite—was over, and
one now only flattered it into coquetting with another.
The mind, disengaged and free, was no longer absorbed in
a cutlet or burthened with a joint. The gowrmand carried
the nicety of his physical perception to his moral, and
applauded a bon mot instead of a bonme bouche.~1'he Dis-
owned, 91.

Conceit Invulnerable.

Vanity is the very antidote to conceit; for while the
former makes us all nerve to the opinion of others, the
latter is perfectly satisfied with its opinion of itself.-—7%e
Disowned, 111.

Benignity in Old Age.

- Is ithere one being, stubborn as the rock to misfortyns,
whom kmdness does not affect? For my part, Kindness
seems to me to come with a double grace and J;endemess
from the old; it seems in them the hoarded and long-
purified benevolence of years; as if it had.survived and
conquered the bageness and sclfishness of the ordeal it had’
passed; 8s:if the winds, wiich had broken the form, had
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swept in vain across the heart, and the frosts, which had
chilled the blood and whitened the thin locks, had possessed
no power over the warm tide of the aflections. It is.the
triumph of nature over art; it is the voice of the angel
which is yet within us. Nor is this all : the tenderness of
age is twice blessed—blessed in its trophies over the obduracy
of encrusting and withering years, blessed because it is
tinged with the sanctity of the grave; because ¥ tells us
that the heart will blossom even upon the precincts of the
tomb, and flatters us with the inviolacy and immortality of
love.—The Disowned, 125.

Self-Esteem and @onfidence, the Wings of Genius.

Rob Genius of its confidence, of its lofty self-esteem, and
you clip the wings of the eagle : you domesticate, it is true,
the wanderer you could not hitherto comprehend, in the
narrow bounds of your household affections; you abase
and tame it more to the level of your ordinary judgments,

“but you teke from it the power to soar; the hardihood which

was content to brave the thunder-cloud and build its cyrie
on the rock, for the proud triumph of rising above its kind,
and contemplating with a neurer eye the majesty of heaven.
—The Disowned, 129.

Lord Borodaile’'s Hauteur.

' 'Now, if there was a haughty man in Europe, it was Lord
‘Borodd#ile. He was not proud of his birth, nor fortune, but
he ywas proud of himself; and, next to that pride, he was
proud of‘ being a gentleman. He had an exceeding horror
of all common people; a Claverhouse-sort of supreme con-
tetnpt to “ puddle blood ;” his lip seemed to wear scorn as
a garment; a Jofty and stern seclf-admiration, rather than
“self-love, sat upon his forehead as on a throne. He lad,
a3 it weve, an awe of himself #his thoughts were &0 many
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‘mirrors of Viscount Borodaile, dressed en gien, His mind
was. & little Versailles, in which self sate like Louis XIV.,
and saw nothing but pictures of ¢fs self, sometimes as
Jupiter, and sometimes as Apollo. What marvel then,
that Lord Borodaile was a very unpleasant companion; for
every human being he had ‘“something of contempt.” His
eye was always eloquent in disdaining: to the plebeian it
said—* You are not a gentleman;” to the prince—* You
are not Lord Borodaile.”—-The Disowned, 162,

Knowledge tmnsmutable to Virtue.

Knowled«e, unemployed, may preserve us from vice—but
knowledge beneficently employed is virtwe.—The Disowned, 234.

Golden Rule for Earthly Happiness.

There is one way of attaining what we may term, if not
utter, at least mortal happiness; it is this—a sincere and
unrelaxing activity for the happiness of others. In that one
maxim is concentrated whatever is noble in morality, sublime
in religion, or unanswerable in truth.—Zhe Disowned, 234. .

Ca-ha ! I soar, I am a Hawk.

Rousseau—in his own way, a great though rather a morbid
epicure of this world’s enjoyments—talks with rapture of
his pedestrian rambles when in his first youth. But what
are your foot-ploddings to the joy which lifts you into air
with the bound of your mettled steed I-—7"%e Disowneg, 249."

Anticipation and Retrospect.

Tn age we should rememBer that we have been yoyng, and
in youth, that we are Zo be old. —The Disowned, 2H9.

Virtue, God’s Empire.

'Vn-tue has resoyrces buried in itself, which we know not,
81l the invading hour calls them from their retreats, Sut-



tounded by hosjs without, and ‘wheh Natute iteelf, tmmed

traitor, is its most deadly enemy within ; it #sstumes a new

‘and a superhuman power, which is greater than Nature itself,

Whatever be its creed—whatever be its sect—from what:-
ever segment of the globe its orisons arise, Virtue is God’s’
empire, and from His throne of thrones He will defend it.

Though cast into the distant ecarth, and struggling on the
dim arena of a human heart, all things above are *spectators
of its conflict, or enlisted in its cause. The angels have
their charge over it—the banners of archangels are on its
side; and from sphere to sphere, through the illimitable
ether, and round the impenetrable darkness at the feet of
God, its triumph is hymned by harps, which are strung to
the glories of the Creator !—2"e Disowned, 283.

Ignorance and Knowledge.

It is from our ignorance that our contentions flow: we
debate with strife and with wrath, with bickering and with
hatred, but of the thing debated upon we remain in the pro-
foundest darkness, Like the labourers of Babel, while we
endeavour in vain to express our meaning to each other, the
fabric by which, for a commmon end, we would have ascended
to heaven from the ills of earth remains for ever unadvanced
and incomplete. Let us hope that knowledge is the universal
languago which shall re-unite us. As, in their subhme alle-
gory, the Ancionts signified that only through virthe we arrive
ot hohour, so let us believe that only through knowledge
cap. we arrive at virtue! The few smooth all paths for the
many. | The precepts of knowledge it is difficult to extricate
from error; but, once discovered, they gradually pass into-
maxims ; and thus what the sage's life was' consumed:in
acquiring become. the acquisition of a moment to posterity.

‘Knowledge is like the atmosphere—in ,order fo dispel the
,vapeur and dislodge the frost, éur ancestors felled the forest,
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drained the mersh, and cultivated thé waste, and we now
breathe without an effort, in the purified air and the chaat-
‘ened climate, the result of the labour of generations and the
progress of ages! As to-day, the common mechanic may
" equal in science, however inferior in genius, the friar (Roger
Bacon) whom his contemporaries feared as a magician, 8o
the opinions which now startle as well as astonish, may be
received hereafter as acknowledged axioms, and pass into
ordinary practice.—Z1he Disowned, 324.

Manr’s Little Wisdom.

Wisdom is a palace of which only the vestibule has been
entered.—The Disowned, 325.

Gradus ad Ceelum,

One step in knowledge is one step from sin: one step
from sin is one step nearer to Heaven.—Zhe Disowned, 330.

Our Mutual Dependence.

It is the most beautiful truth in morals that we have no
such thing as a distinet or divided interest from our race.
In their welfare is ours ; and, by choosing the broadest paths
to effect Lheir happiness, we choose the surest and the short-
est to our own.—The Disowned, 331.

Prometheus.

The grandest moral of ancient lore has ever seemed to me
that which the picture of Prometheus affords: ine whom
neither the shaking earth, nor the rending heaves, nor the
rock without, nor the vulture within, could cause regret for
past benevolence, or terror for future evil, or envy, even
amidst tortures, for, the dishonourable prosperity of his in-
sulter! Who, that has glowell over this exalted picture will
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tell us that weymust make Virtue*prosperous m order to
-allure to it, or- clothe Vice with misery in order to revolt us
from its image —The Disowned, 332.

Rivalry, its Elevating Influence.
Rivalry, even in trifles, begets respect.—The Disowned,

337
Safe Generosity.

&

It is very easy to be gencrous when one is guife sure one
is the vietor.—The Disowned, 340.

Death, both Victory and Emancipation.

Are we not as birds which look into the Great Air only
through a barred cage? Shall we shrink and mourn when
the cage is shattered, and all space spreads around us—our
element and our empire? No; it was not for this that, in
an elder day, Virtue and Valour received but a common
name! The soul, into which ¢haf Spirit has breathed its
¢glory, is not only above Fate—it profits by her assaults!
Attempt to weaken it, and you nerve it with a new strength
—to wound it, and you render it more invulnerable—to
destroy it, and you make it immortal! This, indeed, is the
Sovercign whose realm every calamity increases—the Hero
whose triumph every invasion augments l—standing on the
last sinds of life, and encircled by the advancing waters of
Darleness and Eternity, it becomes in its expiring effort
dgubly the Victor and the King !—The Disowned, 432.



IV.—-DEVEREUX.

The Unattainalle Ideal.

What man ever wrote anything really good, who did not
feel that he had the ability to write something better #—
Writing, after all, is a cold and a coarse interpreter of
thought.—How much of the imagination, how much of
the intellect, evaporates and is lost while we seek to embody
it in words !—Man made language, and God the genius.—
-~ Devereux, vi.

Gentus no 1dler,

Sir William Devercux was deeply impregnated with the
notion of his time, that ability and inspiration were the
same thing, and that, unless you were thoroughly idle, you
could not be thoroughly a genius. I verily believe that he
thought wisdom got its gems, as Abu Zeid al Hassan declares
some Chinese philosophers thought oysters got their pearls—
viz,—by gaping !— Devereux, 23.

Poignant Civility.
Your civility is the prettiest invention possible for dislike !
—Devereuz, 33.
Events—not Years.

“Pray, Abbé,” said I, “have onc's years anything to" do
with one’s age 1

The priest was accustomed to the peculiar tone of wy
eagacious remarks, and answbred drily—



. cave school : if L hasten vo town I am presented at court:
—and Jo! I am a man; and this change within halfs--
dozen changes of the sun !—therefore, most reverend faﬂwr, :
I humbly opine that age is measured by events—not year&
— Devereuz, 34.

Privileged Postponers:

For my part, I think there are.only two classes of people
in the world, authorised to put one off to * another time,”
prime ministers and creditors.—Devereuw, 45.

Varium et mutalile semper.

The bleaknéss of the English atmosphere I once heard a
Frenchman wittily compare to Augustus .placed between
Horace and Virgil ; viz, in the bon mot of the emperor him-
sclf—>between sighs and tears.—Devereux, 59.

The Hush of a Storm.
‘When one is in a good sound rage, it is astonishing how
calm one can be !-—Devereuz, 67.
How to gain Repute for Ability.

Wo sre always clever with those who imagine we think
as they,do. To be shallow you must differ with people—to
be profound you must agree with them.— Devereus, 74.

To Enjoy is to Oley.

7 esteem’ enjoyment the best proof of gratitude; nor db"
I think we can pay a more acceptable duty to.the Father
“of all Goodness than by showing ourselves semsible of the
“favours He bestows upen us. Ipok, how the sunlight sleeps



yonder dpon /fields covered with golden qorn, and ‘seems,’
like the divine benevolence of which you spoke, to smile .
upon the luxuriance which its power created. This carpet
at-our feet, covered with flowers that’ breathe, sweet as good
.dseds; to Heaven—the stream that breaks through that
_ distant copse, laughing in the light of noon, and sending its
voice through the hill and woodland, like a messenger of
glad tidings,—the green boughs over our head, vocal with a
thousand songs, all inspirations of a joy too exquisite for
silence,—the very leaves, which seem to dance and quiver
thh delight,—think you, AAubrey, that these are so sullen
as*not to return thanks for the happmess they imbibe with
being ;—what are those thanks but the incense of their joy %
The flowers send it up to heaven in fragrance—the air and
the wave in music. Shall the heart of man be the only
part of His creation that shall dishonour His"worship with
lamentation and .gloom? When the inspired writers call
upon us to praise our Creator, do they not say to us—* Be
Joyful in your God ¢ ’~—Devereux, 84.

A Lower Depth than the Grave.
The oblivion of one buried is nothing to the oblivion of
one disgraced.—.Devercux, 87.
A Pessimist’s View of Humanity.

“ Human nature seems to me,” said Tarlton, “a most
pitiful bundle of rags and scraps, which the gods thiew out
of Heaven, ag the dust and rubbish there.”—Devereuay 131.

Contempt most Contemptille.

X othmg is more contemptible than habitual coni®mpt.—
Deversuw, 132.
Ennuz.

| Of “Time murdered, there is a ghost, which we term,
Ennsii ~—Deverewe, 135.
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Hopeﬁsbwld anchor us in Happiness.

Aubrey, poor ‘child, seams to forget that the hope of the
next world ought to meke s happy in this,—Devereuz, 139,

Light for Others, not Ourselves.

Prudence, and calculating Foresight, what are ye #—warn-
ings unto others, not ourselves, Reason is a lamp which
sheddeth afar a glorious and general light, but leaveth all
that is around it in darkness and in gloom. We foresee
and foretell the destiny of others—we march credulous and
benighted to our own; and, like Laocoon, from the very
altars by which we stand as the soothsayer and the priest,
creep forth, unsuspected and undreamt of, the serpents which
are fated to dfstroy us —Devereux, 151.

The Light that never was on Sea or Land.

What is love but a division from the world, and a blend-
ing of two souls, two immortalities divested of clay and
ashes, into one? it is a severing of a thousand ties from
whatever is harsh and selfish, in order to knit them into a
singlo and sacred bond! Who loves, hath altained the
anchorite’s secret; and the hermitage has become dearer
than the world. Oh! respite trom the toil and the curse
of our social and banded state, a little interval art thou,
suspemtled between two eternities——the Past and the Future
—ga star that hovers between the morning and the night,
sending through the vast abyss one solitary ray from heaven,
but too far and faint to illumine, while it hallows the
earth = Devereux, 162.

The World a Spider’s Wel.

+ Bpinosa is said to have loved, above all other amusements,
o put flies into a spider’s webg and the struggles of the im.
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prisoned ‘nsects were wont to bear, in the eyes of this grave
philosopher, so facetious and hilarious an appearance, that he
would stand and laugh thereat qn‘k:l ‘the tedrs “coursed one
another down his innocent nose.” ¥or my part, I believe
.that that most imaginative and wild speculator beheld in
the entangled flies nothing more than a living simile—an
animated illustration—of his own beloved vision of Neces-
sity ; and,that he is no more to be considered cruel for the
comrplacency with which he gazed upon those agonised types
of his systom than is Lucan for dwelling, with a poet’s
plegsure, upon the many ingenious ways with which that
Grand Inquisitor of Verse has contrived to vary the simple
operation of dying. To the bard, the butchered soldier was
only an epic ornament; to the philosopher, the' murdered
fly was only a metaphysical illustration. For, without being
a Fatalist, or a disciple of Baruch de Spinosa, I must confess
that I cannot conceive a greater resemblance to our human-’
and earthly state than the penal predicament of the devoted
flies. Suddenly do we find ourselves plunged into that
Vast Web—the World ; and even as the insect, when he
first undergoeth & similar accident of necessity, standeth
amazed and still, and only, by little and litile, awakeneth
to a full densc of his situation ; so also at the first ahashed
and confounded, we remain on the mesh we are urged upon,
ignorant, as yet, of the toils around us, and the sly, dark,
immitigable foe, that lieth in yonder nook, already fBasting
her imagination upon our destruction. Presently we #evive
—we stir—we flutter—and Fate, that foe—the old arch-
spider, that hath no moderation in her MAW—10W ﬁxeth
one of her many eyes upon us, and giveth us a partial
glimpse of her laidly and grim aspoct. We pause in mifte
terror—we gaze upon the ugly spectre, so imperfectly beheld
—the net ceases to tremble, and the wily enemy draws.
gently back into her nook. Now we begin to breathe again
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us ; again we pause—-the foe retires mot, but remains still,
and surveyeth us;—we see every step is accompamed with
danger—we look round and above in despair—suddenly we
feel within us a new impulse and a new power l—we feel a
vague. sympathy with fhaf unknown region which spreads
beyond this great net ;—that limitless beyond hath a mystie
affinity with a part of our own frame—we unconsciously
extend our wings (for the soul to us is as the wings to the
fly I)—we attempt to rise—to soar above this perilous snage,
from which we are unable to crawl. The old spider
watcheth us in self-hugging quiet, and, looking up to our
native air,—we think-—now shall we escape thee.—Out on
it! We rise not a hair’s breadth—we have the wings, it is
true, but the feet are fettered. We strive desperately agnin
—the whole web vibrates with the effort—it will break
beneath our strength. Not a jot of it l—we cease—we are
more entangled than ever! wings—{feet—frame-—the foul
slime is over all l—where shall we turn? every line of the
web leads to the one den,~—~we know not—we care not—we
grow blind—confused—1lost. The eyes of our hideous foa
gloat upon us—she whetteth her insatiate maw-—sHle leapeth
towards us—she fixeth her fangs upon ns—and so endeth
my parallel |—Devereuz, 166.

The Honeymoon.

Oh the intoxication of that sweet Elysium, that Tadmor
‘in hfee desert—the possession of the one whom we have
first loved | It is as if poetry, and music, and light, and the
frush breath of flowers, were all blent into one being, and
from that being rose our existence! It is content made
-rapture—nothing to wish for, yet everything to feel! Was
‘that air~~the air which I had ’sreathed hitherto? that earth



senses were melted into one sensg~deep, eilent, fathomless
delight \—Devereux, 173,

The Sword.

Fairest and specdiest of earth’s levellers, thou makest the
path from the low valley to the steep hill, and shapest the
goldier's a%e into the monarch’s sceptre! The laurel and
the fasces, and the curule car, and the emperor’s purplo—
what are these but thy playthings, alternately thy scorn and
thy® reward ! Founder of all empires, propagator of all
creeds, thou leddest the Gaul and the Goth, and the gods of
Rome and Greece crumbled upon their altars! DBeneath
thee, the fires of the Gheber waved pale, and on thy point
the badge of the camel-driver blazed like a sun over the
startled East.—Devereuwzx, 192.

Isora’s Converse with Nature.

The stillnoss of noon-—the holy and eloquent repose of
twilight, its rosy sky, and its soft air, its shadows and its
dews, had equally for her heart a whisper and a spell. The
wan stars, where, from the eldest time, man has shaped out
a chart of"the undiscoverable future ; the mysterious moon,
to which the great occan ministers from its untrodden shrines;
the winds, which traverse the vast air, pilgrims from an
cternal home to an unpenetrated bourne; the illimitable
Ileavens, on which none ever gazed without a vague créving
for something that the earth cannot give, and a vague senge
of & former existence in which that something was enjoyed ;
the holy night—that solemn and circling aleep, whjch seems
in its repose to image our death, and in its living worlds b
shadow forth the immortal realms which only through that
death we can survey ;—all had, for the deep heart of Isora, -
& language of omen and of don.-—Devereuz, 209.
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- Clean—comparatively.

“ How beautiful she is!” said ‘Trefusis, admiringly.
“What & pity -that those exquisite hands should be so
dirty ! It reminds me” (Trefusis loved a coarse ancedote)
“of her answer to old Madame de Noailles, who made
exactly the same remark to her. ‘Do you call my hands
dirty %’ cried Lady Mary, holding them up with the most
innocent naivets, ¢ Ah, Madame, si vous pouviez voir mes
pieds ! —Devereux, 243.

Mental Cosmetics. N

Let us go and polish away the wrinkles of our hearts.
‘What cosmetics are to the face wit is to the temper; and,
after all, there is no wisdom like that which teaches us to
forget.—Devéreux, 249.

Penalty of Isolation.

“The curse of the great,” said Fleuri, *is ennui.”
“Of the great in station,” said I, “but not necessarily
of the great in mind.”—Devereuzx, 266.

Requisites for a Diplomatist.

Have you, my son, the requisite qualitics “for that
science, as well as the tastes? Are you capable of intrigue §
-Can you say one thing and mean another? Are you aware
of the immense consequence of a look or a bow? Can you
live fike a spider, in the centre of an inexplicable net—
inexplicable as well as dangerous—to all but the weaver?
That, my son, is the art of politics—that is to be a d:ploma-

twt \—Devereuz, 278. | ¢
Exzhilaration of Travel.

What a glad awakemng from self,—what a sparkling and
fresh draught from a new soffrce of being,—what s wheel
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.within wheel, animatiag, impelling, ardilsi!xg all the rest of
this animal machine, is the first excitement of Travel.—
Devereuz, 309.

Freemen and Slaves.

Freemen are serious, they have objects at their heart
worthy to engross attention. It is reserved for slaves to
indulge ip groans at one moment, and laughter at another.
~—Devereuz, 312.

Peter the Great.

Pattern and Teacher of kings, if each country, in each
century, had produced one such ruler as you, either all man-
kind would now be contented with despotism, or all mankind
would be free. Upon his death-bed Peter is reported to
have said, “ God, I dare trust, will look merci%ully upon my
faults, in consideration of the good I have done my country.”
These are worthy to be the last words of a king.  Rarely
has there been a monarch who more required the forgiveness
of the Creator ;—yet seldom perhaps has there been a human
being who more deserved it.—Devereu, 329.

Pride. .
Pride is an elevation which is a spring-board at one time,
and a stumbling-block at another.—Devereux, 337.

The Circle.

It has often seemed to me that if there be, as cerfpin
ancient philosophers fabled, one certain figure pgrvading
all nature, human and universal, it is the eircle. , Round in
one vast monotony, one eternal gyration, roll the orbs®of .
space, Thus moves the spirit of creative life, kindling,
progressing, maturing, decaying, perishing, reviving and
rolling again, and so onwa®d for ever through the same



coutse ; and thul even would seem t0 revolye the mysterious
mechamsm of human events and actions. Age, ers it re-
turns to “the second childishness, the mere oblivion ” from
which it passes to the grave, returns also to the memories
and the thoughts of youth; its buried loves arise—its past
friendships rekindle, © The wheels of the tired machine are
past the meridian and the arch through which they now
decline, has a correspondent likeness to the oppusing seg-
ment through which they had borne upward in eagerness
and triumph, Thus it is, too, that we bear within us an
irresistible attraction to our earliest home, Thus it is that
we say, it matters not where our mid course is rum, but
we will die in the place where we were born; in the point
of space whence began the circle, there also shall 4 end,”—

Devereuz, 433

Love Sanctified by Death.
Perhaps there is no passion so full of tender, of soft, and
of hallowing associations, as the love which is stamped by
death.— Devereux, 447.

Experience.

‘Were I asked what best dignifies the present, and con-
secrates the past; what enables ug alone to draw a just moral
from the tale of life; what sheds the purest light upon our
reason ; what gives the firmest strength to our religion; and
whemer our remaining years pass in seclusion or in action,
is pest fitted to soften the heart of man, and to elevube the
spul to {Fod, I would answer, with Lassus, it is wmncn

~—Devereyg, 448.



V.—PAUL CLIFFORD.

The Gnomon of Literature.

The heart of an author is the mirror of his age. The
shadow of the sun is cast on the still surface of literature,
long before the light penetrates to law. DBut it is ever
from the sun that the shadow falls, and the moment we Eee
the shadow, we may be certain of the light.—Paul Clifford, x.

Dummie Dunnaker’s Caution.
Never go snacks with them as be older thas you,-—n’cau'se
why | the older a cove be, the more he cares for his self,

and the less for his partner. At twenty, we diddles the
public ; at forty, we diddles our cronies —Puul Clifford 24.

Critics.
Dear reader, whom we make the umpire between ourself
and those who never read«-the critics |—Paul C'Zz_ﬁ'ord 111,

Luoy Brandon.

Never did glass give back a more lovely image than that
of Lucy Brandon at the age of nineteen. ,Her auburn halr
fell in the richest luxuriance over a brow never ruffie, and
& cheek where the blood never slept ; with every imstant the
colour varied, and at every variation that ¥smooth, puwee,

virgin cheek seemed still more lovely ‘than before. She.
‘had the most beautiful lough that one who loved music.
could imagine,—silvery, low, and yet so full of joy leall her
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movements, as the old parson said, weemed to keep time to
that laugh ; for mirth made a great part of her innocent and
childish temper; and yet the mirth ‘wa.s féminine, never
loud, nor like that of young ladies who had received the
last finish at Highgate seminaries, Everything joyous
affected her, and at once ;—air,—flowers, — sunshine,—
butterflies. Unlike heroines in general, she very seldom
cried, and she saw nothing charming in having the vapours.

But she never looked so beautiful as in sleep ! and as the
light breath came from her parted lips, and the ivory lids
closed over those eyes which only in sleep were silent—gnd
her attitude in her sleep took that ineffable grace belonging
solely to childhooed, or the fresh youth into which childhood
merges,—she was just what you might imagine a sleeping
Margaret, before that most simple and gentle of all a poet’s
visions of womanhood had met with Faust, or her slumbers
been ruffled with a dream of love. To these attainments
she added o certain modicum of skill upon the spinet, and
the power of singing old songs with the richest and sweetest
voice that ever made one’s eyes moisten, or one’s heart beat.
She was the kindest of human beings; the very dog that
had never seen her before, knew that truth at the first glance,
and lost no time in making her acquaintance. The goodness
of her heart reposed upon her face like sunshine, and the
old wife at the lodge said poetically and truly of the effect
it produced, that “ one felt warm when one looked on her.”
She fwas surrounded by pets of all kinds, ugly and handsome,
from Ralph the raven to Beauty the pheasant, and from
Bob the sheep-dog without a tail, to Beau the Blenheim
‘with blug ribands round his neck ; all things loved her, and
shie loved all things.—Paul C’hjfmd 115,
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Lord Mauleverer's Polztzcal Cynicism.

“Youand I, my dear fellow,” said Lord Mauleveret, “who
know men, and who have lived all our lives in the world,
must laugh behind the scenes at the cant we wrap in tinsel,
and send out to stalk across the stage. We know that our
Coriolanus of Tory integrity is a corporal kept by a prosti-
tute ; and, the Drutus of Whig liberty is a lacquey turned
out of place for stealing the spoons; but we must not tell
this to the world.—Panl Clifford, 156.

An Epicure Victimised.

“But, oh! Brandon,” said Lord Mauleverer, “imagine
me at your brother’s board !—me, for whom ortolans are too
substantial, and who fecl, when I tread, the, slightest in-
equality in the carpets of Tournay !-—imagine me, dear
Brandon, in a black wainscot room, hung round with your
ancestors in brown wigs with posies in their button-holes,—
an immense fire on one side, and a thorough draught on the
other,—a huge circle of beef before me, smoking like
Vesuvius, and twice as large,—a plateful (the plate was
pewter—is there not a metal so called?) of this mingled
flame and lava sent under my very nostril, and upon pain of
ill-breeding to be despatched down my proper mouth,—an
old gentleman in fustian breeches and worsted stockings, by
way of a butler, filling me a can of ale,—and your worthy
brother asking me if I would not prefer port,—a lean footman
in livery (such a livery, ye gods!) scarlet, blue, yellow, and
green, & rainbow ill made! on the opposite side of thg table
looking at the ¢Lord’ with eyes and mouth equglly open,
and large enough to swallow me,—and your excellent broth&r
himself at the head of the table blowing through the mista
of the beef, like the rising sun in a sign-post.”~—Paub
Clifford, 158.
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Augustus Tomlinson’s Parlidmmtafy Axiom.
Life is short! Why should speechea ke long % Paul
Clifford, 183,

A Fig for Posterity.

¢ Posterity,” said Judge Brandon, ¢ can you believe that
a man who knows what lifo is, cares for the penwy whistles
of grown children after hiz death? Posterity, Lucy—no!
Posterity is but the same perpetuity of fools and rascals;
and even were justice desirable at their hands, they cald
not desl it, Do men agree whether Charles Stuart was a
liar or a martyr? TFor how many ages have we believed
Nero a monster! A writer now asks, as if demonstrating a
problem, whgt real historian could doubt that Nero was a
paragon? The patriarchs of Scripture have been declared
&y modern philosophy to be s sories of astronomical hiero-
glyphs ; and, with greater show of truth, we are assured
that the patriot Tell never existed! Posterity! the word
has gulled men enough without my adding to the number,
I, who loathe the living, can scarcely venerate the unborn.
Lucy, believe me that no man can mix largely with men
in political life, and not despiso everything that in youth he
adored! Age leaves us only one feehng-~contempt P
Paul Glzﬁord 274

Mz:»fortune provokes dezcule.

% Nothing makes men so facetious as misfortune to
others&” said Augustus, moralising, and turning himself,
as well ag he wag able, in order to deliver his body from the
pointed elbow of Mr. Nabbem. “ When a man is down
in the world, all the bystanders, very dull fellmws before,

* wuddenly become wits | "—Paul Olifford, 322.
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Sanity hangs upon'a Gegsamer.

Whether it coms from wos or disease, the stroke whch
mars & Bmgle ﬁbre plays strange havoc with the mind.
Slaves we ate to our muscles, and puppets to the spring of
the capricious blood ; and the great soul, with all its capaci-
ties, its solemn attributes, and sounding claims, is, while on
earth, but*a jest to this mountebank—the body—from the
dream which toys with it for an hour, to the lunacy which
shivers it into a driveller, laughing as it plays with its own
fragments, and reeling benighted and blinded to the 0rave!
—Puul Clifford, 332.

Lord Mauleverer on Love.

“Tove,” rejoined Lord Mauleverer, is no"r,hfﬁg more than
vanity pleased ; wound the vanity, and you destroy the
love ! "—Paul Clifford, 340. .

The Essential of Friendship.

People may say what they please about a similarity of
opinions being neccessary to friendship,—a similarity of
habits is much more so. It is the man you dine, breakfast,
and lodge with, walk, ride, gamble, or thieve with, that is
ryour friend ; not the man who likes Virgil as well as you
do, and agrees with you in an a.dmuatlon of Handel.—Paul

Chﬂord 347.

Callousness of Law.

Ah1 excellent order of the world, which it is so wicked
to disturb! How miraculously beautiful must *be thot
system which makes wine out of the scorching tears of
guilt; and from the suffocating suspense, the agonised fear,
the compelled and self-mocking, bravery, the awful sentence,
the despairing death-pang of one man, furnishes the smirking
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expectation of fees, the jovial meeling, and the mercenary
holiday to another ! % Of Law, nothing less can be said,
than that her seat is the bosom of God.” To be sure not ;
Richard Hooker, you are perfectly right. 'The divinity of a
sessions, and the inspiration of the Old Bailey, are undeniable !
—Paul Clifford, 366.

Twaddle and Brag.

‘When you talk to the half-wise, twaddle ; when you talk
to the ignorant, brag; when you talk to $he sagacious, look
very humble, and ask their opinion.—Paul Clifford, 42&
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VI.—EUGENE ARAM.

Corporal Bunting and Peter Dealtry.

“Psha man !” said the corporal, throwing out his right
lerr and lcaning back, with his eyes half shut, and his chin
protruded as he took an unusually long inhalation from his
pipe. “Psha, man !—send verses to the right-about—fit
for girls going to school of a Sunday; full-grown men more
up to snuff. I've seen the world, Master ﬁenltry ;—the
world, and be d———d to you !—augh!”

““Tie, neighbour, fie! What's the good of profaneness,
evil speaking, and slandering 1—

¢Qaths are the debts your spendthrift soul must pay ;
All scores are chalk’d against the reckoning day.’

Just wait a bit, neighbour ; wait till I light my pipe.”

“Tell you what,” said the corporal, after he had com-
municated from his own pipe the friendly flame to his
comrade’s; “tell you what—talk nonsense; thes com-
mander-in-chief’s no martinet—if we’re all right in action,
he'll wink at a slip word or two. Come, no humbug—
hold jaw. D’ye think God would sooner have a snivellifig
fellow like you in his regiment, than a man like me} clean-
limbed, straight as a dart, six feet one without hi®shoes #¥—
Baugh!”

Tkis notion of the corporal's, by which he would have
likened the dominion of heayen to the King of Prussia’s
body-guard, and only admitted the elcet on acaount of
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their inches, so tickled mine host’s’ fancy, that he leaned
back in his chair and- indulged in a long, dry, obstreperous
cachinnation.  This irreverence mightily displeased the
corporal. He looked at the little man very sourly, and
gaid in his least smooth accentuation,—

“What—devil-—cackling at ?—Always grin, grin, grin—
giggle, giggle, giggle—psha |”

“Why really, neighbour,” said Peter, composirfg hiinself,
“ you must let & man+*nugh now and then.”

“Man!” said thy-corporal; “man’s a noble animal!
Man's a musket, primed, loaded, ready to save a ‘friends or
kill a foe—chargs not to be wasted on every tom-tit. But
you! not a musket, but a cracker! noisy, harmless, can’t
“fuch -you, but off you go, whizz, pop, bang in one’s face!
~baugh ! "—Eugene Aram, 10.

Eugene Aram.

He was a man who might, perhaps, have numbered some
five and thirty years; but, at a hasty glance, he would have
seemed considerably younger. He was above the ordinary
stature ; though a gentle, and not ungraceful bend in the
neck, rather than the shoulders, somewhat curtailed his
preper advantages of height. His frame was thin and
slender, but well knit and fair proportioned. Nature had
originglly cast his form in an athletic mould; but sedentary
habits, and the wear of mind, seemed somewhat to have
impaired her gifts. His cheek was pale and delicate ; yet
iteyas rather the delicacy of thought than of weak health.
His hair, which was long, and of a rich and deep brown,
wgs thrown back from his face and temples, and left a
broad, high, majestic forehead utterly unrelieved and bare;
and on the brow there was not a single wrinkls ; it was as
‘ammth a8 it might have been some fifteen years ago, There
was & gingular calmness, and, so to speek, profundity of
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thought, eloquent upon its clear expanee, whioh“sﬁguested
the idea of one who had ‘passed his life rather in “eentem-
plation than amet;on. It was a face that a physioghomist
would have loved to look upon, so much did it speak both
of tho refinement and the dignity of intellect. :
Such was the person—if pictures convey a faithful re-
semblance—of a man, certainly among the most eminent
in his dey for various and profound learning, and espe-
cially for a genius whally self-taught, yet never contented
to repose upon the wonderful stores it had laboriously
ecamulated, —Eugene Aram, 24.

Another’s Happiness.

No man can judge of the happiness of another. As the
moon plays upon the waves, and seems to our tyes to favour
with a peculiar beam one long track amidst the waters,
leaving the rest in comparative obscurity ; yet all the while,
she is no niggard in ber lustre,—for though the rays that
meet not our eyes seem to us as though they were not, yet
¢he, with an equal and unfavouring loveliness, mirrors her-
gelf on. every wave:—even 8o, perhaps, happiness falls
with the same brightness and power over the whole ex-
panse of life, though to our limited eyes it seems only to
rest on those billows from which the ray is reflected on our
pight,~— Eugens Aram, 34.

An Angler’s Haunt,

It was waxing towards eve—an hour especially lovely in
the month of June, and not without reason favoured *by the
angler. 'Walter sauntered across the rich and fragfant fields,
and came soon into a sheltered valley, through which the
brooklet. wound its shadowy way. Along the margin, the,
grass-sprang up long and maffed, and profuse with a thou-
sand weeds and flowers—the children of the teeming'Jnm.
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Here. the wy»leafed bell-flower, and not far from it the
common enchanter's night-shade, the silver weed, and the
water-aven ; and by the hedges that now and then neared the
water, the guelder-rose, and the white briony, over-running
the thicket with its emerald leaves and luxuriant flowers.
And here and there, silvering the bushes, the elder offered its
snowy tribute to the summer. All the insect youth were
abroad, with their bright wings and glancing motion$ and
from the lower depths of the bushes the blackbird darted
across, or higher and unseen the first cuckoo of the eve began
its continuous and mellow note. All this cheeriness and ghoss
of life, which enamour.us with the few bright days of the
English summer, make the poetry in an angler’s life, and
convert every idler at heart into a moralist, and not a gloomy
one, for tho time.— Kugene Aram, 44.

A Great Man’s Friendship.

There is a certain charm about great superiority of intel-
lect that winds into deep affections, which a much more
constant and even amiability of manners in lesser men often
fails to reach. Genius makes many enemies, but it makes
sure friends-—friends who forgive much, who endure long,
who exact ‘little : they partake of the character of disciples
as well as friends. There lingers about the human heart a
strong inclination to look upward—to revere:-in this in-
clination lies the source of religion, of loyalty, and also of
the worship and immortality which are rendered so cheer-
felly to the great of old. And, in truth, it is a divine
pleasute | admiration seems in some measure to appropriate to
onrselvescthe qualities it honours in others, We wed—we
root ourselves to the natures we so love to contemplate, and
their life grows a part of our own. Thus, when a great
man, who has engrossed our though’bs, our conjectures, our
‘homage, dxes, a gap seems suddenly left in the world; a
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wheel in the mechanism’ of gur own being appears abruptly
stilled ; a portion of ourselves, and not our worst portion,—
for how many pure, high, generous sentiments it contains,
—dies with him! Yes ! it is this love, so rare, so exalted,
and so denied to all ordinary men, which is the especial
privilege of greatness, whether that greatness be shown in
wisdom, in enterprise, in virtue, or even, till the world
learns better, in the more daring and lofty order of crime.
A Socrates may claim it to-day—a Napoleon to-morrow ;
nay, a brigand chief, illustrious in the circle in which he
livi, may call it forth no less powerfully than the generous
failings of a Byron, or the sublime excellence of the greater
Milton,.—Eugene Aram, 62.

The Wily Trout.

He started, and saw the old corporal seated on the stump
of a tree, and busily employed in fixing to his line the mimic
likeness of what anglers, and for ought we know, the rest
of the world, ¢all the ¢ violet-fly.”

“Ha! master,—at my day's work, you see ;—fit for
nothing else now. When a musket’s half worn out, school-
boys buy it—pop it at sparrows. I be like the musket ;
but never mind—I have not seen the world for nothing.
We get reconciled to all things: that’s my way—augh!
Now, sir, you shall watch me catch the finest trout you
have seen this summer: know where he lies—under the
bush yonder., 'Whi—sh ! sir, whi—sh!”

The corporal now gave his warrior soul up to the d%e
guidance of the violet-fly : now he whipped it lightly on
the wave; now he slid it coquettishly along the surfacg;
‘now it floated, like an unconscious beauty, carelessly with
the tide; and now, like an artful prude, it affected to loiter
by the way, or to steal into designing obscurity under the
shade of some overhanging bank. But none of these man-
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amvms oaptwated the wary old trout, on whdse acquisition
the corporal had set his heart ; and, what was especially
provoking, the angler could see distinctly the dsrk outline
of the intended victim as it lay at the ’bottom,—-alike gome
well-regulated bachelor, who eyes from afar the eharms Ke
hes discreetly resolved to neglect.

. The corporal waited till he could no longer blind himself
to the displeasing fact that the violet-fly was wholly ineffi-
cacious ; he then drew up his line, and replaced the con-
temned beauty of the violet-fly with the novel attractions
of the yellow-dun.

. % Now, gir,” whispered he, lifting up his finger, and nod-
ding sagaciously to Walter. Softly dropped the yellow-dun
on the water, and swiftly did it glide before the gaze of the

latent trout,: and now the trout seemed aroused from his
apathy, bebold he moved forward, balancing himself upon
his fins ; now he slowly ascended towards the surface: you
might see all the speckles of his coat :—the corporal’s heart
stood still—he is now at a convenient distance from the
yellow-dun ; lo, he surveys it steadfastly; he ponders, he
see-saws himself to and fro. The yellow-dun sails away in
affected indifference; that indifference whets the appetite of

_the hesitating gazer ; he darts forward ; he is opposite the
yellow-dun,—he pushes his nose against it with an epger
rudeness,—he—no, he does ot bite, he recoils, he gazes
agein with surprise and suspicion on the little charmer; he
fades back slowly into the deeper water, and then, suddenly
tarning his tail fowards the disappointed bait, he makes off
a8 fast: ag he can,—yonder,—yonder, and disappears! No,
that’s he~leaping yonder from the wave ; Jupiter| what a
noble fellow! What leaps he at+—A real fly ! #D-n his"
eyes |” growled the corporal,—Eugene Aram, 68.
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Love's Hegtmmtals

“Beg pardon, sir, again,” said the oorpaml, f‘ always
getting askew. Indeed, some did say it was Miss Madeline,
but I says,—says I,—‘No! I'm a man of the world—see
through & millstone ; Miss Madeline’s too easy like ; Miss
Nelly blushes when he spenks;' scarlet is Love's regi-
mentals—it was ours in the forty-second, edged with yellow
—pepper-and-salt pantaloons | "— Eugene dram, 70,

Gumption—how Attained,

One does not have gumption till one has heen properly
chented—one must be made a fool very often in order not to
be fooled at last |—EBugene Aram, 42,

Forgetfulness.

“Forget ! ” said Aram, stopping abruptly ; ¢ay, forget—
it is a strange truth! we do forget! The summer passes
over the furrow, and the corn springs up; the sod forgets
the flower of the past year; the battlefield forgets the blood
that has been spilt upon its turf; the sky forgets the storm ;
and the water the noon-day sun that slept upon its bosom.
All Nature preaches forgetfulness. Its very order is tho
progress of oblivion, And I-—I-—give me your hand,
Madeline,~—1I, ha ! ha| I forget too ! "—Kugene Aramy 74.

The Heart’s Harvest,

It is better to sow a good heart with kindness than®a
field with corn, for the heart’s harvest is perpetual. —Bugene
Aram, 103,

- Fame Enhanced by Impevfectzons‘

“ 'I.‘here is ope cmmmstance " gaid Aram, after a pause,’
“ that should diminish our respect for renown. Errors of



44  WIT AND WISDOM OF LORD LYTTON.

life, as well as foibles of character,’ are often the real en-
hancers of celebrity. Without his errors, I doubt whether
Henrt Quatre would have become the idol of a people.
How many Whartons has the world known, who, deprived
of their frailties, had been inglorious! The light that you
so admire, reaches you only through the distance of time, on
account of the angles and unevenness of the body whence it
emanates, Were the surface of the moon smooth it would
be invisible,”—Eugene Aram, 124.

A Gourmand’s Dinner.

‘Whenever a man is not abstinent from rule, or from early
habit, solitude makes its votaries particularly fond of their
dinner. They have no other event wherewith to mark their
day ; they tkink over it, they anticipate it, they nourish its
soft idea in their imagination : if they do look forward to
anything else more than dinner, it is—supper !

Mr. Courtland deliberately pinned the mnapkin to his
waistcoat, ordered all the windows to be thrown open, and
set to work like the good canon in G4l Blas, He still re-
tained enough of his former self to preserve an excellent
cook ; and though most of his viands were of the plainest,
who does not know what skill it requires to produce an
unexceptionable roast, or a blameless broil ¢

Half a tureen of strong soup,—three pounds, at least, of
stewed carp,~—all the under part of a sirloin of beef,—three
quarters of a tongue,—the moiety of a chicken,—six pan-
cukes and a tartlet, having severally disappeared down the
jaws oY the invalid,

“Et cunota terrarum subacta
Preeter atrocem animam Catonis,”

e still called for two devilled biscuite and an nncho;vy =
Eugene Aram, 147. ‘
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"The Gift of the Gal.

“JIt be a marvel,” said the corporal, ¢ to think on how
much a man does in the way of cheating as has the gift of
the gab. Wants a missis, talks her over; wants your purse,
talks you out on it; wants a place, talks himself into it.
‘What makes the parson $-—words ; the lawyer #—words ; the
parliament man ?— words! Words can ruin a country, in
the big house; words save souls, in the pulpits; words
make even them ere authors, poor creturs! in every
mgn’s mouth. Augh! sir, fake note of the words, and the
things will take care of themselves — bother !”—ZEugene
Aram, 160.

An Autumnal Evening.,

The evening had already deepened into mrrht Along
the sere and melancholy woods the autumnal winds crept
with a lowly but gathering moan. Where the water held
its course, a damp and ghostly mist clogged the air; but
the skies were calm, and chequered only by a few clouds,
that swept in long, white, spectral streaks over the solemn
stars. Now and then the bat wheeled swiftly round, almost
touching the figure of the student, as he walked musingly
onward. And the owl that before the month waned many

days, would be seen no more in that region, came heavily
from the trees like a guilty thought that deserts its ‘shade.

Tt was one of those nights, half dim, half glorious, which
mark the early decline of the year. Nature seemed restlgss
and instinet with change; there were those signsein the
atmosphere which leave the most experienced ,in doubt
whether the morning may rise in storm or sunshife,
And m this particular period, the skyey influences seem
to tincture the animal life with their own mysterious and"
wayward spiritof change. Phe birds desert their summer
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haunts; ah unaccountable disquietude porvades the brute
creation ; even men in this unsettled season have con-
sidered themselves, more than at others, stirred by the
motion and whisperings of their genius. And every crea-
ture that flows upon the tide of the Universal Life of
Things, feels upon the ruffled surface the mighty and
solemn change which is at work within its depths,— Eugene
Aram, 169.

Thunderstorm at the Devil’s Crag.

’Sdeath !” said Houseman, “how it rains -—lightning
too !—I could look with less fear on a naked sword than
those red, forked, blinding flashes.—Hark ! thunder !”

The night had now, indeed, suddenly changed its aspect ;
the rain descended in torrents, even more impetuously than
on the former night, while the thunder burst over their
very heads, as they wound upward through the brake.
‘With every instant the lightning, darting through the riven
chasm of the blackness that scemed suspended as in a solid
substance above, brightened the whole heaven into one livid
and terrific flame, and showed to the two men the faces of
each other, rendered deathlike and ghastly by the glare,
Houseman was evidently affected by the fear that sometimes
seizes even the sturdiest crimninals, when exposed to those
more foarful phenomena of the heavens, which seem to
humble into nothing the power and the wrath of man. His
teoth chattered, and he muttered broken words about the
peyil of wandering near trees when the lightning was of that
forked gharacter, quickening his pace at every sentence, and
sometimes interrupting himself with an ejaculation, half
oath, half prayer, or.a congratulation that the rain at least
diminished the danger. They soon cleared the thicket, and
s few minutes brgught them once mots to thg banks of the
slream, and the increased roar of the cataract, No earthly
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scene; perihps, could surpass the appalling sdblimity of that
which they beheld ;—every instant the lightning, which
became more and more frequent, converting the black waters
into billows of living fire, or wreathing itself in lurid spires’
around the huge crag that now rose in sight; and again, as
the thunder rolled onward, darting its vain fury upon the
rushing cataract and the tortured breast of the gulf that
raved below, And the sounds that filled the air were even
niore fraugﬁt with terror and menace than the scene ;—the
waving, the groans, the crash of the pines on the hill, the
impetuous force of the rain upon the whirling river, and the
evertastmg roar of the cataract, answered anon by the yet
more awful voice that burst above it from the clouds.—
Eugene Aram, 218, :

The Mastodons of Literature.

The time may come, when the mouldering remains-of a
folio will attract as much philosophical astonishment as the
bones of the mammoth. For behold, the deluge of writors
hath produced a new world of small octavo! and in the next
generation, thanks to. the popular libraries, we shall only
vibrate between the duodecimo and the diamond edition,—
Lugene Aram, 237.

Blig/ziy Fine Talkers not the Best Scollards.

“I thinks thers be one reason why the corporal has not
written to me,” said Mr Dealtry.

“ And what’s that, Peter?”

*’Cause, your honour, he’s ashamed of his writimg: I
fancy as how his spelling is no better than it shoyd be,—
but mum’s the word. You sees, your honour, the corporal’s
got & tam for conversation-like ; he be a mighty fine talker,
suxely! but he be shy o’ the pen ; ’tis not every man what

talks blggest what's the best¥scollard at bottom, Why,
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there’s the newspaper I saw in the market (1or I always
sees the newspaper once a-week) says as how some of them
great speakers in the parliament house are no better than
ninnies when they gets upon paper; and that’s the corporal’s
case I sispect : I suppose as how they can’t spell all them
ere long words they make use on. For my part, I thinks
there be mortal desate (deceit) like in that ere public speak-
ing ; for I knows how far a loud voice and a bold face goes,
even in buying a cow, your honour; and I'm afraid the
country’s greatly bubbled in that ere partiklar; for if a man
can't write down clearly what he means for to say, I foes
not thinks as how he knows what he means when he goes
for to speak ! "—Eugenc Aram, 254.

Reflcctions on the Thames at Midnight.

Ob, God | how many wild and stormy hearts have stilled
themselves on that spot, for one dread instant of thought—
of calculation—of resolve—one instant, the last of life!
Look at night along the course of that stately river, how
gloriously it seems to mock the passions of them that dwell
beside it. Unchanged—unchanging—all around it quick
death, and troubled life ; itself smiling up to the grey stars,
and singing from its deep heart as it bounds along. Beside
it is the senate, proud of its solemn friflers; and there the
cloistered tomb, in which, as the loftiest honour, some hand-
ful of the fiercest of the strugglers may gain forgetfulness
and a grave! Thers is no moral to a great city like the
river that washes its walls,—Eugene Aram, 266,

A City'’s Silence after Nightfall.

“ The si;illness of a city is far more impressive than that of
Nature ; for the mind instantly compares the present silence
with the wonted uproar.—Eugene Aram, 347.
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Life’s Undercurrent— Death,

A thought comes over us, sometimes, in our career of
pleasure, or the troubled exultation of our ambitious pur-
suits : a thought comes over us, like a cloud j—that around
us and about us Death—Shame—Crime—Despair, are busy
ab their work. I have read somewhere of an enchanted
land, where the inmates walked along voluptuous gardens,
and built palaces, and heard music, and made merry; while
arognd, and within, the land, were deep caverns, where the
gnomes and the fiends dwelt: and ever and anon their
groans and laughter, and the sounds of their unutterable
toils, or ghastly revels, travelled to the upper air, mixing
in an awful strangeness with the summer festivity and
buoyant occupation of those above, And this Is the picture
of human life! These reflections of the maddening dis-
parities of the world are dark, but salutary :—

“They wrapt our thoughts at banquets in the shroud ;

—but we are seldom sadder without being also wiser men,—
Eugene Aram, 354

The only Soothers of a Great Affliction.

Tranquillity and solitude are the only soothers «of a
memory deeply troubled—light griefs fly to the crowd,
fierce thoughts must battle themselves to rest.—Eugene
Aram, 386.

A Friend Indeed,

Convinee Aim who deems the world his foe, that he has
one friend, and it is like snatching a dagger from his hand.
~—Eugens Aram, 387
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A Rivulet's Myrmur,

The horseman fell into a reverie, which was broken by
the murmur of the sunny rivulet, fretting over each little
obstacle it met,—the happy and spoiled child of Nature!
That murmur reng on the horseman’s ear like% voice from
his boyhood ; how familiar was it, how dear! No haunt-
ing tone of music ever recalled so mshing % host of
memories and associations, as that simple, restless, ever-
lasting ‘sound ! Everlasting —all had changed,—the trees
had sprung up or decayed—some cottages around +cre
ruing,—some new and unfamiliar ones supplied their place;
and, on the stranger himself—on all those whom the sound
recalled to his hcart—Time had been, indeed, at work;
but, with the same exulting bound and happy voice, that
little brook leaped along its way. Ages hence, may the
course be as glad, and the murmur as full of mirth ! They
are blessed things, those remote and unchanging streams!
—they flll us with the same love as if they were living
creatures !—and in a green corner of the world there is one
that, for my part, I never see without forgetting myself to
tears—tears that I would not lose for a king's ransom : tears
that no other sight or sound could call from their source ;
tears of what affection, what soft regret ; tears through the
soft guists of which T behold what I have los on amth and

lwpo fo regain in heavm—~E'ugmw Arvam, 394.

Gamermg up Hopes of Immortalztm

~As'we grow older, and sometimes a hope, sometimes a
gmend, Yanishes from our path, the thought of an xmmortahty
il press ‘iteelf forcibly upon us i and there; bymtao and
little, as the ant piles grain after grain, the gamera of a
"futwre siistenance, we learn to carry our hopes, snd. harwesk,
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VIL—PILGRIMS OF THE RHINL

Dreamland.

To that World, O Mortal, wouldst thou go%—
To care, to sin, to passion close thine eyes;
Sleep in the flesh,,and ses the Dreamland rise !
—Pilgrims of the Bhine, 231,
Degener;tte Genius.

From Freedom's field the recreant Horac8 flies -
"To kiss the hand by which his country dies;
From Mary’s grave the mighty Peasant turns,
And hoarse with orgies rings the laugh of Burns;
While Rousseaw’s lips a lackey’s vices own— -
Lips that could draw the thunder on a throne!

—Pilgrims of the Rhine, 234.
Content.

There is no wealth like the heart’s wealthmeontﬁnt.—-

Pilgrims.of the Rhine, 255.
’ Women.

There is to your beautiful and kindly sex, a natural ing
clination to protect This makes them the angels of sickness,
the comforters of age, the fosterers of chxldhood.-——?dmm
qftha Rhme, 258,

“I*ha‘t ragm——the keenest qf all ~which embediea the
bitter words, %106 Livn 1"Pilgrims of the Rhine, 376."
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- Crucial Test of Friendship.

“What tries the affections of people for each other so
geverely as a journey together?” said Vane. ¢ That per-
petual companionship from which there is no escaping;
that confinement, in all our moments of ill-humour and
listlessness, with persons who want us to loock amused—
Ah, it is a severe ordeal for friendship to pass thmough! A
post-chaise must have jolted many an intimacy to death.”—
Pilgrims of the Rhine, 286.

Disinterested Tenderness.

One hour of consolation to the one we love is worth a
thousand ages of torture to ourselves!—Pilgrims of the
Rhine, 300. . '

In Memoriam.

If genius has one prerogative dearer than the rest, it is
that which enables it to do honour to the dead—to revive
the beauty, the virtue that are no more ; to wreathe chaplets
that outlive the day round the urn which were else forgotten
by the world !

When the poet mourns, in his immortal verse, for the
dead, tell me pot that fame is in his mind ! it is filled by
thoughts, by emotions that shut out the living. He is
breathing to his genius—to that sole and constant friend,
which has grown up with him from his cradle—the sorrows
too delicate for human sympathy; and when afterwards he
é'onsigns the confession to the crowd, it is indeed from the
hope of honour ;—honour not for himself, but for the being
that is n6 more.—Pilgrims of the Rline, 339.

| Movement and Rest.
“ Ah,” paid Gertrude, one day, as they proceeded to the
gpringa ‘of the Carlovingian Wisbaden, * surely perpetual
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travel with those we Mve must be the happiest state of
existence. If home has its comforts, it also has its cares;
but here we are at home with Nature, and the minor evils
vanish almost before they are felt.”

“True,” said Trevylyan, “ we escape from ‘THE LITTLE,’
which is the curse of life; the small cares that devour us
up, the grievances of the day. We are feeding the divinest
part of oug nature,—tho appetite to admiro,”

“ But of all things wearisome,” said Vane, *a succession
of changes is the most. There can be a monotony in variety
itsedf. As tho eye aches in gazing long at the new shapes
of the kaleidoscope, the mind aches at the fatigue of a con-
stant alternation of objects; and we delightedly return to
rest, which is to life what green is to the earth.,”—Pilgrims
of the Rhine, 343.

New Year's Eve and New Year's Day.

And the Stars sat, cach on his ruby throne, and watched
with sleepless eyes upon the world. It was the night usher-
ing in the new year, a night on which every star roceives
from the archangel that then visits the universal galaxy, its
peculiar charge. The destinies of men and empires are then
portioned forth for the coming year, and, unconsciously to
ourselves, our fates become minioned to the stars. A hushed
and eolemn night is that in which the dark Gates of ,Time
open to receive the ghost of the Dead Year, and the young
and radiant Stranger rushes forth from the clouded chasms
of Eternity, —Pilgrims of the Rhine, 345.

Our Two Lives.

There are two lives to each of us, gliding on at the same
time, scarcely connected with each other !—the life of our
actions, the life of our minds; the external and the inward
history ; the movements of :ge frame, the deep and ever-
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restless workings of the heari! They who have loved know
that there is a diary of the affections, which we might keep
for yéars without having occasion even to fouch upon the
exterior surface of life, our busy occupations—the mechani-
cal progress of our existence ; yet by the last are we judged,
the first is never known. History reveals men's deeds, men's
outward characters, but not themselves, There is a secret self
that hath its own life “ rounded by a dream,” unpenetrated,
unguessed.—Pilgrims of the Rhine, 377.

Action, the True Lethe,

Action is that Lethe in which alone we forget our former
dreams ; and the mind that, too stern not to wrestle with its
emotions, seeks to conquer regret, must leave itself no leisure
to look behind. 'Who knows what benefits to the world
may have sprung from the sorrows of the bencfactor? As
the harvest that gladdens mankind in the suns of autumn
was called forth by the rains of spring, so the gricfs of youth
may make the fame of maturity.—Pilgrims of the Rhine,

378.
Life and Death.

¢ There is something in travel,” said Gertrude, ‘“which
constanily, even amidst the most retired spots, impresses us
with, the exuberance of life. 'We come to those quiet nooks
ond find a race whose existence we never dreamed of. In
their humble path they know the same passions and tread
the same career as ourselves. The mountaing ehut them
out ffom the great world, but their village is a world in
itself, 4nd they know and heed no more of the turbulent
scones of remote citieg, than our owp planet of the inhabi-
tants of the distant etars, What then is death, but the for-
getfulness of eome few hearts added to the general uncon-
sciousness of our existence thit pervades the universe? The
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bubble breaks in the VM des;art of the air without a sound.”
—Pilgrims of the Ehina, 376,

Fuaith.

Faith is the great creator; to believe fervently is to make
belief true,——Pilgrims of the Rhins, 381.

Tke Minstrel.

He sung of love, and Otho, forgetting his restless ﬁmams,
approached to Looline, and laid himself at her feet. Louder
then and louder rose the strain, The minstrel sung of war}
he painted the feats of the Crusaders; he plunged info the
thickest of the battle ; the steed neighed ; the trump sounded;
and you might havo heard the ringing of the steel.—Pelgrime
of the Rhine, 393. '

The Angel of Death.

As.the fairies sped along the troubled air, a pale and
beautiful form met them by the way, and the fairies paused
and trembled. For the power of that S8hapo could vanquish
even them. It was the form of a Female, with golden hair,
crowned with a chaplet of withered leaves; ber bosoms, of
an exceeding beauty, lay bare to the wind, and an infant
was clasped between them, hushed into a sleep so still, that
neither the roar of the thunder, nor the livid lightning flash-
ing from cloud to cloud, could even ruffle, much less arouse,
the slumberer. And the face of the Female was unutterably
calm and sweet (though with a somsthing of severe), thege
was no line nor wrinkle in her hueless brow; caree never
wrote its defacing characters upon that everlastu;g beauty.
It knew no sortow or change ; ghost-like and shadowy float®d.
on that Shape througﬁs’ the abyss of Time, governing the
world with an unguestioned and noiseless sway. And the
' children of the green solitudd of the earth, the lovely fairies
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form of DEATH !~ Pilgrims of the Rhine, 414.

Early Death Envialle.

Blessed are the young whom I clasp to my breast, and
lull into the sleep which the storm cannot break, nor the
morrow arouse to sorrow or to toil. The heart that is stilled
in the bloom of its first emotions,—that turns with its last
throb to the eye of love, as yet unlearned in the possibility
of change,—has exhausted already the wine of life, and is
saved only from the lees. As the mother soothes to sleep
the wail of her troubled child, I open my arms to the vexed
spirit, and my bosom cradles the unquiet to repose !”—
Pilgrime of the Rhine, 415,

Haunts of our Childhood.
To revisit the scenes of our youth is to commune with the
ghost of ourselves.-—Pilgrims of the Rhine, 415.
~ The Globe a Cemelery.
Every sod on which we tread is the grave of some former
being.— Pilgrims of the Rhine, 420.
A Single Grave.
What a world of hope may be buried in a single grave,—
Pilgrims of the Rhine, 420.
The Voice of our Youth.

There is & great charm in the observations of one new to
the world, if we ourselves have become somewhat tired of
“ its hack sights and sounds;” we hear in their freshness a
voice from our own youth.—Pilgrims of the Rhine, 425.
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Nature Abhors a Vi acﬁum: "

In what spot of the world is there ever utter solitude?
The vanity of man supposes that loneliness is his absence?}
‘Who shall say what millions of spiritual beings glide invisibly
among scenes apparently the most deserted? Or what know
we of our own mechanism, that we should deny the possi-
bility of life and motion to things that we cannot ourselves
recognise I—Pilgrims of the Rhine, 429,
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VIIL.—GODOLPHIN.

Awful Uncertainty of the Future.

WHAT a strange life this is! what puppets we are!” How
terrible an enigma is Fate! I never set my foot without
my door, but what the fearful darkness that broods over the
next moment rushes upon me. How awful an event may
hang over our hearts! The sword is always above us, seen
or invisible !

And with this life—this scene of darkness and dread—
some men would have us so contented as to desire, to ask
for no other \—Godolphin, 17.

London Idlers Classificd.

There are in London iwo sets of idle men: one set, the
butterflics of balls; the loungers of the regular walks of
society ; diners-out; the “old familiar faces,” seen every-
where, known to every one: the other set, a more wild,
irregular, careless race, who go little into parties, and vote
balls a nuisance; who live in clubs; frequent theatres;
drive about late o’ nights in mysterious-looking vehicles,
and enjoy a vast acquaintance among the Aspasias of plea-
gsure. . These are the men who are the critics of theatricals;
black-neckclothed and well booted, they sit in their boxes
end decide on the ankles of a dancer or the voice of a singer.
They have a smattering of literature, and use a great deal of
French in their conversation : they have something of romance
in their composition, and have been known Yo marry for love,
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In short, there is in their whole nature, a more roving,
liberal, Continental character of dissipation, than belongs to
the cold, tame, dull, prim, hedge-clipped indolence of more
national exquisitism. Into this set, out of the other set, fell
young Godolphin ; and oh! the merry mornings at actresses’
houses ; the jovial suppers after the play ; the buoyancy, the
brilliancy, the espre?, with which the hours, from midnight
to cockerow, were often pelted with rosc-leaves and drowned
in Rhenish,—Godolphin, 38.

Stage Illusion.

There is that in theatrical representation which perpetu-
ally awakens whatever romance belongs to our character.
The magic lights; the pomp of scene; the palace; the
camp; the forest; the midnight wold; the moonlight re-
flected on tho water; the melody of the tragic rhythm ; the
grace of the comic wit ; the strange art that gives such mean-
ing to the poet’s lightest word ;—the fair, false, exciting life
that is detailed before us—crowding into some three little
hours all that our most busy ambition could desire—love,
enterprise, war, glory! the kindling exaggeration of the
sentiments which belong to the stage—like our own in our
boldest moments : all these appeals to our finer senses are
not made in vain. Our taste for castle-building and visions
deepens upon us; and we chew a mental opium which
stagnates all the other faculties, but wakens that of the
ideal.—Godolphin, 39.

Shakesperian Enchantment.

While yet we are young—while yet the dew lingers on
the green leaf of spring—while all- the brighter, the mo®
enterprising part of the future is to come—while we know
not whether the true life may not be visionary and exeited
a8 the false—how deep and éch a transport is it to see, to
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¢
feel, to hear Shakespeare’s conceptions made actual, though

all imperfectly, and only for an hour! Sweet Arden! are
we in thy forest +—thy ‘“shadowy groves and unfrequented
glens?” Rosalind, Jaques, Orlando, have you indeed a being
upon earth! Ah! this is true enchantment! and when we
turn back to life, we turn from the colours which the Claude
class breathes over a winter’s landscape to the nakedness of
the landscape itself !—Godolphin, 39.

Glamour of a Thoughtful Face.

So dark and wondrous are the workings of our nefure,
that there are scarcely any of us, however light and unthink-
ing, who would not be arrested by the countenance of one in
deep reflection—who would not pause, and long to pierce
into the mysteries that were agitating that world, most
illimitable by nature, but often most narrowed by custom—
the world within.—Godolphin, 53.

A Gilbe at the Historians.

Oh Truth ! what a hard path is thine! Does any keep
it for three inches together in the commonest trifle %—and
yet two sides of my library are filled with histories,—
Godolphin, 54.

A Stalwart Fop’s Depreciation.

«He’s a good-looking fellow, that Godolphin—eh ?” con-
tinued the earl, in the tone of a man who meant you to deny
~vhat he asserted. '

“Ch, beautiful !” said Lady Irpingham. “Such a
countenance !”
© “Deuced pale, though!—eh?—and not the best of
figures : thin, narrow-shouldered, eh—eh ¢

Godolphin’s proportions were faultless; but your strap-
ping heroes think of a moderd¥e-sized man as mathematicians
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define a point—declare that he has no lengi;h nor breadth
whatsoever.—Godolphin, 70.

An Insolent Duchess.

The Duchess of Winstoun was a woman of ordinary
birth—the daughter of a pcer of great wealth, but new
family. She had married, however, one of the most power-
ful dukes im the peerage ;—a stupid, heavy, pompous man,
with four castles, eight parks, a coal-mine, a tin-mine, six
boroughs, and about thirty livings. Inactive and reserved,
the duke was seldom seen in public: the care of supporting
his rank devolved on the duchess; and she supported it
with as much solemnity of purpose as if she had been a
cheesemongergs daughter.  Stately, insolent, and coarse;
—asked everywhere; insulting all; hated and courted;
such was the Duchess of Winstoun, and such, perhaps,
have been other duchesses before her.—Godolphin, 77.

€ Pooh !

“Need T add,” said Godolphin, * that T have been think-
ing of the most beautiful person present?”

“ Pooh ! ” said Lady Delmour, turning away her head.

Now, that pook is a very significant word. On the lips
of a man of business, it denotes contempt for romance;
on the lips of a politician it rebukes a theory. With Jhat
monosyllable, a philosopher massacres a fallacy: by those
four letters, a rich man gets rid of a beggar. But in the
rosy mouth of a woman, the harshness vanishes, the disdaiy,
becomes encouragement. ¢‘ Pooh!” says the lady whem yo:
tell her she is handsome ; but she smiles when she, says it.
‘With the same reply she receives your protestation of lovep
and blushes as she receives. With men it is the sternest,
with women the softest exclamation in the language.—
Godolphin, 83.
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Womanr’s Rememlrance of her First Lover,

The child may forget its mother, and the mother desert
the child: but never, never from a woman's heart departs
the memory of the first confession of love from him whom
she first loves.—Godolphin, 86.

Saville’s Sneer at Authors.

We allow the low-born author to be the lion this year;
but we dub him a bore the next.—Godolphin, 102. ’

Woman’s Oljects many, not one.

“ Fine writers say, ‘Oh, men have a thousand ohjects,
women but one!’ That’s nonsense, dear Percy; women
have their thousand objects too. They have not the bar,
but they have the milliner's shop ; they can't fight, but they
can sit by the window and embroider a work-bag ; they
don’t rush into politics, but they plunge their souls into love
for a parrot or a lap-dog. Don't let men flatter themselves ;
Providence has been just as kind in that respect to one sex
as to the other; our objects are small, yours great ; but a
small object may occupy the mind just as much as the
loftiest.”—Godolphin, 105,

All Envy Groundless.

Ah! where is tnat one perscn to be envied, could we read
she heart i—Godolphin, 128,

The Roman Campagna,

- As every grove that the traveller passes on that road
was guarded once by a nymph, so now it is hallowed by a
memory. In vain the air, heavy with death, creeps over
the wood, the rivulet, and tixe shattered tower ; the mind
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will not recur to the risk of its ignoble tenement; it flies
back ; it is with the Past! A subtle and speechless rapture
fills and exalts the spirit. There—far to the West—spreads
that purple sea, haunted by a million reminiscences of glory ;
there the mountains, with their sharp and snowy crests, rise
into the bosom of the hcavens; on that plain, the pilgrim
yet hails the traditional tomb of the Curiatii and those
immortal Twins who left to their brother the glory of con-
quest, and the shame by which it was succeeded ; around
the -L.ake of Nemi yet bloom the sacred groves by which
Diana raised Hippolytus again into life. Poctry, Fable,
History, watch over the land: it is a sepulchre ; Death is
within and around it ; Decay writes defeature upon every
stone ; but the Past sits by the tomb as a mourning angel ;
a soul breathes through the desolation; a voice galls amidst
the silence. Every age that hath passed away hath left a
ghost behind it; and the beautiful land seems like that
imagined clime beneath the earth in which man, glorious
though it be, may not breathe and live — but which is
populous with holy phantoms and illustrious shades,—
Godolphin, 175,

Belief conquers Doult,

You would not think religion consisted in a sanctified
demeanour, in an ostentatious alms-giving, in a harsh jrdg-
ment of all without the pale of your opinions, You would
behold in it a benign and harmonious system of morality,
which takes from ceremony enough not to render it tedious
but impressive.” The school of the Bayles and Voltaires, is
annihilated.” Men begin now to feel that to philosephise is
not to sneer. In Doubt, we are stopped short at every out-
let beyond the Sensual. In Belief lies the secret of all our
valuable exertion, Tweo sentiments are enough %o preserve
even the idlest temper from stagnation—a desire and a hope.
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‘What then can we say of the destre to be useful, and the
hope to be immortal +—Godolphin, 186.

Amlbition.

Oh! much-abused and highly-slandered passion !—passion
rather of the soul than the heart: hateful to the pseudo-
moralist, but viewed with favouring, though not undis-
criminating eyes by the true philosopher: bnght—wmge(l
and august amBITION! It is well for fools to *revile thee
because thou art liable, like other utilities, to abuse! The
wind uproots the oak—but for every oak it uproots, it
scatters a thousand acorns. Ixion embraced the cloud, but
from the embrace sprang a hero, Thou, too, hast thy fits of
violence and storm ; but without thee, life would stagnate :
—thou, too, embracest thy clouds; but even thy clouds
have the deigods for their offspring !—Godolphin, 188.

A Worldling’s Laugh at Troulle.

“Tf we jest at a man’s misfortune,” said Saville, ¢ we do
not do it to his face. Why not out of the ill, which is
misfortune, extract good, which is amusement? Three men
in this room are made cheerful by a jest at a broken leg in
the next: Is the broken leg the worse for it? No; but
the three men are made merry by the jest: Is the jest
wicked, then? Nay, it is a benevolence. But some cry,
¢Ay; but this habit of disregarding misfortunes blunts your
wills when you have the power to relieve them.” Relieve !
was ever such delusion? What can we relieve in the vast
Tnass QOf human misfortunes? As well might we take a drop
from the ocean, and cry, ‘Ha! ha! we have lessened the
gea! ' > 2 Godolphin, 206.

“ Crowned Passion on the Brink of Death.”

And now they——Gonstanceoand Godolphin—stood within
the Siren’s Cave. From this spot alone you can view that
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terrible descent of watérs which rushes to earth like the
coming of a god! The rocks dripped around them-—the
torrent dashed at their very feet. Down—down, in
thunder, for ever and for ever, dashed the might of the
maddening element; above, all wrath; below, all black-
ness ;— there, the cataract; here, the abyss. Not a
moment’s pause to the fury, not a moment’s silence to the
roar ;—foryard to the last glimpse of the sun—the curse of
labour, and the soul of unutterable strength, shall be upon
those waters! The demon, tormented to an eternity, filling
his dread dwelling-place with the unresting and unearthly
voice of his rage and despair, is the only type meet for the
spirit of the cataract.

And there—amidst this awful and tremendous eternity
of strife and power—stood two beings whose momentary
existence was filled with the master-passion of humanity.
— Godolphin, 234.

Paralysing Influence of Ridicule.

Ridicule is the stifler of all energy amongst those sho con-
trols. After a man’s position in society is once established
—after he has arrived at.a certain age—he does not like to
hazard any intellectual enterprise which may endanger the
quantum of respect or popularity at present allotted to him.
He does not like to risk a failure in parliament—a caustic
criticism in literaturo : he does not like to excite new Jjea-
lousies, and provoke angry rivals where he now finds com-
plaisant inferiors,.— Godolphin, 266. -

Godolphin’s Round of Dissipation.

Dictator of theatres—patron of operas—oracle in music—e
mirror of entertainments and equipage—to these conditions
had his natural genius and his once dreaming dispositions

been bowed at last! A roundtof dissipation, however, left
"
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him no time for reflaction ; and he dbelieved (perhaps he was
not altogether wrong) that the best way to preserve the
happy equilibrium of the heart is to blunt its susceptibilities.
As the most uneven shapes, when whirled into rapid and
ceaseless motion, will appear a perdect circle, so, once im-
pelled in a career that admits no pause, our life loses its
uneven angles, and glides on in smooth and rounded celerity,
with false aspects more symmetrical than the trufh.—Godol-
phin, 286.
Imagination and the Soul.

Know, in one word, said the soothsayer, the Tmagination
and the Soul are one, one indivisible and the same; on that
truth rests all my lore.—Godolphin, 306.

Bodiless Spirits.

This world is given up to two tribes of things that live
and have a soul ; the one bodily and palpable as we are ; the
other more glorious, but invisible to our dull sight—though
I have seen them—Dread Solemn Shadows, even in their
mirth ; the night is their season as the day is ours; they
march in the moonbeams, and are borne upon the wings of
the wind.—Godolphin, 313.

Life’s Drama.

“‘Life differs from the play only in this,” said Godolphin,
some time afterwards; ‘it has no plot—all is vague,
«desultory, unconnected—till the curtain drops with the
mysbery unsolved.”—Godolphin, 330.

Vain Quest of Happiness.

Ah, why do all of us lose so many years in searching after
happiness, but never inquiring into its nature! We are
like one who collects the bodks of a thousand tongues, and
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knowing hot their language, wonders why they do mnot
delight him l—Godolphin, 331,

Sultle Assoctations.

All whom we have loved have something in’ nature
especially devoted to their memory; a peculiar flower, a
breath of air, a leaf, a tone. 'What love is without some
such associption,

¢ Btriking the electric chain wherewith we’re bound ?*

—Godolphin, 336.
First Love.

Oh,’ First Love! well sang the gay minstrel of France,
that we return again and again to thee. As the earth
returns to its spring, and is green once more, wb go back to
the life of life, and forget the deasons that have rolled
between ~—Godolphin, 337.

Consolation for Death.

If this narrow shoal and sand of time be but a breathing
spot in the great heritage of immortality, why cheat our-
sclves with words so vague as lifc and death! What is the
differenco? At most, the entrance in and the departure
from one scene in our wide career. How many scenes are
left to us! We do but hasten our journey, not cldse it.
Let us believe this, Constance, and cast from us all fear of
our disunion.—Godolplin, 339.

Soul and Stream.

Like the soul of the landscape is the gush of a frewh
stream ; it knows mno sleep, no pause; it works for ever—
the life, the cause of life to all around. Tho great frame of
nature may repose, but the spiit of the waters rests not for a



68 WIT AND WISDOM OF LORD LYTTON.

moment. As the soul of the landseape is the soul of man, in
our deepest slumbers its course glides on, and works unsilent,
unslumbering, through its destined channel.—Godolphin, 341.

Benign Proof of Repentance.

Benevolence is the sole cure to idealism. To live for
others draws us from demanding miracles for ourselves,
What is penitence not put into action, but the great fallacy
in morals? A sin %o ome, if irremediable, can only be com-
pensated by a virtue to some one else.—Godolphin, 342. -
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IX.—ENGLAND AND THE ENGLISH.

Flunkeyism.

A nobleman’s valet is always supereminently bitter against
the canaille : a plebeian in high station is usually valet to
the whole peerage !— England and the English, 27.

A Constitutional Sovereign.

The power of the king is but the ceremonial {o the power
of the magnates. He enjoys the prerogative of seeing two
parties fight in the lists, and of crowning the victor.—Zng-
land and the English, 28.

Poverty.

In other countries poverty is a misfortune,—with us it is
a crime.—England and the English, 33.

Amusement.

Amusement keeps men cheerful and contented—it, en-
genders a spirit of urbanity—it reconciles the poor to the
pleasures of their superiors which are of the same sort,
though in another sphere ; it removes the sense of hardships
—it brings men together in those genial moments wheh the
heart opens and care is forgotten.—England and the Eng-
lish, 3s.

Popular Fallacies.

There is a wonderful vigour,of constitution in a popular

fillacy. When the world has once got hold of a lie, it is
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astonishing how hard it is to get it out of the world. You
beat it about the head, till it seems to have given up e
ghost ; and, lo, the next day it is as healthy as ever.—Eng-
land and the English, 5s.

Courage.

La Bruyére has remarked, “that in France a soldier is
brave and a lawyer is lcarned ; hut in Rome (says he) the
soldier was learncd and the lawyer was brave—every man
was brave.” Now I think that with us every man is brave.
—England and the English, 58,

P'rincg'ples and Details.

A mind habituated to principles can stoop to details,
bocause it seizes and classifies them at a glance ; but a mind
habituated to delail is rarely capable of extending its grasp
to a principle. 'When a man says he is no orator, he is going
to make an oration. 'When a man says he is a plain prac-
tical man, I know he is going, by the fact that one and one
make two, to prove the theory that two and two make seven !
—England and the English, 76.

Aristocracy and the People.

The Aristocracy form the Manners of Life, and the People
produce the Revolutions of Thought, — England and the
English, 100,

Religion,

For the poor, religion must be alway ; they want its con-
solations ; they solace themselves with its balm. Revelation
is their Millennjum—their great Emancipation. Thus in
'America, knowledge is the most diffused, and religion is the
most fondly and enthusiastically beloved. There you may
often complain of ¥4 excess. but rarely of its absence.—
England and the English, 158, *
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Revolution.

"When Civilisation makes her efforts by starts and con-
vulsions, her, progress may be great, but it is marked by
terror and disaster ;—when some men possess a far better
education than others of the same rank, the first are neces-
sarily impelled to an unquiet Ambition, and the last easily
misled intg becoming its instruments and tools: Then vague
discontents and dangerous rivalries prevail —then is the
moment when demagogues are dangerous, and visionaries
have power. Such is the Spirit of Revolutions, in[which
mankind only pass to wisdom through a terrible interval of
disorder.—England and the English, 164.

Amusements in France and England.

It is to the prevalenco of amusements in ¥rance which
the peasant or artisan can share with his fanily, that we are
to ascribe the fact that he does not seck amusement alone,
and the innocent attractions of the guinguette triumph over
the imbruting excesses of the cabaret.

Riding through Normandy one beautiful Sunday evening,
I overheard a French peasant decline the convivial invitation
of his companion. * Why--no, thank you,” said he, “I
must go to the guinguctie for the sake of my wife and the
young people, dear souls !”

The next Sunday I was in Sussex, and as my'horse
ambled by a cottage, I heard a sturdy boor, who had appa-
rently just left it, grumble forth to a big boy swinging op
a gate, “ You seces to the sow, Jim, there’s a good ung I be’s
jist a-gooing to the Blue Lion to get rid o’ my missis and the
brats, rot em ! "—England and the English, 181.

English Sundays.
So few are the harmless pleasures with us on the Sabbath,
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that a French writer, puzzled to diséover any, has called the
English Sunday, with a most felicitous naiveté, “jour quyg
distingue par un poubiNg!” Save a pudding he can find
no pleasurable distinction for the Holy Day of the week !—
England and the English, 181

Journalism,

The press is . . . . the faithful record of Opinion, and
the ephemeral Journal is the type of the everlasting History !
— England and the English, 199.

Originating and Reflecting [ournalism.

The journal which most represents, least originates opinion;
the two tasks are performed by two separate agents, and the
more new déctrines a journal promulgates, the less promis-
cuously it circulates among the public.

In this the moral light resembles the physical, and while
we gaze with pleasure on the objects which reflect the light,
the cye shrinks in pain from the orb which creates it. . . .

An originator of opinion precedes the time ; you cannot
both precede and reflect it.— England and the English, 202.

The Essays of Elia.

Their beauty is in their delicacy of sentiment. Since
Addison, no writer has displayed an equal refinement of
humour ; and if no single one of Mr. Lamb’s conceptions
eqquals the claborate painting of Sir Roger de Coverley, yet
his range of character is more extensive than Addison’s, and
in his humour there is a deeper pathos. His compositions
ase so perfectly elaborate, and so minutely finished, that
they partake rather of the character of poetry than of prose ;
they arc as perfect in their way as the Odes of Horace,
and at times, as when commefeing his invocation to “the
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shade of Klliston” he bréaks forth with ¢ Joyousest of once-
ergbodied spirits, whither at length hast thou flown ?” &e., we
might almost fancy that he had set Horace before him as a
model.—England and the Lnglish, 225.

Byron’s Death.

Perhaps the hour in which wo most deeply felt how en-
tirely we lthd wound and wrapt our own poetry in himself,
was that in which the news of his death reached this country.
Never shall I forget the singular, the stunning sensation,
which the intelligence produced. I was exactly at that age,
half man and half boy, in which the poetical sympathies are
most keen—among the youth of that day a growing diversion
from Byron to Shelley and Wordsworth had just com-
menced—hut the moment in which we heard he was no
more, united him to us at once, without a rival. We could
not believe that the bright race was run. So much of us
died with him, that the notion of his death had something
of the unnatural, of the impossible. It was as if a part of
the mechanism of the very world stood still :—that we had
ever questioned—that we had cver blamed him, was a thought
of absolute remorse, and all our worship of his genius was
not half so strongly felt as our love for himself.

When he went down to dust, it was as the abrupt close
of some history of deep passion in our actual lives,2-the
interest—the excitement of years came to a gloomy pause—

“ His last sigh

Dissolved the charm—the discnchanted carth

Lost all her lustre—Yhere her glittering towers,

Her golden mountains, where? all darken’d downp

To naked waste—a dreary vale of years !

THE GREAT MAGICIAN 'S DEAD !”
Exaggerated as this language may seem to our children, our
contemporaries know that all words are feeble to express 1he
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universal feeling of England at that lonely death-bed in a
foreign land, amidst wild and savage strangers, far from the
sister, the wife, the child, whose names faltered on the lips
of the dying man,—closing in desolation a career of sadness
~—rendering his latest sigh to the immemorial land which
had received his earliest song, and where henceforth and for

ever
“Shall Death and Glory a joint sabbath keep”

Even now, at this distance of time, all the feelings that
then rushed upon us, melt upon me once more, . . . I can-
not but think of him as of some early friend, associating
with himself all the brightest reminiscences of youth, bury-
fhg in his grave a poetry of existence that can never be re-
stored, and of whom every harsh sentence, even while not
unfaithful to truth, is dishonouring to the fidelity of love—

“THE BEAUTIFUL I8 VANISHED, AND BETUERNS NOT.”
—FEingland and the English, 244.

English Architecture.

The first thing that strikes us in England is the lowness
of all the public buildings—they appear uncompleted ; you
would imagine a scythe had been drawn across them in the
middle: they seemed dedicated to St. Denis, after he had
lost his head.—England and the English, 311.

Journalism.

While ms*™qing and night the prmss unfolds her broad
banner, visik m John o’ Groat’s to the Land's-end, there
is but little fef that the stout heart of England should fall
“into so lethargic a slumber that a king could gather armies
without her consent, construct dungeons without her know-
ledge, raise taxes without hey connivance, and wake her at
last to behold & sudden tyranny, and mourn for the departed
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vigilance of incorruptible'courtiers l—England and the Eng-
lish, 326.

House of Lords.

Do not fancy, as some contend, that the aristocracy would
fall if the king fell. Not a whit of it. You may sweep
away the House of Lords if you like; you may destroy
titles; you may make a bonfire of orb and ermine, and
after all your pains, the aristocracy would be exactly as
strong as ever. For its power is not in a tapestried chamber,
or in a crimson woolsack, or in ribbons and stars, in coronets
and titles; its power, my friends, is in yourselves; its power
is in the aristocratic spirit and sympathy which pervade you
all. In your own hearts while you shout for popular
measures, you have a reverential notion of the excellence
of aristocratic agents ; you think rich people alone *respec-
table ;” you have a great idea of station ; you consider a
man is the better for being above his fellows, not in virtue
and intellect, but in the good things of life,.—ZEngland and
the English, 328,

Rights of Property, Safeguards of Freedom.

All history tells us, that the moment liberty invades
property, the reign of arbitrary power is at hand ;—the
flock fly to a shepherd to protect them from wolves. Better
one despot, than a reign of robbers.—ZEngland cm3 the
English, 330.

Government.

At present, my friends, you only perceive the Government
when it knocks at your door for taxes ; you couplo with its
name the idea not of protection, but of extortion; but X
would wish that you should sce the Government educating
your children, and encouraging your science, and ameliorating
the condition of your poor; I wish you to warm while you
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utter its very name, with a grateful and reverent sense of
enlightenment and protection; I wish you to behold all
your great Public Blessings repose beneath its shadow; I
wish you to feel advauncing towards that unceasing and
incalculable amelioration which I firmly believe to be the
common destiny of mankind, with a steady march and
beneath a beloved banner; I wish that every act of a
beneficent Reform—should seem to you neithor conceded
nor extorted,—but as a pledge of a sacred and mutual love;
—the legitimate offspring of one faithful and indissoluble
union between the Power of a People and the Majesty of a
State !

This is what I mean by a rlirective government ; and a
government so formed is always strong—strong not for
evil, but for good. I know that some imagine that a good
government should be a weak government, and that the
people should thus sway and mould it at their will; you
cannot have a weaker government than at present, and I do
not sce how you are the better for it! Dut you, the people,
do not sway a fechle government—1I should be delighted if
you did; for the people are calm and reasoning, and have a
profound sense of the universal intcrest. But yo# have a
false likencss, my dear friends: a vile, hypocritical, noisy,
swaggering fellow, that is usually taken for you, and whom
the journalists invariably swear by,—a creature that is called
“Tur PuBuic.” I know not a more pragmatical, conceited
animal than this said Puprro. You are immortal, but the
PoBLIC is the grub of a day; he floats on the mere surface
of tinde ; he swallows down the falsest opinions; he spouts
forth the, noisiest fallacies ; what he says one hour he unsays
fne next; he is a thing of whims and caprices, of follies
and of frenzies. And it is this wrangling and shallow pre-
tender, it is the Public, and nqt the People, that dictates to
a feeble government.—England and the English, 351.

qﬂ‘
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Progress.

From my boyhood to this hour, it is to the condition of
great massos of men that my intcrest and my studies have
been directed ; it is for their amelioration and enlightenment
that I have been a labourer and an enthusiast. Yes, I say,
enthusiast '—for when a man is sincere, enthusiasm warms
him ; when useful, enthusiasm directs. Nothing can sustain
our hopes for mankind, amidst their own suspicion of our
motives and misconstructions of our aiwms,—amidst the
mighty obstacles that oppose every one who struggles with
old opinion,—and the innumerable mortifications, that are
as the hostile winds of the soul, driving it back upon the
haven of torpor and self-seeking ;—save that unconquerable
and generous zeal which results from a hearty faith in our
own honesty, and a steady conviction of that fendency and
power to PROGRESS, which the whole history, as well of
Philosophy as of Civilisation, assures us to be the pre-
rogative of our race.—England and the English, 354.
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X.~LAST DAYS OF POMPEIL

How Pompeii was Repeopled by the Romancist.

The city, whose fate supplied me with so superb and
awful a catastrophe, supplied easily, from the first survey
of its remains, the characters most suited to the subject and
the scenc: the half-Grecian colony of Hercules, mingling
with the manners of Italy so much of the costumes of
Hellas, suggested of itself the characters of Glaucus and
Ione. The worship of Isis, its existent fane, with its false
oracles unveiled—the trade of Pompeii with Alexandria—
the associations of the Sarnus with the Nile,—called forth
the Egyptian Arbaces, the base Calenus, and the fervent
Apmcides, The carly struggles of Christianity with the
heathen superstition suggested the creation of Olinthus:
and the burnt fields of Campania, long celebrated for the
gpells of the sorcoress, naturally produced the Saga of
Vesuvius. For the existenco of thg Blind Girl, I am
indebted to a casual conversation with a gentleman, well
known amongst the English at Naples for his general know-
ladge of the many paths of life.  Speaking of the utter
darkhess which accompanied the first recorded eruption of
Vosuvius, and the additional obstacle it presented to the
escape of the inhabitants, he observed that the blind would
be the most favoured in such a moment, and find the
easiest deliverance. In this remark originated the creation

of Nydia.—Last Days of Pipeiz, vil.
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Glautus the Greek.

. “What, Clodius ! and how have, you slept on your good
fortune §” cried, in a pleasant and musical voice, a young
man, in a chariot of the most fastidious and graceful fashion.
Upon its surface of bronze were claborately wrought, in the
still exquisite -workmanship of Greece, reliefs of the Olym-
pian games: the two. horses that drew the car were of
the rafest breed of DParthia; their slender limbs seemed
to disdain the ground and court the air, and yet at the
slightest touch of the charioteer, who stood behind the
young owner of the equipage, they paused motionless, as if
suddenly transformed into stone—Ilifeless, but lifelike, as
one of the breathing wonders of Praxiteles. The owner
himself was of that slender and beautiful symmetry from
which the sculptors of Athens drew their mmodels; his
Grecian origin betrayed itself in his light but clustering
locks, and the perfect harmony of his features. He wore
no toga, which in the time of the emperors had indeed
ceased to be the general distinction of the Romans, and was
especially ridiculed by the pretenders to fashion ; but his
tunic glowed in the richest hues of the Tyrian dye, and the
fibulee, or buckles, by which it was fastened, sparkled with
emeralds : arougd his neck was a chain of gold, which in
the middle of his breast twisted itself into the form of a
sorpent’s head, from’ tho mouth of which hung pendent a
large signet-ring of elaborate and most exquisite workman-
ship ; the sleeves of the tunic were loose, and fringed at the
hand with gold and across the waist a girdle Wrowhf.m
arabesque designs, and of the same material as the fringe,
served in lieu of pockets for the receptacle of the handk’er-
chief and the purse, the stilus and the tablets,—Last Days
of Pompeti, 14.
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Arbaces the Egyptian.

It was a man who had scarcely reached hLis forticth year,
of tall stature, and of a thin but nervous and sinewy frame,

His skin, dark and bronzed, betrayed his Eastern origin ;
and his features had something Greek in their outline
(especially in the chin, the lip, and the brow), save that the
nose was somewhat raised and aquiline ; and the bones, hard
and visible, forbade that fleshy and waving cottouf which
on the Grecian physiognomy preserved even in manhood the
round and beautiful curves of youth. His eyes, large and
black as the deepest night, shone with no varying and un-
certain lustre. A decp, thoughtful, and half-melancholy
calm seemed unalterably fixed in their majestic and com-
manding gaze. His step and mien were peculiarly sedate
and lofty, apd something foreign in the fashion and the
sober hues of his sweeping garments added to the impressive
effect of his quiet countenance and stately form. FEach of
the young men, in saluting the new-comer, made mechani-
cally, and with care to conceal it from him, a slight gesture
or sign with their fingers; for Arbaces, the Egyptian, was
supposed to possess the fatal gift of the evil eye.—Last
Days of Pompeit, 24.

The Tortoise in the Viridarium.

It seemed to bear a charmed life in its languid blood and
imperceptible motions; yet was it not so inactive as it
seemed : it held a regular and monotonous course ; inch by
inchit traversed the little orbit of its domain, taking months
to accomplish the whole gyration. It was a restless voyager,
that tortoise !—patiently, and with pain, did it perform its
self-appointed journeys, evincing no interest in the things
around it—a philosopher concentrated in itself. There was
something grand in its solitury selfishness!—the sun in
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which it basked—the waters poured daily over it—the air,
which it insensibly inhaled, were its sole and unfailing
luxuries. The mild changes of the season, in that lovely
clime, affected it not. It covered itself with its shell—as
the saint in his piety—as the sage in his wisdom—as the
lover in his hope.

It was impervious to the shocks and mutations of time—
it was an emblem of time itself : slow, regular, perpetual:
unwitting of the passions that fret themselves around—of
the wear and tear of mortality. The poor tortoise ! nothing
less than the bursting of volcanoes, the convulsions of the
riven world, could have quenched its sluggish spark ! The
inexorable Death, that spared not pomp or beauty, passed
unhecdingly by a thing to which death could bring so in-
significant a change.—ZLast Days of Pompeii, 124.

The Earthquake.

Arbaces gave him not breathing time to recover his stupor:
“Die, wretch !” he shouted, in a voice of thunder, as he
sprang upon the Greek ; “The Mighty Mother claims thee
as a living sacrifice !” Taken thus by surprise in the first
consternation of his superstitious fears, the Greek lost his
footing—the marble floor was as smooth as glass—he slid—
he fell. Arbaces planted his foot on the breast of his fallen
foe. Apecides, taught by his sacred profession, as well' as
by his knowledge of Arbaces, to distrust all miraculous in-
terpositions, had not shared the dismay of his companion;
he rushed forward,—his knife gleamed in the air,—#£he
watchful Egyptian caught his arm as it descended,—one
wrench of his powerful hand tore the weapon from the
weak grasp of the priest,—one sweeping blow stretched
him to the earth—with a loud and exulting yell Arbaces
brandished the knife on high® Glaucus gazed upon his
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impending fate with unwinking byes, and in the stern and
scornful resignation of a fallen gladiator, when, at thaf
awful instant, the floor shook under them with a rapid and
convulsive thros,—a mighticr spirit than that of the Egyp-
tian was abroad !—a giant and crushing power, before which
sunk into sudden impotence his passion and his arts. It
woke—it stirred—that Dread Demon of the Earthquake—
laughing to scorn alike the magic of human guile and the
malice of human wrath. As a Titan, on whom the moun-
tains are piled, it roused itself from the slecp of years,—
it moved on its tortured couch,—the caverns below groaned
and trembled beneath the motion of its limbs. In the
moment of his vengeance and his power, the self-prized
demigod was humbled to his real clay. Far and wide along
tho soil went a hoarsec and rumbling sound,—the curtains
of the chamber shook as at the blast of a storm,—the altar
rocked—the tripod recled, and, high over the place of con-
test, the column trembled and waved from side to side,—
the sable head of tho goddess tottercd and fell from its
pedestal ;—and as the Egyptian stooped above his intended
victim, right upon his bended form, right between the
shoulder and the meck, struck the marble mass! the shock
stretched him like the blow of death, at once, suddenly,
without sound or motion, or semblance of life, upon the
floar, apparently crushed by the very divinity he had im-
piously animated and invoked !

“The Earth has preserved her children,” said Glaucus,
Savgering to his feet.  “Dlessed be the dread convulsion !
Let us worship the providence of the gods!” He assisted
Apmcides to rise, and then turned upward the face of
Arbaces : it seemed locked as in death; blood gushed from
the Egyptian’s lips over his glittering robes ; he fell heavily
from the arms of Glaucys, and the red stream trickled
slowly along the marble. Again the earth shook beneath
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their feet; they were forced to cling to each other; the
convulsion ceased as suddenly as it came ; they tarried no
longer ; Glaucus bore Ione lightly in his arms, and they
fled from the unhallowed spot. But scarce had they
cntered the garden than they were met on all sides by
flying and disordered groups of women and slaves, whose
festive and glittering garments confrasted in mockery the
solemn terrdr of the hour; they did not appear to heed
the strangers,—they were occupied only with their own
fears., After the tranquillity of sixteen years, that burning
and treacherous soil again menaced destruction; they
uttered but onc cry, “ THE EARTHQUAKE ! THE EARTHQUAKE !”
and passing unmolested from the midst of them, Apwmcides
and his companions, without entering the house, hastened
down one of the alleys, passed a small open gate] and there,
sitting on a little mound over which spread the gloom of
the dark green aloes, the moonlight fell on the bended
figure of the blind girl,—she was weeping bitterly.—Last
Days of Powpeti, 157,

Italia! O Italia!

Broad, blue, bright before them, spread that halcyon sea,
fair as at this moment, seventecen centuries from that date,
I behold it rippling on the same divinest shores. Clime
that yet enervates with a soft and Circean spell—that moulds
us insensibly, mysteriously, into harmony with thyself,
banishing the thought of austercr labour, the voices of #ild
ambition, the contests and the roar of life ; filling. us with
gentle and subduing dreams, making necessary to our nature
that which is its least earthly portion, so that the very air
inspires us with the yearning and thirst of love. Whoever

visits thee seems to leave earth and its harsh cares behind—
- to enter by the Ivory gate into the Land of Dreams, The
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young and laughing Hours of the PrRESENT—the Iours, those
children of Saturn, which he hungers ever to devour, seem
snatched from his grasp. The past—the future—are for-
gotten ; we enjoy but the breathing time. Flower of the
world’s garden—ZFountain of Delight—TItaly of Italy—
beautiful, benign Campania!-— vain were, indced, jge
Titans, if on this spot they yet struggled for another
heaven! Here, if God meant this working-dey life for a
perpetual holiday, who would not sigh to dwell for ever—
asking nothing, hoping nothing, fearing nothing, while thy
skies shine over him—while thy seas sparkle at his feet—
while thine air brought him sweet messages from the violet
and the orange—and while the heart, resigned to— heating
with—but one emotion, could find the lips and the eyes
which flatter it (vanity of vanities!) that love can defy
custom, and be eternal.—Last Days of Pompeit, 168.

Immortality of the Affections.

In the tale of human passion, in past ages, there is some-
thing of interest even in the remoteness of the time. Wa
love to feel within us the bond which unites the most distant
eras—men, nations, customs perish ; THE AFFECTIONS ARE
IMMORTAL !—they arc the sympathies which unite the cease-
less .generations. The past lives again, when we look upon
its emotion—it lives in our own! That which was, ever is!
The magician’s gift, that revives the dead —that animates
@ dust of forgotten graves, is not in tho author’s skill—it
is in the heart of the reader.—-Last Days of Pompeii, 169.

One on whom Christ had smiled.

A very old man entered the chamber, leaning on a staff.
At his presence, the whole ,2ongregation rose ; there was an
expression of deep, affectionate respect upon svery counte-
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nance ; and Apeecides, gdzing on his countenance, felt at-
tracted towards him by an irresistible sympathy. No man
ever looked upon that face without love; for there had
dwelt the smile of the Deity, the incarnation of divinest
love ;j—and the glory of the smile had never passed away.
—Last Days of Pompeii, 181,

Lovers’ Days are Years.

Days are like years in the love of the young, when no
bar, no obstacle, is between their hearts—when the sun
shines, and the course runs smooth—when their love is
prosperous and confessed.—Last Days of Pownpeid, 182.

Roses.

“Do I weave too many roses in my wreath, Glaycus? They
tell me it is thy favourite flower.”

“ And ever favoured, my Nydia, be it by those who have
the soul of poctry : it is the flower of love, of festivals; it
is also the flower we dedicate to silence and to death; it
blooms on our brows in life, while life be worth the having ;
it is scattered above our sepulchrec when we are no more.—
Last Days of Pompert, 190.

Pauls Preaching.

“ Well do I remember to have heard my father speek of
‘one strange guest at Athens, many years ago ; methinks his
name was PavL. My father was amongst a mighty crowd
that gathered on one of our immemorial hills to hear +'.i4
sage of the East expound: through the wide throng fhere
rang not a single murmur!—the jest and the roar, with
which cur native orators are received, were hushed for him ;*®
—and when on the loftiest summit of that hill, raised above
the breathless crowd below, Sto?{d this mysterious visitor, his
mien and his countenance awed every heart, even before a
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sound left hig lips. He was a max, I have heard my fagher
say, of no tall stature, but of noble and impressive mien;
bis robes were dark and ample; the declining sun, for it
was evening, shone aslant upon his form as it rose aloft,
motionless and commanding; his countenance was much
worn and marked, as of one who had braved alike misfortune
and the sternest vicissitude of many climes; but his oyes
were bright with an almost unearthly fire; and when he
raised his arm to speak, it was with the maJesty of a man
into Whom the Spirit of a God hath rushed !

“«¥Men of Athens!’ he is reported to have said, ‘I find
amongst ye an altar with this inscription—To TRE UNKNOWN
Gov. Ye worship in ignorance the same Deity I serve. To
you unknown till now, to you be it now revealed.’

“Then declared that solemn man how this great Maker
of all things, who had appointed unto man his several
tribes and his various homes—the Lord of earth and the
universal heaven, dwelt not in temples made with hands;
that His presence, His spirit, were in the air we breathed:
—our life and our being were with Him. ‘Think you,’ he
cried, ‘that the Invisible is like your statues of gold and
marble? Think you that He meedeth sacrifico from you:
He who made heaven and earth?’ Then spake he of fear-

; ful and coming times, of the end of the world, of a sccond
rising of the dead, whereof an assurance had been given to
man in the resurrection of the mighty Being whose religion
he came to preach.”—Last Days of Pomperi, 197.

Earth our Mother.

“How beautiful]” said Glaucus, in a half-whispered
tone, *“is that expression by which we call Earth our
Mother! With what a kindly equal love she pours her
blessings upon her children l and even to those sterile spots
to which Nature has denied beauty, she yet contrives to
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dispense her smiles: withess the .arbutus and the vine,
which she wreathes over ihe arid and burning soil of yon
extinet voleano.”—Last Days of Pompeis, 217.

The Witch of Vesuvius.

Her countenance betrayed the remains of a regular but
high atd aquiline order of feature: with stony eyes turncd
upon them—with a ook that met and fascinated theirs—
they beheld. in that fearful countenance the very image of a
corpse !—the same, the glazed and lustreless regard, the blue
and shrunken lips, the drawn and hollow jaw-——the 8ead,
lank hair, of a pale grey—the livid, green, ghastly skin,
which seemed all surely tinged and tainted by the grave!

“Tt is a dead thing ! ” said Glaucus.

“ Nay—it stirs—it is a ghost or larva,” faltered Ione, as
sho clung to the Athenian’s breast. y

“ Oh, away—away ! 7 groaned the slave, ¢ it is the Witch
of Vesuvius ! ” .

“Tlell is beneath us!” cricd the hag, pointing her bony
finger to the earth. ¢ And I will tell thee a secret—the
dim things below are preparing wrath for ye above—you,
the young, and the thoughtless, and the beautiful.”—Last
Days of Pompeti, 221.

Adversity.

The lessons of adversity are not always salutary—some-
times thoy soften and amend, but as often they indurate
and pervert, If we consider ourselves more harshly treates,
by fate than those around us, and do not acknowledge in
our own deeds the justice of the severity, we become too apt
to deem the world our enemy, to casc ourselves in defiance, tos
‘wrestle against our soffer self, end to indulge the darker
passions which are so easily fermented by the sense of in-
Justice.—Last Days of Pompett, 238.
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Night the Time for Prayer.

Night and Solitude !—#/ese make the ladder round which
angels cluster, and beneath which my spirit can dream of
God. Oh! none can know what the pilgrim feels as he
walks on his holy course ; nursing no fear; and dreading
no danger—for God is with him! Ile hears the winds
murmur glad tidings; the woods sleep in thé shadow of
Almighty wings ;—the stars are the Scriptures of Heaven,
the $okens of love, and the witnesses of immortality. Night
is the Pilgrim’s day.—Last Days of Pompeiz, 276.

Final Catastrophe at Pompceii,

The waves of the human sea halted for a moment, to enable
Arbaces to count the exact moment of his doom ! In despair,
and in a terror which beat down even pride, he glanced his
eyes over the rolling and rushing crowd—when, right above
them, through the wide chasm which had been left in the
velaria, he beheld a strange and awful apparition —he beheld
—and his craft restored his courage !

He stretched his hand on high ; over his lofty brow and
royal features there came an expression of unutterable
solemnity and command.

“Behold !’ he shouted with a voice of thunder, which
stilled the roar of the crowd ; “behold how the gods protect
the guiltless! The fires of the avenging Orcus burst forth
“#grinst the false witness of my accusers!”

The eyes of the crowd followed the gesture of the Egyp-
tian, and beheld, with ineffable dismay, a vast vapour
shooting from the summit of Vesuvius, in the form of a
gigantic pine-tree ; the trunk, blackness,—the branches,
fire I—a fire that shifted and wavered in its hues with every
moment, now fiercely lummous, now of a dull and dying
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red, that again blazed “errifically forth with intolerable
glare !

There was a dead, heart-sunken silence—through which
there suddenly broke the roar of the lion, which was echoed
back from within the building by the sharper and fiercer
yells of its fellow-beast. Dread seers were they of the
Burden of the Atmosphere, and wild prophets of the wrath
to come ! :

Then there arose on high the universal shricks of women ;
the men stared at each other, but were dumb. At that
moment they felt the carth shake beneath their feet; the
walls of the theatre trembled : and, beyond in the dislance,
they heard the crash of falling roofs; an instant more and
the mountain-cloud seemed to roll towards them, dark and
rapid, like a torrent; at the same time, it cast forth from
its bosom a shower of ashes mixed with vast fragments of
burning stone! Over the crushing vines,—over the deso-
late streets,—over the amphitheatre itself,—far and wide,
— with many a mighty splash in the agitated sea,—fell that
awful shower.

No longer thought the crowd of justice or of Arbaces;
safety for thomselves was their sole thought. Each turned
to fly—each dashing, pressing, crushing, against the other.
Trampling recklessly over the fallen—amidst groans, and
oaths, and prayers, and sudden shricks, the enormous vrowd
vomited itself forth through the numerous passages.
Whither should they fly? Some, anticipating a second
earthquake, hastened to their homes to load themsel-es®
with their more costly goods, and escape while it was yet
time ; others, dreading the showers of ashes that now fell
fast, torrent upon torrent, over the streets, rushed undef®
the roofs of the nearest houses, or temples, or sheds—
shelter of any kind—for protegtion from the terrors of the
open air. Dut darker, and larger, and mightier, spread
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the cloud above them. It was a kudden and mdre ghastly
Night rushing upon the realm of Noon !—Last Days oy
Pompeii, 394.

Arlaces’ Doom.

¢ Resist mo, and thy blood be on thine own head! Thus
then, I regain Ione!”

He advanced one stcp—it was his last on earth! The
ground shook beneath him with a convulsion that cast all
around upon its surface. A simultancous crash resounded
through the city, as down toppled many a roof and pillar!
—the lightning, as if caught by the metal, lingered an
instant on the Imperial Statue—then shivered bronze and
column ! Down fell the ruin, echoing along the street, and
riving the solid pavement where it crashed '—The prophecy
of the stars was fulfilled !

The sound—the shock, stunned the Athenian for several
moments. When he recovered, the light still illumined
the scene—the carth still slid and trembled beneath! Ione
lay senseless on the ground; but he saw her notyet—his
eyes wore fixed upon a ghastly face that seemed to emerge,
without limbs or truuk, from the huge fragments of the
shattered column—a face of unutterable pain, agony, and
Jespair] The eyes shut and opened rapidly, as if sense were
not yst fled ; the lips quivered and grinned—then sudden
stillness and darkness fell over the features, yet retaining
that aspect of horror never to be forgotten !

. e perished the wise Magician—the great Arbaces—the
Hermes of the Burning Delt—the last of the royalty of
Egypt l—Last Duys of Pompeti, 410. )

Closing Words of the Romance.

Viewing the various witndsses of a social system which
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‘has passed from the wofld for ever—a stranger, from that
remote and barbarian Isle which the Imperial Roman
shivered when he named, paused amidst the delights of the
goft Campania and composed this history l—Last Days of
Pompett, 421.
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XI.—THE STUDENT.

Self - Revelation of Authors.

Authors are the only men we ever really know,—the rest
of mankind die with only the surface of their character
understood.—7%e Student, 21.

Teachings of Experience.,

Our Past necomes the mightiest preacher to our Future.
Looking back over the tombs of Departed Errors, we be-
hold, by the side of each, the face of a warning Angel! It
is the prayer of a foolish heart, ¢ Oh, that my time could
return !—Oh, that this had been done, or that could be un-
done !” Rather should we rejoice that so long a scason of
reparation yet remains to us, and that Expericnce has taught
us the lessons of suffering which make men wise. Wisdom
is an acquisition purchased in proportion to the disappoint-
ments which our own frailties have entailed upon us. For
no one is taught by the sufferings of another. "We ourselves
must have felt the burning in order to shun the fire.—7%e¢

JStudent, 34.
Lares and Penates.

We bear our Penates with us abroad as at home, their
atrium is the heart. Our household gods are the memories
of our childhood — the recollections of the hearth round
which we gathered—of thcbfostcring hands which caressed
us—-of the scenc of all the cares and joys—the anxieties
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and the hopes—the ineffdble yearnings of love, which made
us first acquainted with tlic mystery and the sanctity of
Uome.—Te Student, s55.

Imagination a Paradise.

Our imagination, kept rigidly from the world, is the Eden
in which we walk with God.—Zhe Student, 104.

*Health not our Greatest Blessing.

I confess that I sce not how men can arrogale to them-
sclves the Catholic boast of Immortal Hopes—how they
can utter the old truths of the nothingness of life, of the
superiority of mental over physical delights, of the para-
mount influence of the soul and the soul’s objects — and
yet speak of health as our greufest blessing, and the work-
man’s charge of filling up the crannies of this fast-mouldering
clay as the most necessary of human objects. Assuredly
health is a great blessing, and its care is not to be despised ;
but there are duties far more sacred,—obligations hefore
which the body is as nought. Tor it is not necessary fo
live, but it 75 necessary to live nobly —21"%e Student, 135.

Aspirations after Immortality.

As birds, born in a cage from which they had never known
release, would still flulter against the bars, and, in the in-
stinct of their unconquered nature, long for the untrlod and
pathless air which they behold through their narrow grating ;
—s0, pent in our cage of clay, the diviner instinct is not
dead within us; at times we sicken with indistinct and un-
definable apprehensions of a more noble birthright—and the
soul feels stirringly that its wings, which it doth but bruise
in its dungeon-tenement, were designed by the Creator, who
shapeth all things to their uses, for the enjoyment of the
royalties of heaven.—Z%e Stuflent, 148.
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Brevify of Human Life.

Far from complaining that life is too long, I honour the
frankness of the old sage, who, living to a hundred, said his
only regret was to die so soon. So vast is the mind of man,
so various its faculties, so measureless the range of observa-
tion to feed and to elicit his powers, that if we had lived
from the birth of the world till now, we could not have
compassed a millionth part of that which our capacitics,
trained to the utmost, would enablo us to grasp. It requires
an eternity to develop all the clements of the soul }—The
Student, 196.

Wit and Humour.

Wit is the philosopher’s quality,—humour the poet’s ; the
nature of wit relates to things, humour to persons. Wit
utters brilliant truths, humour delicate deductions from the
knowledge of sndividual character : Rochefoucault is witty,
the Vicar of Wakefield is the model of humour.—7he
Student, 214.
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XIL—RIENZL

Dcgencerate Rome.

¢ Unfortunale city,” said Adrian Colonna bitterly to him-
self, “founlain of all mighty memories—fallen queen of a
thousand nations—how art thou decrowned and spoiled by
thy recrcant and apostate children! Thy nobles divided
against themsclves—thy people cursing thy nobles—thy
priests, who should sow peace, planting discord—the father
of thy church deserting thy stately walls, his home a refuge,
his mitre a fief, his court a Gallic village—and we ! we, of
the haughtiest blood of Rome—we, the sons of* Ceesars, and
of the lineage of demigods, guarding an insolent and
abhorred state by the swords of hirelings, who mock our
cowardice while they receive our pay,—who keep our citizens
slaves, and lord it over their very masters in return! Ob,
that we, the hereditary chicfs of Rome, could but feel—oh,
that we could but find, our only legitimate safeguard in the
grateful hearts of our countrymen !”

So deeply did the young Adrian feel the galling truth of
all he uttered, that the indignant tears rolled down hi
cheeks as he spoke. e fclt no shame as he dashed ‘them
away ; for that weakness which weeps for a fallen race is
the tenderness not of women but of angels,—JZRéenzs, 38.

A Lilerator’s Grandeur.

So great may be the power, so mighty the eloquence, so
formidable the genius, of one man,—without arms, with-
out rank, without sword or ermine, who addresses himself to

a people that is oppressed |—ZRfensi, 40,



96 WIT AND WISDOM OF LORD LYTTON.

Perennial Youth.

In them ecverything was young /—the heart unchilled,
unblighted,—that fulness and luxuriance of life’s life which
has in it something of divine. At that age, when it seems
as if we could never die, how deathless, how flushed and
mighty as with the youngness of a god, is all that our hearts
create! Our own youth is like that of the earth itself, when
it peopled the woods and waters with divinities : when life
ran riot, and yet only gave birth to beauty ;—all its shapes,
of poetry,—all its airs, the melodies of Arcady and Olympus !
The Golden Age never leaves the world ; it exists still, and
shall exist, till love, health, poetry, are no more; but only
for the young !~ Rienzi, 67.

 An Archimedian Stand-point.

Nothing ever so inspires human daring, as the fond belief
that it is the agent of a Diviner Wisdom. Revenge and
patriotism, united in one man of genius and ambition—such
are the Archimedian levers that find, in raNaTicism, the spot
out of the world by which to move the world. The pru-
dent man may direct a state ; but it is the enthusiast who
regencrates it,—or ruins.— Rienzi, 771.

A Liberator’s Creative Power. -

He, indeed, whe first arouses in the hondsman the sense
and soul ¢f freedom, comes as near as is permitted to man,
nearer than the philosopher, ncarer even than the poet, to
the great creative aliribute of God !—ZRienzi, 77.

A Patriot’s Justification.
It seems so unnatural in a man to fly in the face of his
own order, that the world i. willing to suppose any clue to
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the mystery save that of honest conviction or lofty patriot-
ism. “Ambition !” says one. “ Disappointment!” cries
another. ‘“Some private grudge!” hints a third, ¢ Mob-
courting vanity!” sneers a fourth, The people admire at
first, but suspect afterwards. The moment he thwarts a .
popular wish, there is no redemption for him: he is accusee',
of having acted the hypoerite,~~of having worn the sheep’s
fleece : and sow, say they,—‘ Sec! the wolf’s teeth peep
out !” Is he familiar with the people —it is cajolery! Is
he distant ?—it is pride! What, then, sustains a man in
such a situation, following his own conscicnce, with his eyes
opened to all the perils of the path? Away with the cant
of public opinion,—away with the poor delusion of posthu-
mous justice ; he will offend the first, he will never obtain
the last. What sustains him? His ow~n sous! A man
thoroughly great has a certain contempt for his kind while
he aids them: their weal or woe are all : their applause—
their blame—are nothing to him. e walks forth from the
circle of birth and habit ; he is deaf to the little motives of
little men. High, through the widest space his orbit may
describe, he holds on his course to guide or to enlighten ;
but the noises below reach him not! TUntil the wheel is
broken,—until the dark void swallow up the star—it makes
melody, night and day, to its own ear; thirsting for no
sound from the earth it illumines, anxious for no companion-
ship in the path through which it rolls, conscious of its own
glory, and contented, therefore, to be alone /—Rienzz, 111.

The Soul’s Inner Sanctuary.

That Holy of Holies in our own souls, wherein we know,
and feel, how much our nature is capable of the self-existence
of a God !—Rienzi, 112,
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An Abortive Revolution.

Woe to that race in which a revolution produces no
fruits !—in which the thunderbolt smites the high place, Lut
‘does not purify the air! To suffer in vain is often the lot
of the noblest individuals ; but when a People suffer in vain
Jet them curse themselves |— Rienzi, 125.

Before his Age.

This is the true misfortunc of a man nobler than his age
—that the instruments he must use soil himself: half he
reforms his times ; but half, too, the times will corrupt the
reformer. His own ‘craft undermines his safety ;—the
people, whom he hinself accustoms to a false excitement,
perpetually crave it; and when their ruler ceases to seduce
their fancy, he falls their victim. The reform he makes by
these means is hollow and momentary—it is swept away with
himself : it was but the trick—1ihe show—the wasted genius
of a conjuror: the curtain falls—the magic is over—the cup-
and balls are kicked aside. Better one slow step in en-
lightenment,—which being made by the reason of a whole
people, cannot recede,—than these sudden flashes in the
depth of the general night, which the darkness, by contrast
douliy dark, swallows up cverlastingly again !—Rienzi, 127.

Camu'lk !

To the brave, there is but one sort of pleheian, and that is
the coward.—ZRienzi, 128,

Gather ye Rosebuds while ye may.

Life is short—its thorns are many—Ilet us not neglect
-any of its flowers,.—Rienz?, 177.
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Saddest Songs are Sweetesl.

4 No sound ever went to tho heart,” said Adrian, “ whose
arrow was not feathered by sadness.”—ZRienzi, 148.

Hospitalliers.

Those heroic Brotherhoods who, however vilified in modern ¢
Jjudgment by the crimes of some unworthy members, were
yet, in the dark times, the best, the bravest, and the holiest
agents, to whom God ever delegated the power to resist the
oppressor—to feed the hungry—to minister to woc; and
who, alone, amidst that fiery Pestilence (loosed, as it were,
a demon from the abyss, to shiver into atoms all that binds
the world to Virtue and to Law), scemed to awaken, as by
the sound of an angel’s trumpet, to that noblest Chivalry
of the Cross—whose faith is the scorn of sclf—whose hope
is beyond the Lazarhouse—whose feet, already winged for
immortality, trample, with a conqueror’s march, upon the
graves of Death !'—Rienzi, 295.

Southern Sunrise.

The Morning broke, not, as in the North, slowly and
through shadow, but with the sudden glory with which in
those climates Day leaps upon earth—like a giant from his
sleep. A sudden smile—a hurnished glow—and night“had
vanished,— Rienzi, 298.

Louve.
Love is the business of the idle, but the idleness of the
busy.— Rienzi, 324.
Petrarch in Vaucluse.

Sheltered by rocks, and in thiﬁ part winding through the
greenest banks, enamelled with a thousand wild flowers and_
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water-weeds, went the crystal Sorgia. Advancing farther,
the landscape assumed a more sombre and sterile aspect.
The valley seemed enclosed or shut in by fantastic rocks of
a thousand shapes, down which dashed and glittered a thou-
sand rivulets. And, in the very wildest of the scene, the
ground suddenly opened into a quaint and cultivated garden,
through which, amidst a profusion of foliage, was secn a small
and lonely mansion,—the hermitage of the place. The horse-
man was in the valley of the Vaucluse, and before his eye lay
the garden and the house of Perrarcu ! Carelessly, however,
his eye scanned the consecrated spot; and unconsciously it
rested for a moment upon a solitary figure seated musingly
by the margin of the river. A large dog at the side of the
noonday idler barked at the horseman as he rode on. “A
brave animal and a deep bay ! ” thought the traveller ; to him
the dog seemed an object much more interesting than its
master. And so,—as the crowd of little men pass unheeding
and unmoved those in whom Posterity shall acknowledge the
landmarks of their age,—the horseman turned his glance
from the Poet \—Rienzi, 333.

Many called but Few chosen.

Few, alas! are they, whose names may outlive the grave;
but the thoughis of every man who writes, are made undy-
ing ;—others appropriate, advance, exalt them ; and millions
of minds unknown, undreamt of, are required to produce the
immortality of one |—Rienzi, 334.

Consoling Thought of the Hereafter.

To him who relies upon immortality, fidelity to the dead is
easy ; because death cannot extinguish hope, and the soul of
the mourner is already half in the world to come.—Rienzi,

w1361 ’
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The Impenctrable Future,

Future ]—what mystery in the very word! Had we
lived all #hrough the Past, since Time was, our profoundest
experience of a thousand ages could not give us a guess of the
events that wait the very moment we arc about to enter !—
Rienzi, 431.

A Great Man’s Demon,

A man who becomes great is often but made so by a kind
of sorcery in his own soul—a Pythia which prophesies that
he shall be great—and so renders the life one effort to fulfil
the warning !— Rienzi, 431.
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XIII.—LEILA.

Force of Circumstances.

As the plant will crook and distort its {runk, to raise its
head through every obstacle to the sun, so the mind of man
twists and perverts itself, if legitimate openings are denied
it, to find its natural clement in the gule of power, or the

© sunshine of esteem,—Leila, 25.

The Crucifix.

.The representation of that divine resignation, that mortal
agony, that miraculous sacrifice, what eloquence it hath for
our sorrows ! what preaching hath the symbol to the vanities
of our wishes, to the yearnings of our discontent -—Leilc, 94.

Self-Sacrifice.

In all ages, in all creeds, a strange and mystic impression
has existed of the efficacy of self-sacrifice in working the
redemption even of a whole people : this belief, so strong in
the old Orient and classic religions, was yet more confirmed by
Christianity—a creed founded upon the grandest of historic
sacrifices ; and the lofty doctrine of which, rightly under-
stood, perpetuates in the heart of every believer the duty of
self-immolation, as well as faith in the power of prayer, no
matter how great the ohject; how mean the supplicator. On

‘a’-hesg thoughts Leila meditated, till thoughts acquired the
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intensity of passions, and the conversion of the Jewess whis
completed.— Lezla, 95.

Soul alove Fortune.

Man’s soul is greater than his fortunes, and there is ma-
jesty in a life that towers above the ruins that fall around
its path.—Leila, 1065,
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XIV—CALDERON.

Contrasts among Men.

“Great contrasts among men!” said Calderon. All the
classes into which naturalists ever divided the animal world
contain not the variety that exists between man and man.—
Calderon, 181,

Ambition Fearless.

Did true"ambition ever know fear? Have we not the old
Castilian proverb, that tells us, * He who has climbed the
first step to power, has left terror a thousand leagues behind ”
— Calderon, 180.
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XV.—DUCHESS DE LA VALLIERE.
A Ladder of the Angels.

Thou, grey convent, whose inspiring chime
Measures the hours with prayer, that morn and eve
Life may ascend the ladder of the angels,

And climb to heaven !
— Duchess de la Valliére, 1. ii.

Salire and Satirists.

Satirists, my friend, are men who speak the truth
That courts may say—they do not know the fashion !
Satire on Vice is Wit’s revenge on fools

That slander Virtue.
—Duchess de la, Valliere, 1. ii.

The Pcople.
Lauvzun. People —what’s the People ?
I never heard that word at court! The People /.
Bragelone. I doubt not, duke. The People, like the Air,

Is rarely heard, save when it speaks ir thunder.
—Duchess de la Valliére, 11 i.

A Fiercer Tempest than a Thunder-storm.

Rdll on, roll on, dark chariot of tho storm,
WkLose wheels are thunder !—the rack’d elements
Can furnish forth no tempest like the war

Of passions in one weak ande erring heart !
—Duchess de la Vallidre, 11, v,y ,
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A Dcarly Rememlered Footstep.

Dragelone. Hark ! I hear her:
That silver footfall l-—still it hath to me
Its own peculiar and most spiritual musie,
Trembling along the pulses of the air,
And dying on the heart that makes its echo!
'Tis she! — Duchess de la Valliére, 1v. iii,

Bragelone’s Warning to Louis Quatorze.

Awake !—awake !

Great though thou art, awake thee from the dream
That earth was made for kings—mankind for slaughter—
‘Woman for lust—the people for the palace !
Dark warnings have gone forth ; along the air
Lingers the crash of the first Charles’s throne !
Behold the young, the fair, the haughty king,
The kneeling courtiers, and the flattering priests!
Lo! where the palace rose, behold the scaffold—
The crowd—the axe—the headsman—and the victim !
Lord of the silver lilies, canst thou tell
If the same fate await not thy descendant !
If some meek son of thine imperial line
May make no brother to yon headless spectre !
And when the sage who saddens o’er the end
Tracks back the causes, tremble, lest he find
The seeds, thy wars, thy pomp, and thy profusion
Sow’d in a heartless court and breadless people,
Grew to the tree from which men shaped the scaffold,—
And the long glare of thy funereal glories
Light unborn monarchs to a ghastly grave |
Beware, proud King ! the Present cries aloud,
A prophet to the future! Wake l—beware !

~Duchess de la Valliere, 1v, iv.
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Real Despair.

The false devotion is the true despair!
—Duchess de la Valliére, v. il

Sleep—Life’s Elixir.

Our happiest hours are sleep ;—and slecp proclaims
Did we but listen to its warning voice,
That rEst is carth’s elixir.

—Duchess de la Valliére, v. iii,

What makes the Cell a Heaven.

There is no terror in the things without ;
Our souls alone the palace or the prison ;
And the one thought that I have fled from sin
Will fill the cell with images more glorious,
And haunt its silence with a mightier music,
Than ever throng'd illumined halls, or broke
From harps by mortal strung !
~—Duchess de la Valliére, v. v.
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XVIL—ATHENS.

Incarnate Divinity.

The more we can approach the Deity to ourselves—iho
more we can invest IIim with human attributes—the more
we can connect Him with the affairs and sympathies of earth,
the greater will be Ilis influence upon our conduct—the
more fondly we shall contemplate His attributes, the more
timidly we shall shrink from IIis vigilance, the more anxi-
ously we shall strive for His approval. The Christ that has
walked the earth, and suffered on the cross, can be more
readily pictured to our imagination, and is more familiarly
before us, than the Dread Eternal One, who hath the heaven
for His throne, and the earth only for His footstool. And it
is this very humanness of connection, so to speak, between
Man and the Saviour, which gives to the Christian religion,
rightly embraced, its peculiar sentiment of gentleness and of
love.—m4thens, 56.

Heroic Example.

b

The traditional fame of a Hercules, or a Theseus, assisted
to inspire the souls of those who, ages afterwards, broke the
Mede at Marathon, and arrested the Persian might in the
Pass of Thermopyle. For, as the spirit of a poet has its
influence on the destiny and character of nations, so TimE
itself hath his own poetry, preceding and calling forth the
poetry of the human genivg, and breathing inspirations,
imaginative and imperishable, from the great deeds and
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gigantic images of an ancestral and traditionary age.—
Athens, 92.

Greece.

Its greatest length is two hundred and twenty geographi-
cal miles ; its greatest width one hundred and forty. No
contrast can he more startling than the speck of earth which
Greece occupies in the map of the world, compared to the
space claimed by the Grecian influences in the history of
the human mind. In that contrast itself is the moral which
Greece has left us—nor can volumes more emphatically
describe the triumph of the Intellectual over the Material.
But as nations, resembling individuals, do not become illus-
trious from their mere physical proportions; as in both,
renown has its moral sources; so in examining the causes
which conduced to the eminence of Grecce,® we cease to
wonder at the insignificance of its territories, or the splen-
dour of its fame.—Athens, 97.

Dictatorship.

There are times in the history of all nations when liberty
is best promoted—when civilisation is most rapidly expe-
dited—when the arts arc most luxuriantly nourished by a
strict concentration of power in the hands of an individual,
—and when the despot is but the representative of the
popular will,—Athens, 144.

Lyrical Poetry.

The eloquence of poetry will always be more exciting in
its appeals—the love for poetry always more diffused through-
out a people, in proportion as it is less written than recited.
How few, even at this day, will read a poem !~—what crowds
will listen toa song! Recitatjpn transfers the stage of effect
from the closet to the multitude—the public becomes an
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audience, the poet an orator. .And when we remember that
the poetry, thus created, embodying the most vivid, popular,
animated subjects of interest, was united with all the pomp
of festival and show—all the grandest, the most claborate,
and artful effects of music—we may understand why the
true genius of lyrical composition has passed for ever away
from the modern world.—Athens, 160.

The Violet Crowned.

Amidst the vital struggles, followed by the palsied and
prostrate exhaustion, of her Ionian children, the majestic
Athens suddenly arose from the obscurity of the Past, 10 an
empire that can never perish until Ileroism shall cease to
warm, Poetry to delight, and Wisdom to instruct, the
Future.—Athens, 173.

Historic Representutives,

History is rarely more than the biography of great men.
Through a succession of individuals we trace the character
and destiny of nations. TuE Prorir glide away from us, a
gublime but intangible abstraction, and the voice of the
mighty Agora reaches us only through the medium of its
representatives to Posterity.—A#hens, 260.

Lschylus.

Homer is the créator of the Material poetry, Aschylus of
the Intellectual. The corporeal and animal sufferings of the
Titan in the Epic hell become exalted by Tragedy into the
portrait of moral Fortitude defying physical Anguish. The
Prometheus of Alschylus is the spirit of a god disdainfully
subjected to the misfortunes of a man. In reading this
wonderful performance, which in pure and sustained sub-
limity is perhaps unrivalled 1o the literature of the world,
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we lose sight entirely of* the cheerful Ilellenic worship.—
Athens, 2174.
Leonidas.

There are men whose whole life is in a single action. Of
these, Leonidas is the most eminent. We know litile of
him until the last few days of his career. e seems, as it
were, born but to show how much glory belongs to a biave
death. Of*his character or genius, his general virbues and
vices, his sorrows and his joys, biography can scarcely gather
ven the materials for conjecture. Ile passed from an ob-
scure existence into an everlasting name. And history dedi-
cates hier proudest pages to one of whom she has nothing
but the epitaph o relate.—Athens, 375.

Alps on Alps.

There is but onc way to susta/n veputation, viz., to in-
crease 1t: and the memory of past glories becomes dim
unless it be constantly refroshed by new.—Athens, 441.

War's Bencfils.

The misfortunes of one gencration are often necessary to
the prosperity of another. The stream of blood fertilises
the carth over which il flows, and war has been at once the
scourge and the civiliser of the world. . . . What ;dvcrsity
is 1o individuals, war often is to nations :—Uncertain in its
consequences, it is true that with some it subdues and
crushes, but with others it braces and exalts. © Even when
the armed revolutions of the world are most terrible in their
results—destroying the greatness and the liberties of one
people—they serve sooner or later to produce a counteract-
ing rige and progress in the fortuncs of another; as the sea
here advances, there recedes, swallowing up the fertilities of
this shore to increase the territories of that, and fulfilling
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I
in its awful and appalling agency that mandate of human
destinies, which ordains all things to be changed, and nothing
to be destroyed. Without the invasion of Persia, Greece
might have left no annals, and the modern world might
search in vain for inspirations from the ancient. When the
deluge of the Persian arms rolled back to its eastern bed,
and the world was once more comparatively at rest, the
continent of Greece rose visibly and majestically above the
rest of the civilised earth.—Aens, 374
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XVIL—ERNEST MALTRAVERS.
Golden Youth.

Happy Maltravers —youth and genius have luxuries all
the Rothschilds cannot purchase! And yet, Maltravers, you
are ambitious !—life moves too slowly for you l—you would
push on the wheels of the clock !—Fool—brilliant fool —
you are eightecn, and a poet —What more can you desire?
—Bid Time stop for ever l—Ernest Maltravers,, 32.

Boys and Girls.

There is nearly always something of Nature’s own gentility
in very young women (cxcept, indeed, when they get to--
gether and fall a-giggling); it shames us men to see how
much sooner they are polished into conventional shape than
our rough, masculine angles. A vulgar boy requires IIcaven
knows what assiduity to move three steps—I do not say like
a gentleman, but like a body that has a soul in it;_but give
the least advaniage of society or tuition to a peasant girl,
and a hundred to onme but she will glide into refinement
before the boy can make a bow without upsetting the table.

—Ernest Maltravers, 36.

Next Morning.

We are apt to connect the voice of Conscience with the
stillness of midnight. But I think we wrong that innocent
hour. It is that terrible “NExg, MORNING,” When reason is

wide awake, upon which remorse fastens its fangs. Has a
H e
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man gambled away his all, or shot his friend in a ducl—has
he committed a crime, or incurred a laugh—it is the nex?
morning, when the irretricvable Past rises before him like
a spectre ; then doth the churchyard of memory yield up its
grisly dead—then is the witching hour when the foul fiend
within us can least tempt perhaps, but most torment. At
night we have one thing to hope for, ono refuge to fly to—
oblivion and sleep! But at morning, sleep is over, and we
are called upon coldly to review, and re-act, and live again
the waking bitterness of self-reproach.—Ernest Multravers,

41
Elasticity of the Conscience.

The conscience is the most clastic material in the world.
To-day you cannot stretch it over a mole-hill, to-morrow it
hides & mountain.—Erncst Mallravers, 42.

Middle Life’s To-morrow.

Middle life is never with to-day, its home is in to-morrow
. . . anxious, and scheming, and desiring, and wishing this
plot ripened and that hope fulfilled, while every wave of the
forgotten Time brings it necarer and ncarer to the end of "all
things. Half our life is consumed in longing to be mearcr
death,—Trnest Multravers, 44.

Origin of Mustec.

Whoever invented music did it because he loved dearly
and wanted to say so.—ZErnest Maltravers, 45.

English Parks.

It is & wild and weird scene, one of those noble English
parks at midnight, with its rough forest-ground broken into
dell and valley, its never-innovated and mossy grass, over-
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run with farng, and its immemorial trees, that have lookedupon
the birth, and look yet upon the graves of a hundred genera-
tions, Such spots are the last proud and melancholy trace
of Notman knighthood and old romance, left to the laughing
landseapes of cultivated England. They always throw some-
thing of shadow and solemn gloom upon minds that feel their
assoeiations, like that which belongs to some ancient and
holy edificee They are the cathedral aisles of Nature, with
their darkened vistas, and columned trunks, and arches of
mighty foliage.—Zrnest Multravers, 48.

Greek Sculpture and Greek Literature.

Looking upon the Greck marble, we becomo acquainted,
almost insensibly, with the character of the Greek life and
litcrature.  That Aristides, that Genius of *Death, that
fragment of the unrivalled Psyche, are worth a thousand
Scaligers !

“Io you ever look at the Latin translation when you
read Aschylus?” said a schoolboy once to Cleveland.

“ That is my Latin translation,” said Cleveland, pointing
to t}fw Laocoon.—Ernest Maltravers, 64.

An Agony of Grief.

The first notes of Cleveland’s kind voice had touched upon
a soft chord, that months of anxiety and excitement had
strained to anguish, but had never woke to tears. His
nerves were shattered—those strong young nerves! He
thought of his dead father when he first saw Cleveland ; but
when he glanced round the room prepared for him, and
observed the care for his comfort, and the tender recollection
of his most trifling peculiarities everywhere visible, Alice,
the watchful, the humble, the lpving, the lost Alice, rose
before him., Surprised at his ward’s delay, Cleveland
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entered the room ; there sat Ernest still, his face buried in
his hands. Cleveland drew them gently away, and Mal-
travers sobbed like an infanf. It was an easy matter to
bring tears to the eyes of that young man: a gencrous or a
tender thought, an old song, the simplest air of musie,
sufficed for that touch of the mother’s nature. But the
vehement and awful passion which belongs to manhood
when thoroughly unmanned—this was the first time in
which the relief of that stormy bitterness was known to
him.—Ernest Maltravers, 65.

Youtl’s Bridge of Sighs.

Nine times out of ten it is over the Bridge of Sighs that
we pass the narrow gulf from Youth to Manhood. That
interval is ugually occupied by an ill-placed or disappointed
affection. 'We recover, and we find oursclves a new being.
The intellect has become hardened by the fire through which
it has passed. The mind profits by the wreck of every
passion, and we may measure our road to wisdom by the
sorrows we have undergonc.—ZErnest Maltravers, 66.

Sympathy esseniial to Influence.

It seldom happens that we are very strongly influenced
by those much older than ourselves. It is the Senior, of
from two to ten years, that most scduces and enthrals us.
He has the same pursuits—views, objects, pleasures, but
more art and experience in them all. He goes with us in
the path we are ordained to tread, but from which the elder
generation desires to warn us off There is very little
influence where there is not great sympathy.—ZErnest Mal-

travers, 72. .
Divine Consolaiions.

However we may darken and puzzle ourselves with

fancies and visions, and the ingenuities of fanatical mysti.
e
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cism, no man can mathemotically or syllogistically contend
that the world which a God made, and a Saviour visited,
was designed to be damned !

And Ernest Maltravers one night softly stole to his room
and opened the New Testament, and read its heavenly
moralities with purged eyes; and when he had done, he fell
upon his kmnees, and prayed the Almighty to pardon the
ungrateful heart that, worse than the Atheist’s, had con-
fessed His existence, but denied Ilis goodness.—Ernest Mal-
travers, 73.

Silence is Golden.

All silent people can seem conventionally elegant. A
groom married a rich lady ; he dreaded the ridicule of the
guests whom his new rank assembled at his table—an Ox-
ford clergyman gave him this picee of advico, *“ Wear a
black coat and hold your tongue!” The groom took the
hint, and is always considered one of the most gentlemanlike
fellows in the county.—Ernest Mallvavers, 74.

Life’s Dreams.
Life is a sleep in which we dream most at the commence-
ment and the close—the middle part absorbs us too much
for dreams.— Ernest Maltravers, 83.

Manners and Good Looks.

The air, the manner, the tone, the conversation, the some-
thing that interests, and the something to be proud of—these
are the attributes of the man made to be loved. And the
Beauty-man is, nine times out of ten, little more than the
oracle of his aunts, and tho “sifch a love” of the house-
maids \—Ernest Maltravers, 84.

The English Press.
'We have a press, which is nct®only the safety-valve of the
passions of every party, but the great note-book of the egs
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periments of every hour—the hom:ely, the invaluable ledger
of losses and of gains. . No; the people who keep that
tablet well, never can be bankrupt.—Ernest Maltravers, 87.

Futile Amlition.

Believe me, there is no unhappier wretch than a man who
is ambitious but disappointed,—who has the desire for fame,
but has lost the power to achieve it,~~who longs for the
goal, but will not, and cannot, put away his slippers to walk
to it.—Ernest Multravers, 95.

Italian and German Music.

Music is almost the only thing which Italians in general
can be said ,to know-—and even that knowledge comes to
them, like Dogberry’s reading and writing, by nature—for
of music as an arf, the unprofessional amateurs know but
little. As vain and arrogant of the last wreck of their
national genius as the Romans of old were of the empire of
all arts and arms, they look upon the harmonies of other
lands as barbarous; nor can they appreciate or understand
appreciation of the mighty German music, which is the
proper minstrelsy of a nation of men—a music of philosophy,
of heroism, of the intcllect and the imagination; beside
which, the strains of modern Italy are indeed effeminate,
fantastic, and artificially feeble. Rossini is the Canova of
musie, with much of the pretty, with nothing of the grand !
—Ernest Maltravers, 109.

First-rate and Second-rate Faculties.

There is in a sound and correct intellect, with all its gifts
fairly balanced, a calm consciousness of power, a certainty
that when its strength is farely put out, it must be to realise
¢he usual result of strength. Men of second-rate faculties,
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on the contrary, are fretful and nervous, fidgeting after a
celebrity which they do not estimate by their own talents,
but by the talents of some one else. They see a tower, but
are occupied only with measuring its shadow, and think
their own height (which they never calculate) is to cast as
broad a- one over the earth. It is the short man who is
always throwing up his chin, and is as erect as a dart. The
{all man %toops, aud the strong man is not always usmg the
dumb-bells.—Ernest Maltravers, 117.

High-wrought Egotism.

Perhaps, the most extensive and universal masters of life
and character have begun by being egotists. For there is in
a man that has much in him, a wonderfully acute and
sensitive perception of his own existence.w—ZErrest Mal-
travers, 118,

Good Sense.

Good sense is not, therefore, an abstract quality or a
solitary talent ; but it is the natural result of the habit of
thinking jusily, and thercfore secing clearly, and is as differ-
ent from the sagacity that belongs to a diplomatist or attorney
as the philosophy of Socrates differed from the rhetoric of
Gorgias.—Ernest Maltravers, 125,

Day-Drcams of Authorship.

He delighted to penetrate into the causes that have made
the airy webs spun by men’s fancics so permanent and
powerful in their influence over the hard, work-day world.
And what a lovely scene—what a sky—what an air wherein
to commence the projects of that ambition which seeks to
establish an empire in the hearts and memories of mankind !
I believe it has a great effect on the future labours of a
writer,—the place where he figeh dreams that it is his destiny
to write l—Ernest Maltravers, 130.
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Friendship and Love.

‘ Friendship is the wine of existence, but love is the dram-
drinking.— Ernest Maltravers, 133.

Consolations of Authorship.

There is a conscicnce of the head as well as of the heart,
and in old age we feel as much remorse, if we have wasted
our natural talents, as if we have perverted our natural virtues.
The profound and cxultant satisfaction with which a man
who knows that he has not lived in vain—that he has
entailed on the world an heir-loom of instruction or delight
—looks back upon departed struggles, is one of the happiest
emotions of which the conscience can be capable. 'What,
indeed, are the petty faults we commit as individuals, affect-
ing but a narrow circle, ceasing with our own lives, to the
incalculable and everlasting good we may produce as public
men by one book or by one law? Depend upon it that the
Almighty, who sums up all the good and all the evil done
by His creatures in a just balance, will not judge the august
benefactors of the world with the same severity as those
drones of society, who have no great services to show in
the eternal ledger, as a set-off to the indulgence of their small
vices.— Krnest Maltravers, 1306,

London.

I have no respect for the Englishman who reenters
London after long residence abroad, without a pulse that
beats quick, and a heart that heaves high. The public
buildings are few, and, for the most part, mean; the monu-
ments of antiquity not comparable to those which the
pettiest town in Italy can boast of; the palaces are sad
rubbish ; the houses of ourspeers and princes are shabby
and, shapeless heaps of brick. But what of all this? the
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spirit of London is in her thoroughfares—her population !
What wealth—what cleanliness—what order—what anima-
tion! How majestic, and yet how vivid, is the life that
runs through her myriad veins! How, as the lamps blaze
upon you at night, and street after strect glides by your
wheels, each so regular in its symmetry, so equal in its
civilisation—how all speak of the Crry oF FREEMEN !—
Frnest MaltPavers, 185.

Microcosms.

The tench, no doubt, considers the pond in which he
lives as the Great World. There is no place, however
stagnant, which is not the great world to the creatures
that move about in it.  People who have lived all their
lives in a village still talk of the world as if they had ever
seen it!  An old woman in a hovel does not put her nose
out of her door on a Sunday without thinking she is going
amongst the pomps and vanities of the great world. Frgo,
the great world is to all of us the little circle in which we
live. But as fine people set the fashion, so the circle of fine
people is called the Great World, par cxcellence.—Ernest
Maltravers, 189.

Mannerism.

All writers worth reading have mannerism,—Ernest Mal-
travers, 194.

In a Passion.

A man is a poor creature who is not in a passion some-
times ; but a very unjust, or a very foolish one, if he be in
a passion with the wrong person, and in the wrong place
and time,—Zrnest Maltravers, 198.

Value of Conjecture.
Newton and Copernicus wouldshave done nothing if they
had not imagined as well as rcasoned, guessed as well as ascer-
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tained. Nay, it was an aphorism with him, that the very
soul of philosophy is conjecture.— Ernest Maltravers, 199.

Trifles.
Nothing in literature is in itself trifling—it is often bub

a hair’s breadth that divides a truism from a discovery.—
Lrnest Maltravers, 202,

Originality.

No two minds ate ever the same ; and therefore any man
who will give us fairly and frankly the results of his own
impressions, uninfluenced by the servilities of imitation, will
be original.— Einest Maltravers, 202,

True and False Lights.

Long absences extinguish all the false lights, though not
the true ones. The lamps are dead in the banquet-room of
yesterday ; but a thousand years hence, and the stars we
look on to-night will burn as brightly.—Eirnest Maltravers,
207,

One Moment.

One moment, what an effect it produces upon years !—oxE
MOMENT ! —virtue, crime, glory, shame, woe, rapture, rest
upon moments! Death itself is but a moment, yet Eternity
is its successor !—ZErnest Maltravers, 215.

Lumley Ferrers’ Soliloquy.

« It is astonishing how this city is improved,” said Lumley
Ferrers to himself as after an absence from Iingland of
several years, he walked slowly and musingly up that
superb thoroughfare which connects the Regent’s Park with
St. James's. “Everythiag gets on in this world with a

 Jittle energy and bustle—and everybody as well as every-
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thing. My old cronies, fellows not half so clever as I am,
are all doing well. There's Tom Stevens, my very fag at
Eton—snivelling little dog he was too !~—just made under-
sceretary of state,  Pearson, whose longs and shorts I
always wrote, is now head-master to the human longs and
shorts of a public school—editing Greek plays, and booked
for a bishopric. Collier, I see, by the papers, is leading his
circuit—and Ernest Maltravers (but /e had some talent) has
made a name in the world, Here am I, worth them all put
together, who have done nothing but spend half my little
fortune in spite of all my economy. Iigad this must have
an end. I must look to the main chance; and yet, just
when I want his help the most, my worthy uncle thinks fit
to marry again. Humph !—I'm too good for this world.”
— Ernest Maltravers, 225,

Apathy.

Apathy is the combination of satiety and content.—Ernest
Maltravers, 239.

Our Souls a Trust.

Qur own souls are a solemn trust to our own lives.
—Ernest Maltravers, 255,

Lord Vargrave’s Heir,

“T am sunk in the world,” said Ferrers, “I am next heir
to a bran-new Brummagem peerage. Gad, I fecl brassy
already!”

“What! is Mr. Templeton—-—1”

¢ Mr., Templeton no more ; he is defunct, extinguished-=
out of the ashes rises the pheenix Lord Vargrave. We had
thought of a more sounding title; De Courval has a nobler
sound,—but my good uncle hus’ nothing of the Norman
ebout him : so we dropped the De as ridiculous—Vargravp,
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is euphonious and appropriate. 1\./Iy uncle has a manor of
that name—DBaron Vargrave of Vargrave.” '

“ Ah—TI congratulate you.”

“ Thank you. Lady Vargrave may destroy all my hopes
yet. But nothing venture, nothing have. My uncle will
be gazetted to-day. Poor man, he will be delighted; and
as he certainly owes it much to me, ho will, I suppose, be
very grateful—or hate me ever afterwards—that is a toss-up.
A benefit conferred is a complete hazard between the thumb
of pride and the fore-finger of affection. Ieads gratitude,
tails hatred ! There, that’s a simile in the fashion of the old
writers: ¢ Well of English undefiled!’ humph ! ”— Ernest
Maltravers, 318.

‘ Authors.

The biographies of Authors, those ghost-like beings who
seem to have had no life but in the shadow of their own
haunting and imperishable thoughts, dimmed the inspiration
hoe might have caught from their pages. Those Slaves of
the Lamp, those Silkworms of the Closet, how little had
they enjoyed, how little had they lived! Condemned to a
mysterious fate by the wholesale destinies of the world,
they seemed born but to toil and to spin thoughts for the
common crowd-—and, their lask performed in drudgery and
in darkness, to die when no further service could be wrung
from their exhausfion. Names had they been in life, and
as names they lived for ever, in life as in death, airy and
unsubstantial phantoms,—Ernest Maltravers, 356.

Reconciled to Death.

God has mercifully ordained it as the tustomary lot of
nature, that in proportiormeas we decline into the grave, the
.goping path is made smooth and easy to our feet; and
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‘every day, as the films of* clay are removed from our eyes,
Death loses the false aspect of the spectre, and we fall at
last info its arms as a wearied child upon the bosom of its
mother.—Ernest Multravers, 360.

Religion.

Religion, which is indeed poetry with a stronger wing.
— Ernest Maltravers, 360.

Fuith.

“Faith is Hope with a holier name, hope that knows
neither deceit nor death, Ah, how wisely do you speak of
the philosoply of belief ! It is, indeed, the telescope through
which the stars grow large upon our gaze. And to you,
Ernest, my beloved,” said Florence, “to you I leave, when I
am gone, that monitor—that friend ;—you will know your-
self what you teach to me. And when you look not on the
Leaven alone but in all space—on all the illimitable creation,
you will know that I am there! TFor the lLome of a spirit
is wherever spreads the Universal Presence of (od. And
to what numerous stages of being, what paths, what duties,
what active and glorious tasks in other worlds may we not
be reserved—perhaps to know and share them together, and
mount age after age higher in the scale of being. For surely
in heaven there is no pause or torpor—we do not lie down
in calm and unimprovable repose. Movement and progress
will remain the law and condition of existence. And there
will be efforts and duties for us above as there have been
below.”

It was not so much to the calm and rest of the grave that
she extended her unreluctant gaze, as to the light and glory
of a renewed and progressive existence.—ZErnest Maltravers,

37
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Brightest when Vanishing,

Maltravers had never loved Lady Florence as he did now.
Was it the perversity of human nature, that makes the
things of mortality dearer to us in proportion as they fade
from our hopes, like birds whose hues are only unfolded
when they take wing and vanish amidst the skies 34— ZErnest
Maltravers, 373. '
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XVIIL—ALICE.

Two Ideal Worlds.

Of the two ideal worlds that stretch beyond the inch of
time on which we stand, Imagination is perhaps holier than
Memory,—A4lice, 12,

Flowers.

Those charming children of Nature, in which our age can
take the same tranquil pleasure as our youth,—Alice, 18.

Talent and Genius.

The difference between talent and genius lies rather in
the heart than the head.—Alice, 26.

Cherries.

“Two cherries on one stalk,” said Lumley, gaily: ¢ by-
the-bye, it is not a complimentary simile. 'What young lady
would be like a cherry #—such an uninteresting, common,
charity-boy sort of fruit. For my part, I always associate
cherries with the image of a young gentleman in corduroys
and a skeleton jacket, with one pocket full of marbles, and
the other full of worms for fishing, with three-half-pence in
the left paw, and two clicrries on ono stalk (Helena and
Hermia) in the right.”—Alice, 39.

Too Little and Too Much.

. » .
‘We are nearer to true virtue and true happiness when we
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demand too little from men, thax’ when we exact too much.
~—Alice, 74.

" Happiness in every Condition.

Men in all states seem to have much the same proportion
of happiness, We judge others with eyes accustomed to
dwell on our own circumstances. I have seen the slave,
whom we commiserate, enjoy his holiday with a rapture
unknown to the grave freeman. I have seen that slave
made free, and enriched by the benevolence of his master ;
and he has been gay no more. The masses of men in all
countries are much the same. If there are greater comforts
in the hardy North, Providence bestows a fertile earth and
a glorious heaven, and a mind susceptible to enjoyment as
flowers to ljght, on the voluptuous indulgence of the Italian,
or the contented apathy of the Hindoo.—4lice, 84.

Genius ever Young.

There is in all real genius so much latent playfulness of
nature, it almost seems as if genius never could grow old
The inscription that youth writes upon the tablets of an
imaginative mind are, indeed, never wholly obliterated—
they are as an invisible writing, which gradually becomes
clear in the light and warmth. Bring genius familiarly
with the young, and it is as young as they are.—Alice, 8s.

Religion of Freedom.

It is the boast of this island, that the slave whose foot
touches the soil is free. The boast may be enlarged. Where
so much is left to the people—where the life of civilisation,
not locked up in the tyranny of Central Despotism, spreads,
vivifying, restless, ardent, through every vein of the health-
ful body, the most distapy province, the obscurest village,
has claims on our exertions, our duties, and forces us into
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energy and citizenship, *The spirit of liberty, that strikes
the chain from the slave, binds the freeman to his brother.
This is the Religion of Frecedom, And hence it is that the
stormy struggles of free states have been blessed with results
of Virtue, of Wisdom, and of Genius—by Him who bade us
love one another—not only thal love in itself is excellent,
but that from love, which in its widcst sense is but the
spiritual tegm for liberty, whatever is worthiest of our
solemn nature has its birth.—A4lice, go.

A Nervous Swindler.

Mr. Douce was a small man, a nervous man—he did not,
seem quite master of his own limbs; when he bowed he
seemed to be making you a present of his legs ; when he sat
down, he twitched first on one side, then on &he other—
thrust his hands into his pockets, then took them out, and
looked at them, as if in astonishment—then seized upon a
pen, by which they were luckily provided with incessant
occupation. Meanwhile, there was what might fairly be
called a constant play of countenance; first he smiled, then
looked grave—now raised his eyebrows, till they rose like
rainbows to the horizon of his pale, straw-coloured hair—
and next darted them down, like an avalanche, over the
twinkling, restless, fluttering, little blue eyes, whjch then
became almost invisible. Mr Douce had, in fact, all the
appearance of a painfully-shy man, which was the more
strange, as he had the reputation of enterprise, and even
audacity, in the business of his profession, and was fond of

the society of the great.—Alice, 103.

Honour.

Honour is to justice as the flowgr to the plant—its eflor-
escence, its bloom, its consummation.—Alice, 1135,
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Children.

It is astonishing how the least ailment in those little
things stops the wheels of domestic life l—Alice, 122.

Pity.

Pity in woman is a great beautifier.—Alice, 149.

Colonel Legard.

Maltravers turned towards Evelyn as he spoke, and
almost started to observe that she was joined Dy a stranger,
whose approach he had not before noticed ; and that stranger
a man of such remarkable personal advantages, that, had
Maltravers been in Vargrave’s position, he might reasonably
have experieniced a pang of jealous apprehension. Slightly
above the common height—slender, yct strongly formed—
set off by every advantage of dress, of air, of the nameless
tone and pervading refinement that sometimes, though not
always, springs from early and habitual intercourse with the
most polished female society—Colonel Legard, at the age of
eight-and-twenty, had acquired a reputation for beauty
almost as popular and as well known as that which men
usually acquire by mental qualifications. Yet there was
nothing - effeminate in his countenance, the symmetrical
features of which were made masculine and expressive by
the rich olive of tlie complexion, and the close jetty curls of
the Antinous-like hair.—Alice, 151.

Dawn of Love.

Love, in its first dim and imperfect shape, is but imagina-
tion concentrated on one object. It is a genius of the heart,
resembling that of the intellect ; it appeals to, it stirs up, it
evokes the sentiments and sympathies that lie most latent
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in our nature. Its sight is the spirit that moves over the.
ocean, and arouses the Anadyomense into life.-—Alice, 165.

A Genius.,

If & man is called a genius, it means that he is to be
thrust out of all the good things in this life. He is not
fit for anything but a garret: Put a gentus into office !—
make a genius a bishop! or a lord chancellor —the world
would be turned topsyturvy! You see that you are quite
astonished that a genius can be even a county magistrate,
and know the difference between a spade and a poker! In
fact, a genius is supposed to be the most ignorant, imprac-
ticable, good-for-nothing, do-nothing, sort of thing that ever
walked upon two legs.—Alice, 172.

Green Old Age.

Mr. Aubrey’s was the age when we most sensitively enjoy
the mere sense of existence; when the face of nature, and a
passive conviction of the benevolence of our Great Father,
guffice to create a sereme and ineffable happiness, which
rarely visits us till we have done with the passions; till
memories, if more alive than heretofore, are yet mellowed
in the bues of time, and Faith softens into harmony all
their asperities and harshness; till nothing within us re-
mains to cast a shadow over the things without ; and on the
verge of life, the Angels aro nearer to us than of yore. There
is an old age which has more youth of heart than youth
iteelf.—Alice, 181.

A Great Nolle’s Position.

The magnificent chateaux—the immenso estates of our
English peers—tend to preserve to us, in spite of the free-
dom, bustle, and commercial gragdeur of our people, more of
the Norman attributes of aristocracy than can be found in
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other countries, In his county, the great noble is a petty
prince—his house is a court—his possessions and munificence
are a boast to every proprietor in his district. They are as
fond of talking of #he earl’s or #Ze¢ duke’s movements and
entertainments, as Dangeau was of the gossip of the Tuileries
and Versailles.—Alice, 185.

Judicious Ratting.

A man’s rise in life gencrally dates from a well-timed rat.
—Alice, 186.
Home.
“ Home ! ” repeated Caroline, hitterly :—¢ home—home is
the English synonym for the French ennws.  But T hear papa
on the stairs.,”—Alice, 195.

"Lpiscopal  Qualifications.

¢ Editing a Greek play—writing a political pamphlet—
and apostatising at the proper moment.”—Alice, 213.

Cleveland's Denunciation of Paris.

“DParis is a delightful place—that is allowed by all. It
is delightfu! to the young, to the gay, to the idle; to the
literary lion, who likes to he petted; to the wiser epicure,
who indulges a more justifiable appetite. It is delightful
to ladies, who wish to live at their ease, and buy beautiful
caps ; delightful to6 philanthropists, who wish for listeners
to schemes of colonising the moon ; delight{ul to the haunters
of balls, and ballets, and little theatres, and ‘superb cafés,
where men with beards of all sizes and shapes scowl at the
English, and involve their intellects in the fascinating game
of dominocs. For these, and for many others, Paris is
delightful. I say nothing against it. But, for my own
p(a:rb, I would rather live in a garret in London, than in a
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palace in the Chaussee *d Antin.—Chacun & son mawvais
gott,

“I don’t like the streets, in which I cannot walk but in
the kennel: I don’t like the shops, that contain nothing
except what’s at the window: I don’t like the houses, like
prisons, which look upon a court-yard : I don’t like the beaux
Jardins, which grow no plants save a Cupid in plaster: I
don’t like the wood fires, which demand as many petits soins
as the women, and which warm no part of one but one’s eye-
lids: I don’t like the language, with its strong phrases
about nothing, and vibrating like a pendulum between
‘rapture’ and ‘desolation ;’ I don’t like the accent, which
one cannot get, without speaking through one’s nose: I
don’t like the cternal fuss and jabber about books without
nature, and revolutions without fruit: I have. no sympathy
with tales that turn on a dead jackass; nor with constitu-
tions that give the ballot to the representatives, and withhold
the suffrage from the people : ncither have I much faith in
that enthusiasm for the deaua arts, which shows its produce
in execrable music, detestable pictures, abominable sculpture,
and a droll something that I believe the French call PoETRY.
Dancing and cookery—these are the arts the French excel
in, I grant it; and excecllent things they are; but oh,
England ! oh, Germany! you need not be jealous of your
rival ! "—Alice, 223.

Acrolats of Civilisatioh.
In the bouleversement of Revolutions, the French have fallen
on their feet |—Alice, 227.
Self-Purification of Literature.

The strecam settles of itsolf by rest and time; the impure
particles fly off, or are neutralisesl by the healthful. It is
only fools that call the works of a master-spirit immoral
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There does not exist in the literature of the world, one

popular book that is immoral two centuries after it is pro-

duced.—Alice, 235.
: Centralisation.

It is, in fact, the perilous tonic, which seems to brace the
system, but drives the blood to the head —thus come
apoplexy and madness. By centralisation the provinces are
weakened, it is true ; but weak to assist as well as to oppose
a Government—weak to withstand a mob. Nowhere, now-
a-days, is & mob so powerful as in Paris : the political history
of Paris is the history of mobs. Centralisation is an excel-
lent quackery for a despot who desires power to last only
his own life, and who has but a life-interest in the State ;
but to true liberty and permanent order, centralisation is a
deadly poisoir: The more the provinces govern their own
affairs, the more we find everything, even to roads and post-
horses, are léft to the people ; the more the Municipal Spirit
pervades every vein of the vast body, the more certain may
we be that reform and change must come from universal
opinion, which is slow, and constructs ere it destroys-—not
from public clamour, which is sudden, and not only pulls

-down the edifice, but sells the bricks l—dAlice, 236.

Kind, but Ruthless.

Lord Vargrave would not have injured a worm if it did
him no good, but be would have set any house on fire if he
had no other means of roasting his own eggs.—Alice, 250.

Revolutions,

Revolutions are produced but by the aspirations of one

order, and the resistance of the other.—Alice, 256.
Ciwilisation a Juggernaut,
, In civilisation we behold a splendid aggregate ;—literature
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and seience, wealth and Tuxury, commeree and glory; but we
see not the million victims crushed beneath the wheels of
the machine—the health sacrificed—the board breadless—
the jails filled —the hospitals reeking — the human life
poisoned in every spring, and poured forth like water !—
Alice, 258.

Life—a Curse or a Blessing ?

“Ts life) mere animal life, on the whole,” asked De Mon-
taigne, * a curse or a blessing {”

“The generality of men in all countries,” answered Mal-
travers, “enjoy existence, and apprehend death ;—were it
otherwise, the world had been mado by a Fiend, and not a
God | "—Alice, 200,

Eternal Progress.

“You talk,” said De Montaigne, *of no certain and
definite goal! How know we that there is a certain and
definite goal, even in Heaven? How know we that excel-
lence may not be illimitable? Enough that we improve—
that we proceed: Seeing in the great design of carth that
benevolence is an attribute of the Designer, let us leave the
rest to Posterity and to God.”—Alice, 264.

Inspiration of the Lares.

It may, indeed, be generally remarked (contrary to a
common notion), that the men who are most happy at home
are the most active abroad. The animal spirite are necessary
te healthful action ; and dejection and the sense of solitude
will turn the stoutest into dreamers. The hermit is the
antipodes of the citizen ; and no gods animate and i mspn'e
ug like the Lares.--—Alwa, 266.

Lord Vargrave’s Pwivate Secretary.
Miss Biddy or Pridget Hobbs, a young lady of foug or

-
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five-and-twenty, cast a bashful lodk of admiration at the
slim secretary, as he sauntered into the room, in a black
coat, black waistcoat, black trousers, and black neckcloth,
with a black pin,—looking much like an ebony cane splib
half-way up. Miss Biddy was a fair young lady, a lectle
faded, with uncommonly thin arms and white satin shoes, on
which the slim secretary cast his eyes and—shuddered.—
Alice, 277,

Ancestral Glories.

“I am proud,” wrote Maltravers, “not of the length of a
mouldering pedigree, but of some historical quarterings in
my escutcheon—of some’ blood of scholars and of heroes
that rolls in my veins; it is the same kind of pride that an
Englishman may feel in belonging to a country that has
produced Shakespeare and Bacon.”—A4Alice, 296.

Emotions in Good Sociely.

Never belicve that a heart long accustomed to beat only
in good society can be broken—it is rarely even touched,—
Alice, 303.

The Passions when Strongest.

‘What a mistake to suppose that the passions are strongest
in youth !—The passions are not stronger, but the control
over them is weaker. They are more casily excited—they
are more violent and more apparent,—but they have less
energy, less durability, less intense and concentrated power,
thau in maturer life. In youth, passion succeeds to passion,
and one breaks upon the other, as waves upon a rock, till
the heart frets itself to repose. In manhood, the great deep
flows on, more calm, but more profound, its serenity is the
proof of the might and teffor of its course, were the wind
to blow and the storm to rise.—Alice, 304.
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An Escaped Madman’s Sense of Freedom.

Cesarini walked lustily on, shunning the high road—the
day was clear—the sun bright—the air full of racy health.
Oh ! what soft raptures swelled the heart of the wanderer,
as he gazed around him! The Poet and the Freeman alike
stirred within his shattered heart! He paused to contem-
plate the berries of the icy trees—to listen to the sharp gleo
of the blackbird—and once—when he found beneath a hedge
a cold, scentless group of hardy violets—he laughed aloud
in his joy. In that laughter there was no madness—no
danger ; but when, as he journcyed on, he passed through
a little hamlet, and saw the children at play upon the
ground, and heard from the open door of a cabin the sound
of rustic music, then, indeed, he paused abrupidy ; the past
gathered over him : ke knew that which he had been—ithat
wlich he was now /—an awful memory !—a dread revelation !
And, covering his face with his hands, he wept aloud. In
those tears were the peril and the method of madness. He
woke from them to think of his youth—his hopes—of Flor-
ence—of revenge !—Lumley, Lord Vargrave! better, from
that hour, to encounter the tiger in his lair, than find thyself
alone with that miserable man.—A4lice, 316.

Temptation always to be Vanquished. *

Maltravers daily, nightly, hourly, prayed to the Great
Comforter to assist him in wrestling against a guilty love.
No man struggles so honestly, so ardently as he did utterly
in vain ; for in us all, if we would but cherish it, there id a
spirit that must rise at last—a crowned, if bleeding, con-
queror—over Fate and all the Demons.—4lice, 355.

Portrait=»

There is something mystical about those painted ghosts af
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ourselves, that survive our very dust! Who, gazing upon
them long and wistfully, does not half fancy that they seem
not insensible to his gaze asif we looked our own life into them,
and the eyes that followed us where we moved were animated
by a stranger art than the mere trick of the limner’s colours.
—Alice, 358.

Reunion at last of . Alice and Maltravers,

Maltravers rose, and they stood before cach other face to
face. And how lovely still was Alice! lovelier he tilought
even than of old! And those eyes, so divinely blue, so
dovelike and soft, yot with some spiritual and unfathom-
able mystery in their clear depth, were once more fixed
upon him. Alice seemed turned to stone; she moved not
~—she spoke.not—she scarcely breathed ; she gazed spell-
bound, as if her senses—as if life itself—had deserted her.

% Alice !” murmured Maltravers,—* Alice, we meet ab
last ! ”

His voice restored memory, consciousness, youth, at once
to her! She uttered a loud cry of unspeakable joy, of rap-
ture! She sprang forward-—reserve, fear, time, change, all
forgotten—she threw herself into his arms, she elasped him
to her heart again and again |—the faithful dog that has
found his master expresses not his transport more uncon-
trollably, more wildly. It was something fearful—the
excess of her ecstasy !—she kissed his hands, his clothes ;
she laughed, she wept : and at last, as words came, she laid
her head on his breast, and said passionately,—*“I have
béen true to thee! I have been true to thee—or this hour
would have killed me!” Then, as if alarmed by his silence,
she looked up into his face, and, as his burning tears fell
upon her cheek, she said again and with more hurried
vehemence—* I have bee faithful—do you not believe me ?”

g—Alice, 374.



ALICE. 139

Above the Little Grave !

Suddenly, her colour faded ; the smile passed from the
dimpled lips; a sad and solemn aspect succeeded to that
expression of passionate joy—¢ Come,” said Alice in a
whisper, ‘““come, follow ;” and, still clasping his hand, she
drew him to the door. Silent and wonderingly he followed
her across the lawn, through the moss-grown gate, and into
the lonely burial-ground. She moved on with a noiseless
and gliding step—so pale, so hushed, so breathless, that, even
in the noon-day, you might have half fancied the fair shape
was not owned by earth, She paused where the yew-trec
cast its gloomy shadow ; and the small and tombless mound,
separated from the rest, was before them. She pointed to
it, and falling on her knees beside it, murmywed—* ITush,
it sleeps below—thy child!” She covered her face with
both her hands, and her form shook convulsively.

Beside that form, and before that grave, knelt Maltravers,
There vanished the last remnant of his stoic pride; and
there pardon to himself, and blessings on the heart he had
betrayed. There solemnly did he vow, the remainder of his
years, to guard from all future ill the faithful and childless
mother.—4lice, 376.
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XIX.—THE LADY OF LYONS.

At your Time of Life!

Damas [interrupting Mme. Deschapelles]. Foreign prince!—
foreign fiddlestick —you ought to be ashamed of such
honsense at your time of life.

Mme. Deschap. My time of life !—That is an expression
never applied to any lady till she is sixty-nine and three-
quarters ;—and only then by the clergyman of the parish.—
Lady of Lyons, 1. i.

A Genus !

Landlord. Nay, he don’t garden any more ; his father left
him well off. He’s only a genus.

Gavis. A what?

Landlord. A genus!—a man who can do everything in
life except anything that's useful ;—that’s a genus.—ZLady
of Lyons, 1. il

: A Prize—Glory.
Enter CLaupE MELNOTTE, with « rifle tn his hand.

Mel. Give me joy, dear mother !'—I've won the prize !—
never missed one shot! Is it not handsome, this gun?

Widow. Humph !—Well, what is it worth, Claude !

Mel, Worth! What is a riband worth to a soldier?
Worth! everything! Glory is priceless l—Lady of Lyons,
1. iii. '

Youtts and Iope.
. Melnotte, Oh, how my heart swells within me !—Oh, what
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glorious prophets of the futurc are youth and hope !—Lady
of Lyons, 1. iii.
Courts and Titles.

Mme. Deschapelles. Good morning, gentlemen; really T
am so fatigued with laughter; the dear Prince is so enter-
taining. What wit he has! Any onc may sce that he has
spent his whole life in courts,

Damas. *And what the deuce do you know about courts,
cousin Deschapelles? You women regard men just as you
buy books—you never care about what is in them, but how
they are bound and lettered. ’Sdeath, I don’t think you
would even look at your Bible if it had not a title to it.—
Lady of Lyons, 11 1.

Representatives of the Past. ..

Pauline. There is something glorious in the heritage of
command. A man who has ancestors is like a representative
of the past.

Mel. True ; but, like other representatives, nine times out
of ten he is a silent member. Ah, Pauline! not to the past,
but to the future, looks true nobility, and finds its blazon in
posterity.—Lady of Lyons, 11 1,

A Home _for Love.

Melnotte. Nay, dearest, nay, if thou wouldst have me
paint
The home to which, could love fulfil its prayers,
This hand would lead thee, listen !—A deep vale
Shut out by Alpine hills from the rude world ;
Near a clear lake, margin’d by fruits of gold
And whispering myrtles ; glassing softest skies,
As cloudless, save with rare and xgseate shadows,
As I would hLave thy fate!
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Pauline, « My own dear love
Mel. A palace lifting to eternal summer
Its marble walls, from out a glossy bower
Of coolest foliage musical with birds,
Whose songs should syllable thy name! At noon
‘We'd sit beneath the arching vines, and wonder
‘Why Earth could be unhappy, while the Heavens
Still left us youth and love! We’d have no friends
That were not lovers ; no ambition, save
To excel them all in love; we'd recad no books
That were not tales of love—that we might smile
To think how poorly eloquence of words
Translates the poetry of hearts like ours !
And when night came, amidst the breathless Ilecavens
We'd guess what star should be our home when love
Becomes immortal ; while the perfumed light
Stole through the mists of alabaster lamps,
And every air was heavy with the sighs
Of orange-groves and music from sweet lutes,
And murmurs of low fountains that gush forth
I’ the midst of roses.—Dost thou like the picture?
Pauline. Oh, as the bee upon the flower, I hang
Upon the honey of thy eloquent tongue !
Am I not blest? And if I love too wildly,
‘Who would not love thee like Pauline ¢
—Lady of Lyons, 11 i

A Gentleman !

Damas. Sir, as sons take after their mother, so the man
who calls me a fool insults the lady who bore me; there's
no escapo for you—fight you shall, or

Melnotte. Oh, enough I» enough !—take your ground.

[They fight ; Damas 48 disarmed. MBLNOTTE fakes
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up the sword*and returns it fo DAMAR respect-
Jully.
A just punishment to the brave soldier who robs the State
of its best property—the sole right to his valour and his
life
Damas. Sir, you fence exccedingly well; you must be
a man of honour —I don’t care a jot whether you are a
prince ; but» a man who has carte and tierce at his fingers’
ends must be a gentleman.
Mel. [aside]. Gentleman! Ay, I was a gentleman beforo
I turned conspirator ; for honest men are the gentlemen of
Nature.—Zudy of Lyons, 11. i.

Claude Melnotte’s Lxculpation.

M, Pauline, by. Pride
Angels have fallen ere thy time: by pride—
That sole alloy of thy most lovely mould—
The evil spirit of a bitter love,
And a revengeful heart, had power upon thee.
From my first years my soul was fill’d with thee:
i saw thee midst the flow’rs the lowly Loy
Tended, unmark’d by thee—a spirit of bloom,
And joy, and freshness, as if Spring itself
Were made a living thing, and wore thy shape !
I saw thee, and the passionate heart of man
Enter’d the breast of the wild-dreaming boy.
And from that hour I grew—what to the'last
I shall be—thine adorer! Well, this love,
Vain, frantie, guilty, if thou wilt, became
A fountain of ambition and bright hope ;
I thought of tales that by the winter hearth
Old gossips tell —how maidens sprung from kings
Have stoop’d from their high sphefe; how love, like death,
Levels all ranks, and lays the shepherd’s crook
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Beside the sceptre. Thus I made my home

In the soft palace of a fairy Future !

My father died ; and I, the peasant-born,

‘Was my own lord. Then did I seek to rise

Out of the prison of my mean estate ;

And, with such jewels as the exploring mind

Brings from the caves of knowledge, buy my ransom

From those twin jailers of the daring heart—- ,

Low birth and iron fortune. Thy bright image

Glass’d in my soul, took all the hues of glory,

And lured me on to those inspiring toils

By which man masters men! Xor thee T grew

A midnight student o’er the dreams of sages.

For thee I sought to borrow from cach grace,

And every muse, such attributes as lend

Ideal charms to love. I thought of thee,

And passion taught me poesy—of thee,

And on the painter’s canvas grew the life

Of beauty! Art became the shadow

Of the dear starlight of thy haunting eyes!

Men call’d me vain—some mad-—I heeded not ;

But still toil’d on—hoped on—for it was swect,

If not to win, to feel niore worthy theo!
—Lady of Lyons, n ii.

A Lover—a Chameleon.

Damas. The maa who scts his heart upon a woman
Is a chameleon, and doth feed on air;
From air he takes his colours—holds his life,—
Changes with every wind,—grows lecan or fat,
Rosy with hope, or green with jealousy,
Or pallid with despair—just as the gale
Varies from north to souir—from heat to cold!
Oh, woman ! woman! thou shouldst have few sins
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Of thine own to answer for! Thou art the author
Of such a book of follies in a man,

That it would need the tears of all the angels

To blot the record out I— Lady of Lyons, v. i.

True Repentance.

And he who seeks repentance for the Past

Should woo,the Angel Virtue in the Future,
—Lady of Lyons, v. ii,
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XX.—RICHELIEU.

De Mauprat’s Malediction on Richelieu.

De Muu. Ghastly Vengeance !
To thee, and thine august and solemn sister,
The unrelenting Death, I dedicate
The blood of Armand Richclicu! When Dishonour
Reaches our hearths, Law dies and Murther takes

The angel shape of Justice !
' —Richelicu, 11. 1

The Sword and the Pen.
Richelieu. Reach me yon falchion, Fran¢ois,—not that
bauble
For carpet-warriors,—yonder—such a blade
As old Charles Martel might have wielded when
He drove the Saracen from Irance.
[FraNgors Urings Lim one of the long two-handed
swords worn tn the middle ages.
With this
I, at Rochelle, did hane to hand engago
The stalwart Erslisher,—no mongrels, boy,
Those island mastiffs,—mark the notch—a deep one
. His casque made here,—1I shore him: to the waist !
A toy—a feather—then ! [Tries to wield, and lets it fail.
You see, a child could
Slay Richelieu now.
Fran. [his hand on ijs kilt] Bub now, at your command
Are other weapons, my good lord.
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Rich. [who has scatcd himself as to write, lifts the pen].
True,—TH18 |
Beneath the rule of men entirely great
The pen is mightier than the sword. DBehold
The arch-enchanter’s wand !—itself a nothing t—
But taking sorcery from the master-hand
To paralyse the Casars—and to strike
The loud earth breathless |—Take away the sword—
States can be saved without it !
~— Richelieu, 11, i
‘ail !
Frangois, If 1 fail—
Richelieu. Fail—{ail !
In the lexicon of youth, which Fate rcservey
For a bright manhood, there is no such word
As—fail /—(You will instruct him further, Marion)—
Follow her—but at distance ;—gpeak not to her
Till you are housed.—Farewell, boy ! Never say
“ Fail” again,
Fran, I will not!
" Rich. [patting Lis locks]. There’s my young hero !—
—Richelien, 11, il

Philosophy Lapped on Earth.

Sublime Philosophy,
Thou art the Patriarch’s ladder, reachtng heaven,
And bright with beck’ning angels—but, alas !
‘We see thee, like the Patriarch, but in dreams,
By the first step-dull-slumbexmg on the earth,
—Richeliew, T, i

-Historians and Biographers.

Ye safe and formal men,
‘Who write the deeds, and with unfeverish hand
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Weigh in nice scales the motives of the Great,
Ye cannot know what ye have never tried !
History preserves only the fleshless bones
Of what we are—and by the mocking skull
The would-be wise pretend to guess the features!
Without the roundness and the glow of life
How hideous is the skeleton! Without
The colourings and humanities that clothe
Our errors, the anatomists of schools
Can make our memory hideous !
—Richelien, 11, 1.

All-Golden Youth.

O! beautiful—all-golden, gentle youth !

Making thy palace in the careless front

And hopeful eye of man—ere yet the soul

Hath lost the memories which (so Plato dream’d)

DBreathed glory from the earlier star it dwelt in—

Oh'! for one gale from thine exulting moring,

Stirring amidst the roses, where of old

Love shook the dew-drops from his glancing hair !
—Richelicu, 111 1.

Earth’s Cloudlike Glories.

Richelicu, Alas !
Our glories float between the earth and heaven
Like clouds which seem pavilions of the sun,
And are the playthings of the casual wind ;
$till, like the cloud which drops on unsecn crags
The dews the wild flower feeds on, our ambition
May from its airy height drop gladness down
On unsuspected virtue ;—and the flower
May bless the cloud wh¥n it hath pass’d away !
—Richelieu, v. iii.
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XXIL—MONEY.
Tit for Tat.

Str John Vesey, reading a letter, ¢ Dear Sir John, as since
the death of my sainted Maria.”—Hum !—that’s his wife ;
she made him a martyr, and now he makes her a saint.—
Money, 1. 1.

Sir John Vesey’s Philosophy.

Sir John. There are two rules in lifo—First, Men are valued
not for what they are, but what they scem to be. Secondly,
1f you have no merit or money of your own, you must trade
on the merits and money of other people.—Money, 1. 1.

Beauty and Virtue.

Evelyn. Look you now—Robe Beauty in silk and cashmere
—hand Virtue into her chariot—lackey their caprices—wrap
them from the winds—fence them round with a golden circle
—and Virtue and Beauty are as goddesses both to peasant
and to prince. Strip them of the adjuncts—sce Beauty and
Virtue poor — dependent — solitary — walking the world
defenceless ! oh, then the devotion changes its character—
the same crowd gather eagerly around-—-fools-——fops—-hber-
tines—not to worship at the shrine, but to sacrifice the
victim.—Money, 1. iv.

News from the East.
[EveLyN takes up the newspaper,
Glossmore. The secretary—h@n! Fine day, sir; any
news from the Fast ?
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Eps. Yes |—all the wise men have gone back there!
Gloss. Ha, ha!~—not all, for here comes Mr, Stout, the
great political economist.—Money, 1. iv.

The Dear Deceased.

Sir John Vesey. An excellent man, thougl{ odd—a kind
heart, b#t no liver. . . . .o

Stout. Sensible man—and a followcr of Malthus: never
married to increase the surplus population, and fritter away
his money on his own children, And now—

Eve. He renps the benefit of celibacy in the prospective gra-
titude of every cousin he had in the world.—Money, 1. vi.

Inconsolable Widower,

Graves, At the sight of your mourning my wounds bleed

afresh.
[Servants hand round wine and sandwiches.

Sir John. Take some refreshment—a glass of wine.

Graves. Thank you !—(very fine sherry{)—Ah ! my poor
sainted Maria ! Sherry was her wine: everything reminds
me of Maria! Ah, Lady Franklin! you knew her. No-
thing in life can charm me now. [Aside.] A monstrous
fine woman that,—Money, 1. vii.

Very Poor Wit.

Sharp [reading will] ¢ Item.—To Bir Frederick Blount,

Baronet, my. nearest male relative——
[Chorus exhibit Vively emotion.]
ABlount. Poor old boy !
[GroraINa pufs her arm over BLoUNT'S chair.

Sharp. * Being, ag I am informed, the best-dressed young
gentleman in Londogyf and in testimony to the only merit I
ever heard he posaesfod, thw sum of £500 to buy a drossing-
case,”
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[Choms breathe’ more frctly ; GEORGINA catches hor father's
eye, and removes her arm.
.Blount [laughing confusedly]. Ha! ha! ha} Vewy poor
wit—low |—vewy—vewy low l—Money, 1. vii.

Like my Luck.

Sharp [reading will]l. “Item.—To Henry Grawes, Esq.,
of the Albgny——"7 [Chorus as before.

Graves. Pooh.! Gentlemen—my usual luck—not even a
ring, I dare swear!

Sharp. *The sum of L5000 in the Three per Cents.”

Lady Fran. 1 wish you joy!

Graves. Joy—pooh! Three per Cents '—Funds stire to
go! Had it been land, now—though only an acre '—just -
like my luck.—Money, 1. vii.

The Tailor makes the Gentleman.

Patent. Money makes the man, sir.

Frantz But de tailor, de schneider, makes de gentleman !
It is Mr. Frantz, of St. James’s, who takes his measure and
his cloth, and who makes de fine handsome noblemen and
gentry, where de faders and de mutters make only de ugly
little naked boys.—Money, 11 i.

Liberty.
Eve. Down with those who take the liberty to 4dmire any
liberty except our liberty ! That 7¢ liberty., Money, 1. i

Law.

Eve. As without law there would be no property, so to be
the law for property is the only proper property of 1AW
That s law !—~Money, 11. i.

Party Politics.

Eve. Did you ever play at battfedore #
Both {Stout and Glossmore]. DBattledore !
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Eve. Battledoro !—that is a contest between two parties :
both parties knock about something with singular skill—
something is kept up—high—Ilow—here—there—everywhere
—nowhere! How grave are the players! how anxious the
bystanders! how noisy the battledores! But when this
something falls to the ground, only fancy—it’s nothing but
cork and feather! Go, and play by yourselves—I'm no
hand at it '—Money, 11 1.

Honesty.

Eve. Sharp, come here—let me look at you! You are
my agent, my lawyer, my man of business. I believe you
honest ;—but what ¢s honesty —where does it exist?—in
what part of us?

Sharp. In the heart, I suppose, sir.

Eve. Mr. Sharp, it exists in the breeches-pocket! Ob-
serve: I lay this pieco of yellow earth on the table—I con-
template you both; the man there—the gold here! Now,
there is many a man in those streets honest as you are, who
moves, thinks, feels and reasons as well as we do; excellent
in form—imperishable in soul; who, if his pockets were
three days empty, would scll thought, reason, body and soul
too, for that little coin! Is that the fault of the man?—
no ! it is the fault of mankind ! God made man ; behold what
mankind Lave made a god! 'When I was poor, I hated the
world ; now I am rich, I despise it — Money, 11. ii.

Some Comfort.

Graves. It is an atrocious world —But astronomers say
#it there is a travelling comet which must set it on fire one
day,—and that’s some comfort \—Money, 11 ii.

A Sizar,

Eve. On the stfngth & that lie I was put to school—
eent to college, a sizar. Do you know what a sizar is? In
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pride he is a gentleman—tin knowledge he is a scholar—and
he crawls about, amidst gentlemen and scholars, with the
livery of a pauper on his back '—Money, 1L iii.

Bred a Hatter.

Re-enter GRAVES for his hat.

Graves. And 1 left my hat behind me! Just like my
luck ! If I had been bred a hatter, little boys would have
come into the world without heads.—2foney, 11. iii

Newspapers,

Graves, Ay—read the newspapers —they’ll tell you what
this world is made of. Daily calendars of roguery and woe !
Here, advertisements from quacks, money-lenders, cheap
warchouses, and spotted boys with two heads. So much
for dupes and impostors! Turn to the other column—
police reports, bankruptcics, swindling, forgery, and a bio-
graphical sketch of the snub-nosed man who murdered his
own three little cherubs at Pentonville. Do you fancy
these but exceptions to the general virtue and health of the
nation —Turn to the leading articles; and your hair will
stand on end at the horrible wickedness or melancholy
idiotism of that half the population who think differently
from yourself. In my day I have scen alrcady eighteen
crises, six annihilations of Agriculture and Commerce, four
overthrows of the Church, and three last, final, awful, and
irremediable destructions of the entire Constitution. And
that’s a newspaper —Money, 11. iv.

Provocation to Laughter,

Lady Frank. You have not seen the last IB.? It is
®xcellent. I think it might make you laugh. But by the
bye, I don’t think you can laugh.

Graves, Ma’am—I have not lahghed since the death of
my sainted Ma——
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Lady Frank. Ah! and that spfteful Sir Frederick says
you never laugh, because But you’ll be angry

Graves. Angry!—pooh! I despise Sir Frederick too
much to let anything he says have the smallest influence
over me ! He says I don’t laugh, because

Lady Frank. You have lost your front teeth !

Graves. Lost my front tceth! TUpon my word! Ha!
ha! ha! That’s too good—capital! Ha! ha! ha! [laugh-
tng from ear to eur).

Lady Frank. Ha! ha! ha!—Money, 11. vi.

Deadly Smooth,

Eve. He does not cheat, I suppose?

Sir John. Hist! No/—Dbut he always wins/! Eats up
a brace of fords and a score or two of guardsmen every
season, and runs through a man’s fortune like a course of
the Carlsbad waters.—Money, 11. Vvi.

A Little Management,

Sir John. Well, well, as you please. I know nothing
could be so painful to a young lady of pride and delicacy.
——James, if Mr. Serious, the clergyman, calls, say I'm
gone to the great meeting at Exeter Hall; if Lord Spruce
calls, say “you believe I'm gone to the rehearsal of Cinderella,
Oh! and if MacFinch should come—(MacFinch, who duns
me three times a veek)—say 1've hurried off to Garraway’s
to bid for the great Bulstrode estate. Just put the Duke of
Jofty’s card carelessly on the hall table. And I say, James,
I expect two gentlemen a little before dinner—Mr. S8quab
the Radical, and Mr. Qualm of the great Marylebone Con-
servative Associ;@n. Show Squab into the study, and be
‘sure to give hintthe ‘*Weekly True Sun,”—Qualm into
the back parlour, with the ¢ Times” and the * Morning
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Post.” One must have % little management in this world.
All humbug !~—all humbug, upon my soul \—Money, 111, ii.

Let us Part Friends,

Clara. Think so, if you will —but part friends.

Eve., Friecnds—and that is all! Look you, this is life!
The eyes that charmed away every sorrow—the hand whose
lightest touch thrilled to the very core—the presence that,
like moonhght shed its own hallowing beauty over the
meanest things; a little while—a ycar—a month—a day,
and we smilo that we could dream so idly. All—all—the
sweet enchantment, known but once, never to return again,
vanished from the world! And the one who forgets the
soonest—thoe one who robs your carth for ever of its sum-
mer—comes to you with a careless lip, and says-—-“ Let us
part friends ! ”—Money, 11, iii,

England.

Eve. [aside]. And yet Clara spoke of ambition, She
would regret me if I could be distinguished——[4loud.]
To be sure, after all, Graves, corrupt as mankind are, it is
our duty to try at least to make them a litile better. An
Englishman owes something to his country.

Graves. Ho does, indeed ! [counting on his fingers]. East
winds, Fogs, Rheumatism, Pulmonary Complqints, and
Taxes.— Money, 1IL iv.

Approach of the Honeymoon,

Graves. He's certainly crazy ! but I don't wonder at it!
‘What the approach of the dog-days is to the canine specm&k
the approach of the honeymoon is to the human race—
Money, 1L iv,

Keeping a Secrel.
Eve. Can you keep o secret ?
Smooth. My dear Alfred, I bave kept myself! I never
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inherited a farthing—I never spedt less than 4000 a-year
—and I never told a soul how I managed it.— Money, 11, v.

The Golden Numler,
Eve, [to Stout the Political Economist].  Oh Stout, Stout !
greatest happiness of the greatest number—greatest number,
number ono !— Money, 111, V1.

Man’s IWorth.
Sir John Vesey. After all, worth makes the man !
Smooth. And the more a man’s worth, John, the worthier
man he must be.—Money, v. 1.

The World's Reading of Vice and Virtue.

The Vices and the Virtues are written in a language the
world cannot construe; it reads them in a vile translation,
and the trasslators are—FaiLure and Suvccess !—2Money,
v. il

The Stout Gentleman.

Stout. Just heard of your return, Evelyn. Congratulate
you. The great motion of the session is fixed for Friday.
We count on your vote, I’regress with the times!

Gloss. Preserve the Constitution !

Stout. Your money will do wonders for the party !—
Advance !

Gloss. *The party respects men of your property !—=Stick
fast !

Eve. T have tho greatest respect, I assure you, for the
worthy and intelligent flies upon both sides the wheel;
hut whether we go too fast or too slow, does not, I fancy,
depend so much on the flies as on the Stout Gentleman who
sits inside and pay<, the post-boys. Now all my politics as
yet is to consider gat’s best for the Stout Gentleman !

Smooth. Meanitef Joh®Bull, Ce cher old John l—Money,

x‘v.
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XXIIL—NIGHT AND MORNING.

Vice and Crime.

There is universal unsoundness in social justice which
makes distinctions so marked and iniquitous between Vice
and Crime—viz,, between the corrupting habits and the
violent act—which scarce touches the former with the
lightest twig in the fasces—which lifts against the latter
the edge of the Lictor’s axe. Let a child stealsan apple in
sport, let a starveling steal a roll in despair, and Law con-
ducts them to the Prison, for evil commune to mellow them
for the gibbet. Dut let a man spend one apprenticeship
from youth to old age in vice—let him devote a fortune,
perhaps colossal, to the wholesale demoralisation of his
kind—and he may be surrounded with the adulation of the
so-called virtuous, and be served upon its knee, by that
Lackey—the Modern World.—Night and Morning, 9.

Golden Axioms.

Life is the great Schoolmaster, Experience the mighty
Volume, He who has made one stern sacrifice of self, has
acquired more than he will ever glean from the odds-and-
ends of popular philosophy. And the man, the leasi
scholastic, may be more robust in the power that ¢s know-
ledge, and approach nearer to the Arch-Seraphim, than
Bacon himself, if he cling fast to tjro simple maxims—* Be
honest in temptation, and in Adversity believe in Ged.”—
Night and Morning, 11.
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Money and Friends.

‘When Money makes itself wings, it flies away with our
friends,—NNight and Morning, 14.

But me no Buts.

113 But ”
T detest buts ; if I had to make a language, 4 would not
admit such a word in it.”—Night and Morning, 17.

Equality essential to Friendship.

The only friendships that are really with us in the hour
of need, are those which are cemented by equality of eircum-
stance. In the depth of home, in the hour of tribulation,
by the bed of death, the rich and the poor are seldom found
side by side.—Night and Morning, 24.

A Lumber Closet.

Have you ever, reader, when a boy, suddenly stumbled on
that El Dorado, called by the grown-up folks a lumber-
room? Lumber, indeed ! what Virts# double-locks in cabinets
is the real lumber to the boy! Lumber, reader! to thee it
was a freasury! Now this cupboard had been the lumber-
room in Caleb’ household. In an instant the-whole troop
had thrown themsclves on the motley contents. Stray joints
of clumsy fishing-rods; artificial baits; a pair of worn-out
top-boots, in Which"one of the urchins, Whooping and shout.
ing, buried himself up to the middle ; moth-eaten, stained and

»ugged, the collegian’s gown—relic of the dead man’s palmy
time ; & bag of carpenter’s tools, chiefly broken ; a cricket-
bat; an odd boxi -4bve; o fencing-foil, snapped in the
middlo ; and mor:? all some half-finished attempts at
rude toys o boat, & cart, a doll's house, in which the good-"
A&-tured Caleb had busied himself for the younger ones of
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that family in which he hid found the fatal ideal of his trite
life. Onme by one were these lugged forth from their dusty
slumber—profane hands struggling for the first right of
appropriation. And now, revealed against the wall, glared
upon the startled violators of the sanctuary, with glassy eyes
and horrent visage, a grim monster. They huddled back
one upon the other, pale and breathless, till the eldest,
seeing that ¢he creature moved not, took heart, approached
on tip-toe—twice receded, and twice again advanced, and
finally drew out, daubed, painted, and tricked forth in the
semblance of a griffin, a gigantic Kite.—Night and Morning,
20,

Death.

The funeral was over; the dead shovelled ayway. What
a strange thing it does seem, that that very form which
we prized so charily, for which we prayed the winds to be
gentle, which we lapped from the cold 'in our arms, from
whose footstep we would have removed a stone, should be
suddenly thrust out of sight—an abomination that the earth
must not look upon—a despicable loathsomeness, to be con.
cealed and to be forgotten ! And this same composition of
bone and muscle that was yesterday so strong—which men
respected, and women loved, and children clung to—to-day
so lamentably powerless, unable to defend or proteet those
who lay nearest to its heart; its riches wrested from it, its
wishes spat upon, its influence expiringewith its last sigh!
A breath from its lips making all that mighty difference be-
tween what it was and what it is !'—Night and Morning,
48. .
| " Help betler than Advice.

An ounce of help is better than® pound of preaching,—
Night and Morning, 65. '
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A Panegyric on Smoking.

A pipe!—it is a great soother!—a pleasant comforter!
Blue devils fly before its honest breath! It ripens the brain
—it opens the heart ; and the man who smokes, thinks like a
sage and acts like a Samaritan.—Night and Morning, 71.

August.

What heavenly twilights belong to that golden month !
—the air so lucidly serene, as the purple of the clouds fades
gradually away, and up soars, broad, round, intense, and
luminous, the full moon which belongs to the joyous season !
The fields then are grecner than in the heats of July and
June,—they have got back the luxury of a second spring.
And still, beside the paths of the travellers, lingered on the
hedges the clustering honeysuckle—the convolvulus glittered
in the tangles of the brake—the hardy heath-flower smiled
on the green waste.—Night and Morning, 148,

Taming a Bucephalus.

Passing by a livery-stable, Philip paused, from old associ-
ations, as he saw a groom in the mews attempting to manage
a young, hot horse, evidently unbroken. The master of the
stables, in a green short jacket and top-boots, with a long
whip in his hand, was standing by, with one or two men
who looked like horse-dealers.

“Come off, clumsy! you cant manage that- ’cre fine
hanimal,” cried the liveryman, “Ah! he’s a lamb, sir, if

.re were backed properly. But I has not a man in the yard
as can ride, since Will died. Come off, I say, lubber!”

Bubt to come off, wjthout being thrown off, was more
easily said than done. é’l‘ha horse was now plunging as if
Juno had sent her géd-Ry to him; and Philip, interested

.And excited, came nearer and mnearer, till he stood by the
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side of the horse dealers.! The other ostlers ran to thg help
of their comrade, who, at last, with white lips and shaking
knees, found himself on terra firma; while the horse, snorting
hard, and rubbing his head against the breast and arms of
the ostler who held him tightly by the rein, secmed to ask,
in his own way, “Are there any more of you?”

A suspicion that the horse was an old acquaintance crossed
Philip’s mind ; he went up to him, and a white spot over the
left eye confirmed his doubts. It had been a foal reserved
and reared for his own riding; one that, in his prosperous
days, had ate bread from his hand, and followed him round
the paddock like a dog ; one that he had mounted in sport,
without saddle, when his father’s back was turned ; a friend,
in short, of the happy lang syne ;—nay, the very friend to
whom he had hoasted his affection, when, gtanding with
Arthur Beaufort under the summer sky, the whole world
scemed to him full of friends. He put his hand on the
horse’s neck, and whispered, “ Soho! So Billy!” and the
horse turned sharp round with a quick joyous neigh.

“If you please, sir,” said Philip, appealing to the livery-
man, “I will undertake to ride this horse, and take him
over yon leaping-bar. Just let me try him.”

“There’s a fine spirited lad for you!” said the livery-
man, much pleased at the offer. ¢ Now, gentlemen, did I
not tell you that ’cre hanimal had no vice if he wa§ properly
managed ?”

The horse-dealers shook their heads,

“May I give him some bread first1” asked Philip; and
the ostler was despatched to the house.  Meanwhile thz
animsl evificed various signs of pleasure and recognition,
as Philip stroked and talked to him; and, finally, whén he
ate the bread from the young man’s hand, the whole yard
seemed in as much delight and sdrprise as if they hgd wit-
nessed one of Monsieur Van Amburgh’s exploits.
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And now, Philip, still caressing his horse, slowly and
.cautiously mounted ; the animal made one bound half
across the yard—a bound which sent all the horse-dealers
into a corner—and then went through his paccs, one after
the other, with as much ease and calm as if he had been
broke in at Mr, Fozard’s to carry a young lady. And when
he evowned all by going thrice over the leaping-har, and
Philip, dismounting, threw the reins to the pstler, and
turned friumphantly to the horse-dealer, that gentleman
slapped him on the back, and said emphatically,  Sir, you
are a man! and I am proud to seec you here.”—Night and
Morning, 150.

Foretastes of Love.

There is a certain age, before the love for the sex com-
mences, whef the feeling of friendship is almost a passion.
You see it constantly in girls and boys at school. It is the
first vague craving of the heart after the master food of
human life—Love. It has its jealousies, and humours, and
caprices, like love itself. Thilip was painfully acute to
Sidney’s affection, was jealous of every particle of it. Ho
dreaded lest his brother should cver be torn from him.

He would start from his sleep at night, and go to Sidney’s
bed to see that he was there. 1o left him in the morning
with forehodings—he returned in the dark with fear.— Night
and Morning, 155.

Representatives of Things.

Philip had not yet lived long enough to bo aware that
men are sometimes the Representatives of Things; that
what the scytale was to the Spartan hero, a sheriff’s writ
often is to a Waterloo “medallist ; that a Bow Street runner
will enter the foule-.a Gen where Murder sits with his

fgﬂows and pick out his prey with the beck of his fore-
na exs
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finger. That, in short, {he thing called Law, once made
tangible and present, rarely fails to palsy the fierce heart of
the thing called CriMe. For Law is the symbol of all man-
kind reared against One Foe-—the Man of Crime.—Night
and Morning, 228.

God’s Gifts to the Poor.

Time, Faith, and Energy—the thrce Friends God has
given to the Poor |—Night and Morning, 244.

The Detective in the Coiner’s Den.

“It scems to me a little strange,” said Mr. Gawtrey,
raising his voice so as to be heard by the party, ¢“that a
coiner so dexterous as Monsicur Giraumont, should not be
known to any of us except our friend Dirnie.”.

“Not at all,” replied Giraumont; “I worked only with
Bouchard and two others, since sent to the galloys. e
were but a small fraternity—everything has its commence-
ment.”

“ Qest juste : buvez done, cher ami!”

The wine circulated : Gawtrey began again,—

“You have had a had accident, seemingly, Monsicur
Jiraumont,—how did you lose your eye?”

““In a scuffle with the gews d’armes the night Bouchard
was taken and I escaped: such misfortunes art on the
cards.”

¢ Qest juste : buvez done, Monsieur Guwaumont !”

Again there was a pause, and again Gawtrey’s deep voice

was heard. .
“You wear a wig, I think, Monsieur Giraumont ?—to

judge by your eyelashes your own hair has been a hand-

somer colour.”
“We seek disgnise, not beauty,*my host ! and the police

have sharp eyes,”
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“ Qest juste, buvez donc—wieux fénard /—when did we
two meet last ?”

“ Never, that I know of !”

“ Ce n'est pas vrai | buvez done, MONSIEUR FAVART !”

At the sound of that name the company started in dismay
and confusion, and the police officer, forgetting himself for
the moment, sprang from his seat, and put his right hand
into his Jlouse. .

“Ho, there!—treason!” cricd Gawtrey, in a voice of
thunder ; and he caught the unhappy man by the throat.

1t was the work of a moment. Morion, where he sat,
Leheld a struggle—he heard a death-cry. He saw the
hiuge form of the master-coiner rising above all the rest,
as cutlasses gleamed and eyes sparkled round. e saw
the quiveriyg and powerless frame of the unhappy guest
raised aloft in those mighty arms, and presently it was
hurled along the table—bottles crashing—the board shaking
beneuth its weight—and lay before the very eyes of Morton,
a distorted and lifeless mass. At the same instant, Gawtrey
sprang upon the table, his black frown singling out from the
group the ashen, cadaverous face of the shrinking traitor.
Birnie had darted from the table,-~—he was half way towards
the sliding door—his face, turned over his shoulder, met the
eyes of the chief.

“Devit 1" shouted Gawtrey, in his terrible voice, which
the echoes of the vault gave back from side to side—* did
I not give thee up eny soul that thou mightest not compass
my death? Hark ye! thus dic my slavery and all our
secrets ! ”  The explosion of his pistol half swallowed up
the last word, and with a single groan the traitor fell on
the floor, pierced through the brain,—then there was a dead
and grim hush as the smoke rolled slowly along the roof of
the dreary vault.—Nigh#and Morning, 257.
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Gawtrrg/’s Death.

Gawtrey paused, itresolute and wavering, when at that
moment he heard steps on the stair below. He started —
as starts the boar caught in his lair—and listencd, pale and
breathless.

“Hush !—they are on us!—they come!” as he whis-
pered, the ey from without turned in the wards—the door
shook. ¢ Soft !—the bar preserves us both—this way.”
And the coiner crept to the door of the private stairs. He
unlocked and opened it cautiously. A man sprang through
the aperture—

“Yield l—yon are my prisoner!”

“Never!” cried Gawtrey, hurling back the intruder, and
clapping to the door though other and stout nwn were press-
ing against it with all their power.

“Ho! ho! Who shall open the tiger’s cage?”

At both doors mow were heard the sounds of voices.
“Qpen in the king’s name, or expect no mercy !”

“ Hist ! 7 said Gawtrey. ¢ One way yet—the window-—
the rope.”

Morton opened the casement-- Gawtrey uncoiled the rope.
The dawn was breaking ; it was light in the streets, but all
scemed quiet without. The doors recled and shook beneath
the pressure of the pursuers, Gawtrey flung the rope across
the street to the opposite parapet: after two or three efforts,
the grappling-hook caught firm hold—tlfe perilous path was
made.

¢ On !—quick !—loiter not!” whispered Gawtrey; ¢ you
are active—it seems more dangerous than it is—cling with
both hands—shut your eyes. When on the other side—you
see the window of DBirnie’s room,—enter it—descend the
stairs—let yourself out, and you afe safe.”

“ Qo first,” said Morton, in the same tone: “I Wul et
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leave you now: you will be longer getting across than I
shall. I will keep guard till you are over.”

“Hark ! hark !-—are you mad? You keep guard! what
is your strength to mine? Twenty men shall not move that
door, while my weight is against it. Quick, or you destroy
us both! DBesides, you will hold the rope for me, it may
not be strong enough for my bulk of itself. Stay !—stay
one moment. If you escape, and I fall—Fanny-*-my father,
he will take care of her,—you remember—thanks! Forgive
me all! Go; that's right !”

‘With a ﬁrm pulse, Morton threw himself on that dread—
ful bridge : it swung and crackled at his weight. Shifting
his grasp rapidly—holding his breath—with set teeth—with
closed eyes—he moved on—he gained the parapet—he stood
safe on the«ipposite side. And now, straining his eyes
across, he saw through the open casement into the chamber
he had just quitted. Gawtrey was still standing against the
door to the principal staircase, for that of the two was the
weaker and the more assailed. DPresently the explosion of
a firearm was heard; they had shot through the panel.
Gawtrey seemed wounded, for he staggered forward, and
uttered a fierce cry; a moment more, and he gained the
window--he seized the rope—he hung over the tremendous
depth ! Morton knelt by the parapet, holding the grappling-
hook in its place, with convulsive grasp, and fixing his eycs,
bloodshot with 'fear and suspense, on the huge bulk that
clung for life to that slender cord ! |

“Le voila! le voila!” cried a voice from the oppnnte
side. Morton raised his gaze from Gawtrey ; the casement
was darkened by the forms of the pursuers—they had burst
into the room—an officer sprung upon the parapet, and
Gawtrey, now aware of his danger, opened his eyes, and,
as he moved on, glared upon the foe. The policeman
de.iberately raised his pistol—Gawtrey arrested himself—
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from a wound in his side the blood trickled slowly and
darkly down, drop by drop, upon the stones below; even
‘the officers of law shuddered as they eyed him—his hair
bristling—his cheeck white—his lips drawn convulsively
from his teeth, and his eye glaring from hencath the frown
of agony and menace in which yet spoke the indomitable
power and fierceness of the man. His look, so fixed—so
intense—so stern, awed the policeman ; his hand trembled
as he fired, and the ball struck the parapet an inch below
the spot where Morton knelt.  An indistinet, wild, gurgling
sound—half-laugh, half-yell.—of scorn and glee, broke from
Gawtrey’s lips. o swung himself on—near—near—nearer
—a yard from the parapet.
“You are saved!” eried Morton; when at that moment
a volley burst from the fatal casement—the, smoke rolled
over both the fugitives—a groan, or rather howl, of rage,
and despair, and agony, appalled even the hardiest on whose
ear it came. Morton sprung to his feet and looked below.
He saw on the rugged stones, far down, a dark, formless,
motionless mass—the strong man of passion and levity—the
giant who had played with life and soul, as an infant with
the baubles that it prizes and breaks-—was what the Ceesar
and the leper alike are, when the clay is without God's
breath,—what glory, genius, power, and beauty, would be
for ever and for ever, if therec were no God |—Night and

Morning, 262.

Posthumous Praise.

Do ye not laugh, O ye all-listening Fiends! when men
praise those dead whose virtues they discovered not when
alive? It takes much marble to build the sepulchre—how
little of lath and plaster would have repaired the gprret?—
Night and Morning, 289.
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Prayer.

O beneficent Creator! thou who inspirest all the tribes of
carth with the desire fo pray, hast thou not, in that divinest
instinct, bestowed on us the happiest of thy gifts ¢—WNight
und Morning, 311.

The World I'ncarnate in Lord Lilburne.

He (Philip) felt, too, a dark and absorbing interest in
examining a man who was in himself the incarnation of
the World—the World of Art—the World as the Preacher
paints it—the hollow, sensual, sharp-witted, self-wrapped
WorLp—the World that is all for this life, and thinks of
no Future and no God.—Night and Morning, 355.

" Time the Old Gravedigger.

There is but one Wizard to disclose that secerct, as all
others,—the old Gravedigger, whose Churchyard is the
Larth,—whose trade is to find burial-places for Passions
that seemed immortal,—disinterring the ashes of some long-
crumbling Memory,—to hollow out the dark bed of some
new-perished lope ;—Ie who determines all things, and
prophesies none,—for his oracles are uncomprehended till
the doom is scaled :—He who in the bloom of the fairest
affection detects the hectic that consunes it, and while the
hymn rings at the altar, marks with his joyless eye the grave
for the bridal vow. Wherover is the sepulchre, there is thy
temple, O melancholy Tmue.— Night and Morning, 373.

Honesty— Alert not Sluggish.

Honesty has no business to be helpless and draggletailed ;
~—-ghe must be active and brisk, and make use of her wits;
or, though she keep clearof the prison, ’tis no very great
wonder'if she fall on the parish.—Night and Morning, 387.
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Wedded Love.

Oh! conceive the happiness to know some one person
dearer to you than your own self—some one breast into
which you can pour every thought, every grief, every joy!
One person, who, if all the rest of the world were to calum-
niate or forsake you, would never wrong you by a harsh
thought om an unjust word,—who would cling to you the
closer in sickness, in poverty, in care,—who would sacrifice
all things to you, and for whom you would sacrifice all—from
whom, except by death, night or day, you may be never
divided—whose smile is ever at your hearth—who has no
tears while you are well and happy, and your love the same.
Such is marriage, if they who marry have hearts and souls
to feel that there is no bond on carth so tender and so sub-
lime.—Night and Morning, 406.

Love.

Love makes us all poets for awhile, throwing its own
divine light over a heart perhaps really cold.—INight and

Morning, 475.

What Service can we render the Dead ?

Alas, THE DEAD ! what service can we render to them —
what availed it now, either to the dust below; or to ihe
immortality above, that the fools and knaves of this world
should mention the Cathcrine whose Jdife was gone, whose
cars were deaf with more or less respect? There is in
calumny that poison that, even when the character throws
off the slander, the heart remains diseased beneath the cffect.
They say that truth comes sooner or later; but it seldom
comes before the soul, passing from agony to contempt, has
grown callous to men’s judgments. Calumniate a human
being in youth—adulate that being in age ;j—what has hgen
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the interval 7 Will the adulation atone either for the torture,
or the hardness which the torture leaves at last? And if, as
in Catherine’s case (a case, how common /), the truth come
too late—if the tomb is closed—if the heart you have wrung
can be wrung no more—why the truth is as valueless as the
epitaph on a forgotten name.—Night and Morning, 480.

The Few who are the Eartl’s Benefaciors.

How much of aid and solace the Ilerd of Men derive
from the Ivcrlasting Genius of the Few ! —Night and
Morning, 490.

Plighted Troth.

There, by the Grave, were murmured those vows in which
all this world -knows of human happiness is treasured and
recorded—Iove that takes the sting from ygrief, and faith
that gives eternity to love.—Niyht and Morning, 498.

Huappiness not in Rest but Labour.

He who never knows pain knows but the half of pleasure,
The lot of whatever is most noble on the earth below falls
not amidst tho rosy Gardens of the Epicurean,” We may
envy the man who enjoys and rests; but the smile of
Heaven settles rather on the front of him who labours and
aspires.—2Night and Morning, 5o1.

The Last Love the Best,

And did Philip ever regret the circumstances that had
given him Fanny for the partner of his life? To some who
take their notions of the Ideal from the conventional rules
of romance, rather than from their own perceptions of what
ig true, this narrative would have been more pleasing had
Philip never loved but Fahny. But all that had led {o that
loyg had only served to render it more enduring and con-
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centrated. Mau’s strongest and worthiest affection is his
last—is the one that unites und embodies all his past dreams
of what is excellent,—the one from which Hope springs out
the brighter from former disappointments—the one in which
the MEMoRIES are the most tender and the most abundant—
the one which, replacing all others, nothing hereafter can

replace.— Night and Morning, 5o02.
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XXIII.—-ZANONL

The Violin.

As Shakespeare among poets, is the Cremona among in-
struments.—Zanoni, 24.

Pisani’s Barbiton.

He was more communicative to his barbilon, as the learned
Mersennus teaches us to call all the varieties of the great
viol family. Certainly barbiton sounds better than fiddle;
and barbiton let it be. e would talk to #kat by the hour
together—praise it—scold it—coax it, nay (for such is man,
even the most guileless), he had been known to swear at it;
but for that excess he was always penitentially remorseful.
And the barbiton had a tongue of his own, could take his
own part, and when 7Ze also scolded, had much the best of
it. He was a noble fcellow, this Violin! a Tyrolese, the
handiwork of the illustrious Steiner. There was something
mysterious in his great age. Ilow many hands, now dust,
had awakened his strings ere he became the Robin Good-
fellow and Familiar of Gaetano Pisani! His very case was
venerable ;—beautifully painted, it was said, by Caracci.
An English collector had offered more for the case than
Pisami had ever made by the violin. But Pisani, who
cared not if he had inhabited a cabin himself, was proud of
a palaga for the barbiton. His barbiton, it was his clder
child '—Zanoni, 25.
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The Life of the Stage.

Oh how gloriously that Life of the Stage—that fairy
World of Music and Song, dawned upon Viola! It was the
only world that scemed to correspond with her strange
childish thoughts. It appeared to her as if, cast hitherto on
a foreign shore, she was brought at last to see the forms and
hear the language of lLer native land. Deautiful and true
enthusiasm, rich with the promise of genius! Doy or man,
thou wilt never be a poet, if thou hast not felt the ideal, the
romance, the Calypso’s isle that opened to thee, when for
the first time the magic curtain was drawn aside, and let in
the World of Poetry on the World of Prose !—Zunoni, 27.

Haunting DMelodies.

It is noticeable, that to those who are much alive to the
eflects of musie, airs and tunes often come back, in the com-
monest pursuits of life, to vex, as it werc, and haunt them.
The music, once admitted to the soul, becomes also a sort
of spirit, and never dies. It wanders perturbedly through
the halls and galleries of the memory, and is often heard
again, distinet and living as when it first displaced the
wavelets of the air.—Zanoni, 28.

A Poet of Poets.

The Poct that surpasses all who ever, sung—is the Heart
of dreaming Youth '—Zanonz, 29.

Day-dreaming a Common Heritage.
Frequently there, too, beside the threshold over which the
vine-leaves clung, and facing that dark-blue, waveless sea,
Viola would sit in the autumn noon or summer twilight, and
build her castles in the air. Who doth not do the famg—
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not in youth alone, but with the dimmed hopes of age! It
is man’s prerogative to dream, the common royalty of peasant
and of king.—Zanons, 29.

Outlet of Pisani’s Anguish,

He said nothing—he never scolded in words, but he took
up the faithful barbiton. O, faithful barbiton, how hor-
ribly thou didst scold ! Tt screcched-—it gabbled*—it moaned
—it growled. And Viola’s eyes filled with tears, for she
understood that language. She stole to her mother, and
whispered in her ear; and when Pisani turned from hijs
employment, lo! both mother and daughter were weeping,
He looked at them with a wondering stare ; and then, as if
he felt he had been harsh, he flew again to his Familiar,
And now youthought you heard the lullaby which a fairy
might sing to some fretful changeling it had adopted and
sought to soothe. Liquid, low, silvery, streamed the tones
beneath the enchanted bow, The most stubborn grief
would have paused to hear; and withal, at times, out came
a wild, merry, ringing note, like a laugh, but not mortal
laughter, It was one of his most successful airs from lis
heloved opera—the Siren in the act of charming the waves”
and the winds to sleep. Heaven knows what next would
bhave come, but his arm was arrested, Viola had thrown
herself on his breast, and kissed him, with happy eyes that
smiled through her sunny hair.—Zanonz, 3o.

First Night of the Siren.

The evengiful hour is come. Viola has gone to the theatre
—her mother with her. The indignant musician remains
at home. Gionetta bursts into the room—My Lord Car.
dinal's carriage is at the door—the Padrone is sent for. He
muygh lay aside his violin—he must put on his broeads soat
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and his lace ruffles. Herv they are—quick, quick! And
quick rolls the gilded coach, and majestic sits the driver,
and statelily prance the steeds. Poor Pisani is lost in a
mist of uncomfortable amaze. He arrives at the theatre—
he descends at the great door—he turns round and round,
and looks about him and about—he misses something—
‘Where is the violin? Alas! his soul, his voice, his self of
self, is left hehind ! It is but an automaton that the lackeys
conduct up the stairs, through the tier, into the Cardinal’s
box, But then, what bursts upon hLim !~—Docs he dream?
The first act is over (they did not send for him till success
seen' xd no longer doubtful), the first act has decided all
He feels that, by the clectric sympathy which every one
heart has at once with a vast andience. Ile fecls it by the
breathless stillness of that multitude—he feels it even hy
the lifted finger of the Cavdinal. He sces his “Viola on the
stage, radiant in her robes and gems—he hears her voice
thrilling through the single heart of the thousands! Dut
the scenc-—the part—tihe music! It is his other child-—his
immortal child—the spirit-infant of his soul—his darling
of many years of patient obscurity and pining genius—his
masterpiece—his opera of the Siren !

This, then, was the mystery that had so galled him—
this the cause of the quarrel with the Cardinal—this the
secret 1ot to be proclaimed till the success was wom, and the
daughter had united her father’s trimmnph with her own !

And there she stands, as all souls boy before her—{fairer
than the very Siren he had culled from the deeps of melody.
Oh! long and sweet recompense of toil! Where is on
earth the rapture like that which is known to genius when
at last it bursts from its hidden cavern into light and fame!

He did not speak—he did not move—he stood transfixed,
breathless—the tears rolling down his cheeks: only from
tima to time his hands still wandered ahout—mecharically
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they sought for the faithful instrument—why was it not
there to share his triumph ?

At last the curtain fell ; but on such a storm—and dia-
pason of applause! TUprose the audience as one man—ag
with one voice that dear name was shouted. She came on
—-trembling, pale—and in the whole crowd saw but her
father’s face. The audience followed those moistened eyes
——they recognise with a thrill the daughter’s impulse and
her meaning. The good old Cardinal drew him gently
forward—Wild musician! thy daughter has given thee
back more than the life thou gavest!

“ My poor violin ! ” said he, wiping his eyes—they will
never hiss thee again now ! "—Zanoni, 32. '

 Winning its Way to the Light.

Observe yon tree in your neighbour’s garden. Look how
it grows up, crooked and distorted. Some wind scattered
the germ, from which it sprung, in the clefts of the rock ;
choked up and walled round by crags and buildings, by
nature and man, its life has been one struggle for the light ;
—light which makes to that life, the necessity and the
principle : you see how it has writhed and twisted—how,
meeting the barrier in one spot, it has laboured and worked,
stem and branches, towards the clear skics at last. What
has prescived it through each disfavour of birth and circum-
stances—why are its leaves as green and fair as those of the
vine behind you, which, with all its arms, can embrace the
open sunshine? My child, because of the very instinet that
impelled the struggle—because the labour for the light won
to the light at length. So with a gallant heart, through
every adverse accident of sorrow, and of fate, to turn to the
sun, to strive for the heaven ; this it is that gives know-
ledge o the strong, and happiness to the weak. Ere we
meet again, you will turn sad and heavy eyes to those quiet
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boughs, and when you hear the birds sing from them, and
see the sunshine come aslant from crag and housetop to be
the playfellow of their leaves, learn the lesson that Nature
teaches you, and strive through darkness to the light l—
Zanoni, 39.

Littleness of the Earth— Greatness of the Soul.

He who %elieves in other worlds can accustom himself to
look on this as the naturalist on the revolutions of an ant-
hill, or of a leaf. What is the Earth to Infinity—what its
duration to the Eternal! Obh, how much greater is the soul
of one man than the vicissitudes of the whole globe! Child
of heaven, and heir of immortality, how from some star
hereafter wilt thou look back on the ant-hill and its commo-
tions, from Clovis to Robespierre, from Noalrato the Final
Fire. The spirit that can contemplate, that lives only in
the intellect, can ascend to its star, even from the midst of
the Burial-ground called Yarth, and while the Sarcophagus
called Life immures in its clay the Everlasting '—Zanon,
45

Trifles have a Relative Value.
A farthing candle is more convenient for household pur-

poses than the stars.—Zanons, 60.

I hear a Voice you cannot hear.

There is a scnse of hearing that the vulgar know not.
And the voices of the dead Lreathe soft and frequent to
those who can unite the memory with the faith.—Zunont,63,

Opinions beyond Acts.
¢« The conduct of the individual,” said Zanoni, * can affect

but a small circle beyond himself; the permanent good or

evil that he works to others lies rather in the sentiméhts e
MY
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can diffuse. His sets are limited and momentary ; his senti-
ments may pervade the universe, and inspire generations
till the day of doom. All our virtues, all our laws, are
drawn from books and maxims, which are sentiments, not
from deeds. In conduct, Julian had the virtues of a Chris-
tian, and Constantine the vices of a Pagan. The sentiments
of Julian reconveried thousands to Paganism; those of
Constantine helped, under Heaven’s will, to how to Chris-
tianity the nations of the earth. . . . . Our opinions,
young Englishmen, are the angel part of us; our acts, the
earthly,”—Zanoni, 93.

Fuaith and Incredulity.

Of all the weaknesses which little men rail against, there
is none that tYicy are more apt to ridicule than the tendency
to believe. And of all the signs of a corrupt heart and
a feeble head, the tendency of incredulity is the surest. Real
philosophy seeks ruther to solve than to deny.—Zanoni, 96.

Art and Nature.

‘What Nature is to God, Art should be to Man—a sublime,
beneficent, genial, and warm creation.—Zanoni, 104.

Inequality an Universal Law.

A nation that aspires to equality is unfit for freedom
Throughout all creation, from the archangel to the worm
from Olympus to the pebble, from the radiant and completed
planet to the nebula that hardens through ages of mist
and slime into the habitable world, the first law of nature
is inequality.—Zanoni, 104. :

P . Men never can be Equals,
&Vhile the world lasts, the sun will gild the mountain
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top before it shines upon the plain. Diffuse all the know-
ledge ‘the earth contains equally over all mankind to-day,
and some men will be wiser than the rest to-morrow.—
Zanoni, 105,

A Nolle Name.

Perhaps the fairest immortality on earth is that of a
noble name.—Zanoni, 107.

Virtues of the Vegetable Kingdom.

Glyndon noticed that, in their rambles, Mejnour often
paused where the foliage was rifest, to gather some herb
or flower ; and tlis reminded him that he had seen Zanoni
similarly occupied. ¢ Can thesec humble children of nature,”
said he one day to Mejnour, “ things that blo8m and wither
in a day, be serviceable to the science of the higher secrets?
Ts there a pharmacy for the soul as well as the body, and
do the nurslings of the summer minister not only to human
health but spiritual immortality #”

“If,” answered Mejnour, “a stranger had visited a wan-
dering tribe before one property of herbalism was known to
them ; if he had told the savages that the herbs, which
every day they trampled under foot, were endowed with the
most potent virtues; that one would restore {o health a
brother on the verge of death ; that another would paralyse
into idiocy their wisest sage; that a third would strike
lifeless to the dust their most stalwart champion; that
tears and laughter, vigour and discase, madness and reason,
wakefulness and sleep, existence and dissolution, were
coiled up in those unregarded leaves,—would they not have
held him a sorcerer or a liar? To half the virtues of the
vegetable world mankind are yet in the darkness of the
savages I have supposed. There are faculties wshin us
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with which certain herbs have affinity, and over which they
have power. The moly of the ancients is not all a fable.”

—Zanont, 215.

Infinitude of Life in the Universe.

In the small as in the vast, God is equally profuse of life.
The traveller looks upon the tree, and fancies «its boughs
were formed for his shelter in the summer sun, or his fucl
in the winter frosts. Dut in each leaf of these boughs the
Creator has made a world it swarms with innumerable races.
Each drop of the water in yon moat is an orb more populous
than a kingdom is of men. Everywhere, then, in this
immense Design, Science brings new life to light. Life is
the one pervading principle, and even the thing that scems
to die and putrify, but engenders new life, and changes to
fresh forms of matter. Reasoning, then, by evident analogy
—if not a leaf, if not a drop of water, but is, no less than
yonder star, a habitable and breathing world—nay, if even
man himseclf is a world to other lives, and millions and
myriads dwell in the rivers of his blood, and inhabit
man’s frame as man inhabits carth, common sense (if
your schoolmen had it) would suffice to teach that the
circumfluent infinite which you call space—the bound-
Jess Impalpable which divides earth from the moon and
stars—is filled also with its correspondent and appropriate
life. Is it not a visible absurdity to suppose that Being
is crowded upon every lcaf, and yet absent from the im-
mensities of space? The law of the Great System forbids
the waste even of an atom; it knows no spot where some-
thing of life does not breathe. In the very charnel-house
is the nursery of production and animation. Is that true?
Well, then, can you conceive that space which is the Infinite
itseif ig alono a waste, is alone lifeless, is less useful to the
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one design of universal being than the dead carcass of a dog,
than the peopled leaf, than the swarming globule? The
microscope shows you the creatures on the leaf ; no mecha-
nical tube is yet invented to discover the nobler and more
gifted things that hover in the illimitablo air. Yet between
theso last and man is a mysterious and terrible affinity.
And hence, by tales and legends, not wholly false nor wholly
true, have arisen from time to time belief in apparitions and
spectres.—Zanont, 225.

Dancing among the Brigands.

Maéstro Péolo, tapping him familiarly on the shoulder,
exclaimed, in a hearty voice, ¢ Welcome, Excellency !—we
are rejoiced to see you amongst us.” Glyndon was about to
reply to 'this salutation, when his eyes rested upon the face
of a young girl, leaning on Paolo’s arm, of a beauty so
attractive, that his colour rose and his heart beat as he
encountered her gaze. Ier eyes sparkled with a roguish and
petulant mirth, her parted lips showed teeth like pearls,—
as if impatient at the pause of her companion from the revel
of the rest, her little foot beat the ground to a measure that
she half hummed, half chanted. I’4olo laughed as he saw
the effect the girl had produced upon the young foreigner.

“ Will you not dance, Excellency? Come, lay aside your
greatness, and be merry, like us poor devils. See how our
pretty Fillide is longing for a partner.® Take compassion on
her.”

Fillide pouted at this specch; and, disengaging her arm
from Piolo’s, turned away, but threw over her shoulder a
glance half inviting, half defying. Glyndon almost in-
voluntarily advanced to her, and addressed her.

Oh yes, he addresses her! She looks down, anigsmiles,
Piolo leaves them to themselves, sauntering off with & d®vil-
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me-carish air. Fillide speaks now, and looks up et the
scholar’s face with arch invitation. Ho shakes his head:
Fillide laughs, and her laugh is silvery. She points to a
gay mountaineer who is tripping up to her merrily. Why
does Glyndon feel jealous? Why, when she speaks again,
does he shake lLis head no more? He offors his hand ;
Fillide blushes, and takes it with a demure coquetry. What !
is it so, indeced! They whirl into the noisy cirtle of the
revellers. Ha! ha! is not this better than distilling herbs,
and breaking thy brains on Pythagorean numbers? How
lightly Fillide bounds along! How her lithesome waist gup-
plies itself to thy circling arm! Tara-ra-tara, ta-tara, rara-
ra!  What the devil is in the wmeasure, that it makes the
blood course like quicksilver through the veins? Was there
ever a pair of eyes like Fillide’s ? Nothing of the cold stars
there! Yet how they twinkle and laugh at thee! And
that rosy, pursed-up mouth, that will answer so sparingly to
thy flatteries, as if words were a waste of time, and kissos
were their proper language. Obh, pupil of Mejnour! oh,
would-be Rosicrusian—DPlatonist—Magian, I know not what !
I am ashamed of thee! What, in the names of Averrocs,
and Burri, and Agrippa, and Hermes, have become of thy
austere contemplations? Was it for this thou didst resign
Viola? I don’t think thou hast the smallest recollection of
the elixir of the cabala. Take care! What are you about,
sir? Why do you clasp that small hand locked within your
own? Why do you--Tara-rara tara-ra, tara-rara-ra, rarara
ta-ra ara! Keep your eyes off those slender ankles, and
that crimson hoddice. Tara-rara-ra! There they go again!
And now they rest under the broad trees. The revel has
whirled away from them.

Down goes the round sun; up comes the autumn moon.
Tara, taya, rarara, rarara, tarara-ra! Dancing again; is it a
lanie or some movement gayer, noisier, wilder still? How
they glance and gleam through the night-shadows—those
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flitting forms ! What confusion—what order! Ha, that is
the Tarantula dance; Maéstro Péolo foots it bravely | Dia-
volo, what fury ! the tarantula has stung them all. Dance,
or die; it is fury—the Corybantes—the Menads—the .
Ho, ho! more wine! the Sabbat of the Witches at Bene-
vento is a joke to this! Glyndon started, as he turned his
gazo from the fresh fair rosy face of the girl, and saw the
eyos drooping rheum—the yellow wrinkled skin—the totter-
ing frame of the old man.

“Ha, ha!” said the decrepid creature, hobbling mnear
to ;}im, and with a malicious laugh. “Yet I, too, was
young once! Give me a baioccho for a glass of aqua
vita !”

Tara, rara, ra-rara, tara, rara-ra! Thero dances Youth!
Wrap thy rags round thee, and totter off, Old Age !-—Zanoni,
232,

Love Equalises.
Love reduces all things to itself. Either must I be drawn
down 1o the nature of the beloved, or hers must be lifted to
my own.—Zanont, 253.

True Philosophy.

Is not the rorr, who studies nothing but the human
heart, a greater Philosopher than all? Xnowledge and
atheism are incompatible.  To know nature iz tp know that
there must be a God! But does it require this to examine
the method and architecture of creation? Mecthinks, when
I look upon a pure mind, however i.gnorant and childlike,
that I see the August and Immaterial One, more clearly than
in all the oibs of matter which carcer at His bidding through
the space.——Zanoni, 254.

Finite and Infinite Wisdom.
How all our wisdom shrinks into nought, compured with
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that which gives the meanest herb its virtues, and peoples the
smallest globule with its appropriate world.—Zanont, 254.

Angelic Qffice of Paternity.

“ Mejnour,” wrote Zanoni, *“awake from thine apathy—
rejoice ! A new soul will be born to the world. A new soul
that shall call me Father. Ab, if they for whom exist all
the occupations and resources of human life—if they can
thrill, with exquisite emotion, at the thought of hailing
again their own childhood in the faces of their children—if,
in that birth, they arc born once more into thé holy Innocence
which is the first stage of existence—if they can feel that on
man devolves almost an Angel’s duty, when he has a life to
guide from the cradle,—and a soul to nurture for the Heaven
—what to memnust be the rapture, to welcome an Inheritor
of all the gifts which double themselves in being shared !
ITow sweet the power to watch, and to guard—to instil the
knowledge, to avert the evil, and to guide back the river of
life in a richer, and broader, and deeper stream, to the para-
dise from which it flows.”—-Zanont, 257.

Dying is but being Born Anew.

The sun has sunk from our cyes, but to rise on those of
others. To disappear from this world, is to live in the world
afar.—Zanoni, 259.

An Emotionless Heart.
The physician looked to the clock ; on it beat—the Heart
of Time—regularly and slowly—Heart that never sympa-
thised with Life, and never flagged for Death.—Zanoni, 293.

Tears of Joy and of Sorrow.
'.[{‘hey placed the child in the father’s arms. As silently
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he bent over it, tears—tears how human !—fell from his
eyes like rain! And the little one smiled through the tears
that bathed its cheeks! Ah, with what happy tears we
welcome the stranger into our sorrowing world! With what
agonising tears we dismiss the stranger back to the angels!
Unselfish joy; but how selfish is the sorrow —Zanoni, 294.

A First Parting.

For the first time since their union Zanoni and Vlola were
separated—Zanoni went to Rome, on important business.
He went so suddenly that there was little time either for
surprise or sorrow, Dut first parting is always more melan-
choly than it need be ; it secems an interruption to the exist-
ence which Love shares with Love ; it makes the heart feel
what a void life will be, when the last parting, ‘shall succeed,
as succeed it must, the first.—Zanoni, 298,

Simple Materials of Immortality.

The magie, if it existed, dwelt in the artificer, and the
materials, to other hands, were but herbs and bronze. So
it is ever with thy works and wonders, O Genius—Seeker
of the Stars! Words themselves are the common property
of all men; yet, from words themselves, Thou, Architect of
Tmmortalities, pilest up temples that shall outlive the
Pyramids, and the very leaf of the Papyrus becomes a
Shinar, stately with towers, round which the Deluge of
Ages shall roar in vain !—Zanons, 307, .

Sanctity of Infunts.
Infants are the saints of carth, and their mediation may
be heard on high '—Zanonz, 310.
Love’s intuitive Wisdom.

‘What awful lcarning lies hid in the ignorance of the
heart that loves —Zanoni, 312. ,
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Description of Robespierre.

On the walls of this chamber hung many portraits, most
of them represented but one face; on the formal podestals
wero grouped many busts, most of them sculptured but one
head. In that swall chamber Egotism sat supreme, and
made the Aris its looking-glasses. Erect in a chair, before
a large table spread with letters, sat the original .of bust and
canvas, the owner of the apartment. IIe was alone, yot he
sat erect, formal, stiff procise, as if in his very home he was
not at ease. 1lis dress was in harmony with his posture and
his ¢chamber, it affected a neatness of its own—foreign both
to the sumptuous fashions of the deposed nobles, and the
filthy ruggedness of the sansculottes. Frizzled and coiffe,
not a hair wgs out of order, not a speck lodged on the sleck
surface of the blue coat, not a wrinkle crampled the snowy
vest, with its under relief of delicate pink. At the first
glance you might have secn in that face nothing but the ill-
favoured features of a sickly countenance. At a second
glanco you would lhave perceived that it had a power—a
character of its own. The forehead, though low and com-
pressed, was not without that appearance of thought and
intelligence which, it may be-observed, that breadth between
the eyebrows almost invariably gives ; the lips were firm and
tightly drawn together, yet ever and anon they trembled, and
writhed restlessly. The eyes, sullen and gloomy, were yet
piercing, and full ef a concentrated vigour, that did not
seem supported by the thin, feeble frame, or the green livid-
ness of the hues which told of anxiety and disease.

Such was Maximilien Robespierre; such the chamber
over the ménuisier's shop, whence issued the edicts that
launched armies on their career of glory, and ordained an
artificial conduit to carry off the blood that deluged -the
nﬁe’srgpohs of the most martial people in the globe! Such
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was the man who had resigned a judicial appointment (the
early object of his ambition), rather than violate his philan-
thropical principles, by subscribing to the death of a single
fellow-creature l—such was the virgin enemy to capital
punishments, and sucli, Butcher-Dictator now, was the man
whose pure and rigid manpers, whose incorruptible honesty,
whose hatred of the excesses that tempt to love and wine,
would—had he died five years carlier—have left him the
model for prudent fathers and carcful citizens to place before
their sons. Such was the man who scemed to have no vicee,
till circumstance, that hot-bed, brought forth the two which,
in ordinary times, lio ever the deepest and most latent in a
man’s heart—Cowardice and Envy. To one of these sources
is to be traced every murder that master-fiend committod.
His cowardice was of a peculiar and strange som; for it was
accompanicd with the most unscrupulous and determined
will—a will that Napoleon reverenced, a will of iron, and
yet nerves of aspen.  Mentally, he was a hero——physically a
dastard. When the veriest shadow of danger {hreatencd
his person, the frame cowered, but the will swept the danger
to the slaughter-house.  So there he sat, bolt upright—his
small, lean fingers clenched convulsively—his sullen eyes
straining into space, their whites yellowed with streaks of
corrupt blood, his ears literally moving to and {fro like the
ignobler animal’s, to catch every sound—a Dionysius in his
cave,—but his posture decorous and collected, and every
formal hair in its frizzled place.—Zanon#, 316.

"Angelic Deaths in the Reign of Terror.
dlow majestic and beautcous a thing is Death! Here
from my tower of time, looking over the darksome past,
and into the starry future, I learn how great Liearts feel
what sweetness and glory there is to die for the '-‘tggings
they love! I éaw a father sacrificing himself for his sor?;
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he was subjected to charges which a word of his could dispel
—he was mistaken for his boy. With what joy he seized
the error—confessed the noble crimes of valour and fidelity
which the son had indeed committed—and went to the
doom, exulting that his death saved the life he had given,
not in vain! I saw women, young, delicate, in the bloom
of their beauty ; they had vowed themselves to the cloister.
ITands smeared with the blood of saints opened the grate
that had shut them from the world, and bade them go forth,
forget their vows, forswear the Divine One these demons
would depose, find lovers and helpmates, and be free. And
some of these young hearts had loved, and even, though in
struggles, loved yet. Did they forswear the vow? Did
they abandon the faith? Did even love allure them?
Mejnour, with one voice they preferred to die! And
whence comes this courage? because such hearts live tn some
more abstract, and holier life than their own. But to live
Jor ever upon this earth, is to live in nothing diviner than
ourselves.  Yes, even amidst this gory butcherdom, God,
the Everliving, vindicates to man the sanctity of His
servant, Death '—Zanoni, 333.

Supreme Efficacy of Patience.

One great excellence of Religion—above all, the Religion
of the Cross—is, that it raises PATIENCE into a virtue. Take
away the doctrine of another life, of requital hereafter, of
the smile of a Father upon our sufferings and trials in our
ordeal here, and what becomes of Patience? But. without
patience, what is man?—and what a people? Without
patience, Axrt never can be high ; without patience, Libesty
never can be perfected. DBy wild throes, and impetuous,
aimless struggles, Intellect seems to soar from Penury, and a

natiqn to struggle into Freedom. And woe, thus unfortified
éﬁi&a]ass, and unenduring—woe to both |—Zanons, 345.
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Demons of the Revolution.

It is remarkable that most of the principal actors of the
Revolution were singularly hideous in appearance—from the
colossal ugliness of MiraBEAU and DANTON, or the villanous
ferocity in the countenances of Davip and SimoN, to the
filthy squalor of MARAT, the sinister and bilious meanness of
the Dictator’s features.—Zanoni, 354.

CourHON was wheeled into the room in a chair. This man
was also in what, to most, is the prime of life—viz.,, about
thirty-cight ; but he was literally dead in the lower limbs.
Crippled, paralytic, distorted, he was yet, as the time soon
came to tell him—a Hercules in Crime! DBut the sweetest
of human smiles dwelt upon his lips, a beauty almost
angelic characterised his features; an inexpressible aspect
of kindness, and the resignation of suffering but cheerful
benignity, stole into the hearts of those who for the first
time beheld him.  With the most caressing, silver, flute-
like voice, Citizen Couthon, bending down, fondled the
little spaniel that he invariably carried in his bosom, even
to the Convention, as a vent for the exuberant sensibilities
which overflowed his affectionate heart.—318. ,

CuauMertE had an aviary, to which he devoted his
harmless leisure ; the murderous ¥FourNIER carried, on his
shoulders, a pretty little squirrel, attached by a silver chain
Panis bestowed the superfluity of his affections upon two
gold pheasants; and MaraT, who woukl not abate one of
the three hundred thousand heads he demanded, reared
doves ]—318.

Hexrior, a fierce-looking man, buttoned up to the chin—
his sword rattling by his side, his spurs clinking at his heel
—descended the stairs; his cheeks swollen and purple with
intemperance, his eyes dead and savage as a vulture’s,.— <349

GueriN (The Spy).—There glided in, with the noisele
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ness of a shadow, & smiling, sober citizen, plainly but neatly
clad, with a downcast, humble eye, A milder, meeker face,
no pastoral poet could assign to Corydon or Thyrsis—why
did the crowd shrink and hold their breath? As the ferret
in a burrow crept that slight form amongst the larger and
rougher creatures that huddled and pressed back on each
other as he passed.—350.

Réxg Dumas, born of respectable parents, and well-
cducated, despite his ferocity, was not without a certain
refinement, which perhaps rendered him the more acceptablo
to the precise and formal Robespicrre. Dumas was a beau
in his way. His gala dress was a blood-red coat, with the
finest rufies.—385.

Fouquier-TiNviLre, the son of a provincial agriculturist,
and afterwauds a clerk at the BDurcau of the Police, was little
less base in his manners, and yet more, from a cerlain loath-
some buffoonery, revolting in his speech ; bull-headed, with
black, sleek hair, with a narrow and livid forehead, with
small eyos, that twinkled with a sinister malice; strongly
and coarsely built, he looked what he was, the aundacious
Bully of a lawless and relentless Bar,—385.

There was hold Lecointre, the declared enemy—there,
ereeping Barrére, who would reconcile all extremes, the hero
of the cowards; Barras, calm and colleeted—Collot d'¥er-
bois, breathing wrath and vengeance, and secing not that
the crimes of Robespicrre alona sheltered his own.—Zanons,

369.
The Sublimest Heritage of Humunity.

“ Wiser now,” said Adon-Ai to Zanoni, “in the moment
when thou comprchendest Death, than when thy unfettered
spirit learned the solemn mystery of Life ; the human affec-
tions that thralled and humbled thee awhile bring to thee, in
titesg’ last hours of thy mortality, 4he sublimest heritage of
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thy race—the eternity that commences from the grave.”—

Zunoni, 380.
The Atheist Nicot.

There, in his cell, the atheist, Nicot, sits stolid amidst the
darkness, and hugs the thought of Danton, that death is
nothingness. His, no spectacle of an appalled and perturbed
conscience ! Remorse is the echo of a lost virtue, and virtue
he nover knew. Had he to live again, he would live the
same. Dut more terrible than the death-bed of a helieving
and despairing sinner, that blank gloom of apathy---that
contemplation of the worm and the rat of the charnel-house
—that grim and loathsome ~yorHINGNESS which, for his eye,
falls like a pall over the universe of life. Still, staring into
space, gnawing his livid lip, he looks upon the darkness,
convinced that darkness is for ever and for cver -—Zanons,
394

Death of Rolespierre.

Cast thine cyes into the hall, where the tyrant and his
conclave hearkencd to the roar without !—Fulfilling the
prophecy of Dumas, Ilenriot, drunk with blood and alcohol,
reels within, and chucks his gory sabre on the floor, ¢ All
is lost !”

“Wretch ! thy cowardice hath destroyed us!” yelled the
fierce Coffinhal, as he hurled the coward from the window.

Calm as despair stands the stern St. Just; the palsied
Couthon crawls, grovelling, beneath the table; o shot—an
explosion! Robespierre would destroy himself! The trem-
bling hand has mangled, and failed to kill! The clock of
the Hotel de Ville strikes the third hour. Through the
battered door—along the gloomy passages, into the Death-
hall, burst the crowd. Mangled, livid, blood-stained, speech-
less, but not unconscious, sits haughty yet, in his seat rect,
the Master-Murderer! Around him they throng«-—thé?"hég‘t
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—they execrate | their faces gleaming it the tossing torches !
He, and not the starry Magian, the real Sorcerer! And
round Ais last hours gather the Fiends he raised ! :

They drag him forth! Open thy gates, inexorable prison!
The Conciergerie receives its prey! Never a word again on
earth spoke Maximilien Robespierre! Pour forth thy thou-
sands, and tens of thousands, emancipated Paris! To the
Place de la Révolution, rolls the tumbril of the King of
Terror,—St. Just, Dumas, Couthon,—his companions to the
grave! A woman—a childless woman, with hoary hair,
springs to his side—‘Thy death makes me drunk with
joy!” He opened his bloodshot eyes—¢ Descend to hell,
with the curses of wives and mothers!”

The headsmen wrench the rag from the shattered jaw!
a shriek, and. the crowd laugh, and the axe descends amidst
the shout of the countless thousands. And blackness rushes
on thy soul, Maximilien Robespierre |—Zanoni, 403.
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XXIV.—THE LAST OF THE BARONS.

The Norman Race.

The Patricians of the World.— Last of the Barons, 3o.

Unappreciated Genius.

Genius, in an age where it is not appreciated, is the
greatest curse the iron Fates can inflict on man.—Last of
the Burons, 58.

Adam Warner’s Eureka.

Adam Warner approached his Model—the model of a
mighty and stupendous invention—the fruit of no chimerical
and visionary science—a great Promethean rning, that, once
matured, would divide the Old World from the New, enter
into all operations of Labour, animate all the future affairs,
colour all the practical doctrines of active men. He paused
before it, and addressed it as if it heard and understood him
— My hair was dark, and my tread was firm, when, one
night, a THOUGNT passed into my soul—a thought to make
Matter the gigantic slave of Mind. ©Out of this thought,
thou, not yet born after five-and-twenty years of travail,
wert conceived. My coffers were then full, and my name
was honoured ; and the rich respected, and the poor loved,
me. Art thou a devil, that has tempted me to ruin, or a
god, that has lifted me above the carth? I am old before
my time, my hair is blanched, my frame is bowgd, gny
wealth is gone, my name is sullicd. And all, dumbd idol

' N
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of Tron, and the Klement, all for thee! I had a wife whom
I adored—she died—I forgot her loss in the hope of #hy
life. I have a child still—God and our Lady forgive me—
ghe is less dear to me than thou hast been. And now "—
the old man ceased abruptly, and folding his arms, looked
at the deaf iron sternly, as on a human foe. By his side
was a huge hammer, employed in the toils of his forge;
suddenly he seized and swung it aloft. One blow, and the’
labour of years was shatlered into pieces! One blow !—
But the heart failed him, and the hammer fell heavily to
the ground.

“Ay!” he muttered, ‘true-—true! if thou, who hast
destroyed all else, wert destroyed too, what were left me?
Is it a crime to murder Man?—a greater crime io murder
Thought, which is the life of all men.  Come—1I forgive thee?”

And all that day and all that night the Enthusiast laboured
in his chamber, and the next day the remembrance of the
hootings, the pelting, the mob, was gonec—clean gone from
his breast. The Model began to move—Ilife hovered over
its wheels; and the Martyr of Science had forgotten the
very world for which he, groaning and rejoicing, toiled !—
Last of the Barons, 83.

Earl Warwick.

The earl was in the lusty vigour of his age. His hair, of
the deepest black, was worn short, as if in disdain of the
effeminate fashions of the day, and fretted bare from the
temples, by the constant and carly friction of his helmet,
ga,vc' to a forehead mnaturally lofty yet moro majestic ap-
pearance of expanse and height. His complexion, though
dark and sunburnt, glowed with rich health. The beard
was closely shaven, and left in all its remarkable beauty the
contour of the oval face and strong jaw—strong as if clasped
in‘oon. The features were marked and aquiline, as was
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common to those of Norman blood. The form spare, but
of prodigious width and depth of chest, the more apparent
from the fashion of the short surcoat, which was thrown
back, and left in broad expanse a placard, not of holiday
velvet and satins, but of steel polished as a mirror, and
inlaid with goll. And now, as concluding his task, the
earl rose and motioned Marmaduke to a stool by his side,
his great stature, which, from the length of his limbs, was .
not so observable when he sat, actually startled his guest.
Tall as Marmaduke was himself, the carl towered above
him—with his high, majestic, smooth, unwrinkled forehead,
—like some Paladin of the rhyme of poct or romancer ; and,
perhaps, not only in this masculine advantage, but in the
rare and harmonious combination of colossal strength with
graceful lightness, a more splendid union of adl the outward
qualities we are inclined to give to the heroes of old, never
dazzled the eye, or impressed the fancy. DBub even this
effect of mere person was subordinate to that which this
emincnt nobleman created—upon his énferiors, at least—by
a manner so void of all arrogance, yet of all condescension,
so simple, open, cordial, and horolike, that Marmaduke
Nevile, peculiarly alive to external impressions, and sub-
dued and fascinated by the carl’s first word, and that word
was “ Welcome !” dropped on his knee, and kissing the
hand extended to him, said — ¢ Noble kinsmangin thy'
service, and for thy sake, let mo live and die !”—ZLast of
the Barons, 100.

Godlike Isolation of Youth.

There is, to the quick and mercurial spirits of the young,
something of marvellous and preternatural in that life within
life, which the strong passion of science and genius forms
and feeds—that passion so much stronger than love, ang so
muck more self-dependent—which asks no sympathyy leans
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on no kindred heart—which lives alone in its works and
fancies, likc a god amidst his creations,—ZLast of the
Barons, 124.

Richard II1,

Richard had the short face, the dark brown locks, and
the pale olive complexion of his father, whom he alone of
the royal brothers strikingly resembled. The cheeks, too,
were somewhat sunken, and already, though scarcely past
childhood, about his lips were seen the lines of thoughtful
manhood. But then those small features, delicately aquiline,
were so regular—that dark eye was so deep, so fathomless
in its bright musing intelligence—that quivering lip was at
once so beautifully formed and so expressive of intellectual
subtlety and hau"hty will—and that pale forehead was so
massive, high, and majestic, that when, at a later period, the
Scottish prelate commended Richard’s ¢ princely counte-
nance,” the compliment was not one to be disputed, much
less contemned.—Last of the Barons, 157.

The King-maker.

Already the mighty house of Nevile frowns sullen on the
throne it built. Another year, and who knows but the Earl
‘of Wargick—the beloved and the fearless . . . . at whose
lifted finger all England would bristle with armed men—may
ride by the side of Margaret through the gates of London?
—Last of the Barons, 183.

M isappli(,"d Genius.

Oh! frue Tartarus of Genius—when its energies are mis-
applied, when the labour but rolls the stone up the moun-
taip, hut pours waler upon water through the sieve \—Last
of the* Barons, 200.



THE LAST OF TIHIE BARONS. 197

Loyal to the core!

“How dost thou like the king? Speak out, youth;
there are no eavesdroppers here.” '

“He is a most gracious master, and a most winning
gentleman.”

“He is both,” said Montagu, with a touch of emotion,

that surprised Marmaduke, “and no man can come near
without loving him. And yet, Marmaduke (is that thy
name )—yet, whether it be weakness or falseness, no man
can be sure of his king’s favour from day to day! We
Neviles must hold fast to each other. Not a stick should
be lost if the faggot is to remain unbroken. What say
you?” and the earl’s keen eye turned sharply on the young
man.
“I say, my Lord, that the Earl of WarWick was to mo
patron, lord, and father, when I entered yon city a friendless
orphan ; and that, though I covet honours, and love pleasure,
and would be loth to lift finger or speak word against King
Edward, yet were that princely lord—the head of mine
house—an outcast and a beggar, by his side I would wander,
for his bread I would beg.”

“Young man,” exclaimed Montagu, *from this hour I
admit thee to my heart! Give me thy hand. Deggar and
outcast —No !—If the storm come, the meaner birds take
to shelter, the eagle remains solitary in heaven!™ So say-
ing, he relapsed into silence, and put spurs to his steed.—
Last of the Barons, 209. ‘

Warwick’s Destrier.

“ Behold the son of poor Malech, whom, forgetting all such
legends, I slew at Touton,” quoth the earl. *Ho, Saladin—
greet thy master!”

They stood now in the black steed’s stall—an aggplg and
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- high-vaulted space, for halter never insulted the fierce des-
trier’s mighty neck, which the God of Battles had clothed in
thunder. A marble cistern contained his limpid drink, and
in a gilded manger the finest wheaten bread was mingled
with the oats of Flanders. On entering, they found young
George, Montagu’s son, with two or three boys, playing
familiarly with the noble animal, who*had all the affectionate
docility inherited from an Arab origin. But at the sound
of Warwick’s voice, its ears rose, its mane dressed itself, and
with a short neigh it came to his feet, and kneeling down,
in slow and stately grace, licked its"master’s hand. So per-
fect and so matchless a steed never had knight bestrode !
Tts hide without onc white hair, and glossy as the sheencst
satin ; a lady’s tresses were scarcely finer than the hair of its
noble mane; the exceeding smallness of its head, its broad
frontal, the remarkablo and almost human intelligence of its
eye, seemed actually to clevate its conformation above that
of its species. Though the race had increased, generation
after generation, in size and strength, Prince Richard still
marvelled (when, obedient to a sign from Warwick, the
destrier rose, and leant its head, with a sort of melancholy
and quiet tenderness, upon the earl’s shoulder) that a horse,
less in height and bulk than the ordinary battle-steed, could
bear the vast weight of the giant earl in his ponderous mail
But his sprprise ccased when the earl pointed out to him the
immense strength of the stced’s ample loins, the sinewy
cleannegs, the iron muscle, of the stag-like legs, the bull-like
breadth of chest, and the swelling power of the shining neck
—Last of the Barons, 278.

Rolin’s Warning to the Great Earl,

“Though this time Warwick bids thee escape and live,”
said the earl, “if once more thou offend, know me only as the
kingfi fliinister. The debt between us is now cancelled.
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Yonder lies the path that conducts to the forest, Favewell.
Yet stay !—poverty may have led thee into treason.”

“Poverty,” interrupted Hilyard—* poverty, Lord War-
wick, leads men to sympathise with the poor, and therefore
I have done with riches,” He paused, and his breast heaved.
¢ Yet,” he added, sadly, *“now that I have seen the cowardice
and ingratitude of mengmy calling scems over, and my spirit
crushed.”

“Alas!” said Warwick, ‘ whether man be rich or poor,
ingratitude is the vice of men; and you, who have felt it
from the mob, menace me with it from a king. But each
must carve out his own way through this earth, without over
care for applause or blame ; and the tomb is the sole judge
of mortal memory ! ”

Robin looked hard in the carl’s face, which was dark and
gloomy, as he thus spoke, and approaching néafer, he said—
“TLord Warwick, I take from you liberty and life the more
willingly, because a voico I cannot mistake tells me, and hath
long told, that, sooncr or later, time will bind us to each
other. TUnlike other nobles, you have owed your power not
so much to lordship, land, and birth, and a king’s smile, as
to the love you have nobly won ; you alone, true knight
and princely Christian—you alone, in war, have spared the
humble—jyou alone, stalwart and resistless champion, have
directed your lance against your equals, and your order hath
gone forth to the fierco of heart—* Never smite the commons.’
In peace, you alone have stood up in your haughty parlia-
ment for just law or for gentle mercy® your castle hath had
a board for the hungry, and a shelter for the houseless ; your
pride, which hath bearded kings and humbled upstarts, hath
never had a taunt for the lowly ; and therefore I—son of the
people—in the people’s name, bless you living, and sigh to
ask whether a people’s gratitude will mourn you dead! Be-
ware Edward’s false smile—bewarc Clarence’s fickly fdjth—
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beware Gloucester’s inscrutable wile. Mark, the sun sets-—
and while we speak, yon dark cloud gathers over your
plumed head.”

He pointed to the heavens as he ceased, and a low roll of
gathering thunder seemed to answer his ominous warning.
Without tarrying for the earl’s answer, Hilyard shook the reins
of his steed, and disappeared in the winding of the lane
through which he took his way.—Last of the Barons, 344

A Despot’s Nature.

The mechanism of this strong man’s nature (¢.e., Edward
IV.) was that almost unknown to the modern time ; it be-
longed to those earlier days which furnish to Greece the
terrible legends Ovid has clothed in gloomy fire, which a
similar civilisation produced no less in the Middle Ages,
whether of Italy or the North—that period when crime took
a grandeur from its excess—when power was so great and
absolute, that its girth burst the ligaments of conscience—
when a despot was but the incarnation of will—when honour
was indeed a religion, but its faith was valour, and it wrote
its decalogue with the point of a fearless sword.—Last of the
Barons, 377.

Sleep of the Young.,

In the sleep of the young the traces of thought and care
vanish, the aching heart is lulled in the body’s rest, the hard
lines relax into flexile ease, a softer, warmer bloom steals
over the cheek, and, relieved from the stiff restraints of
dress, the rounded limbs repose in a more alluring grace!
Youth seems younger in its slumber, and beauty more
beautiful, and purity more pure.—Last of the Barons, 381.

Love Eternal.

Love knows no age—it foresees no grave! its happiness
and ¥s frust behold on the earth but one glory, melting into
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the hues of heaven, where they who love lastingly pass
calmly on to live for ever.—Last of the Barons, 402.

Warwick’s Oath of Vengeance.

% By the symbol from which thou turnest, woman!?” ex-
claimed the earl to the dame of Longueville, giving vent to
the fury which the presence of dcath had before suppressed
—%by Him, to whom, morning and night, I have knelt in
grateful blessing for the virtuous life of this beloved child,
I will have such revenge on the recrcant whom I kinged, as
shall live in the Rolls of England till the trump of the Judg-
ment Angel.”—Last of the Barons, 416.

The Tymbesteres.

In their home fierce fires glared amidst the tossing torch-
light ; the crowd, baffled by the strength of the door, scaled
the wall, broke through the lattice-work of the hall window,
and streaming through room after room, roared forth—
¢ Death to the wizard!” Amidst the sordid dresscs of the
men, the soiled and faded tinsel of the tymbesteres gleamed
and sparkled. It was a scene the she-fiends revelled in—deay
are outrage and malice, and the excitement of turbulent pas-
sions, and the savage voices of frantic men, and the thirst of
bleod to those everlasting furies of a mob—under whatever
name we know them, in whatever time they taint with their
presence—wonien in whom womanhood is blasted.—Last of
the Barons, 44o0.

Bille of the Universe.

The majestic splendour of the night, as it deepened in its
golemn calm—as the shadows of the windless trees fell
larger and sharper upon the silvery earth—as the skies grevyy
mellower and more luminous in the strengthening stwdight,
inspired them with the serenity of faith—for night; tg‘ue
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earnest soul, opens the bible of the universe, and on the
leaves of Heaven is written—* God is everywhere | "—Last
of the Barons,_ 444.

Waking Drcams.

Amidst the grief and solitude of the pure, there comes, at
times, a strange and rapt serenity—a sleep-awake—over
which tho instinet of life beyond the grave glides like a
noiseless dream ; and cver that heaven that the soul yearns
for is coloured by the fancies of the fond human heart,—
each fashioning the above from the desires unsatisfied below.,
—Last of the Barons, 444.

Philosophic Reveries.

His (Adam Warner’s) repast ended, the quiet of the place
(for the inn was silent and almost deserted) with the fumes
of the wine—a luxury he rarely tasted-—operated soothingly
upon his thoughts and fancy, and plunged him into those
reveries, so dear alike to poet and mathematician. To the
thinker, the most trifling external object ofton suggests ideas,
which, like Homer’s chain, extended, link after link, from
earth to heaven. The sunny motes, that in a glancing
column came through the latlice, called Warner from the
real day—the day of strife and blood, with thousands hard
by driving each other to the Ilades—and led his scheming
fancy into the ideal and abstract day—the theory of light
itself ; and the theoxv suggested mechanism, and mechanism
called up the mcmory of his oracle—old Roger Bacon ; and
that memory revived the great friar’s hints in the Opus
magnns—hints which outlined the grand invention of the
telescope: and so, as over some dismal precipice a bird
swings itself to and fro upon the airy bough, the schoolman’s
min- played with its quivering fancy, and folded its calm
w‘hg.!' avove the verge of terror.—Last of the Barons, 451.
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Home.

Man’s earthly paradise—a virtuous home.—Last of the
DBarons, 472. ,

A Serenade changed to an Epithalamium.

“Sweet mother,” said Anne: “thou forgivest me; but
my father—ah, he spcaks not !—Omne word! TFather, father,
not even his love could console me if I angered #hee /”

The earl, who had remained rooted to the spot, his eyes
shining thoughtfully under bis dark brows, and his hand
slightly raised, as if piercing into the future, and mapping
out its airy realm, turned quickly—

“I go to the heir of Lancaster; if this boy be bold and
truc—worthy of England and of thee—we wilk €hange the
sad ditty of that scrannel lute into such a storm of trumpets
as beseems the triumph of a conqueror, and the marriage of
a prince | "—Last of the Barous, 478.

Margaret of Anjou and the King-maker.

The earl bowed his head and turned; but, at the first
sign of his departure, there was a general movement among
the noble bystanders: impressed by the dignity of his bear-
ing, by the greatness of his power, and hy the unquestion-
able truth that in rejecting him, Margaret cast away the
heritage of her son,—the exiles, with a common impulse,
threw themselves at their queen’s fect, and exclaimed, almost
in the same words,—

“Grace! noble gueen —Grace for the great Lord -
wick |”

“ My sister,” whispered John of Calabria, “thou art thy
son’s ruin if the earl depart!”

¢ Pasgque Diew! Vex not my kinswoman—if she " areNer
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a convent to a throne, cross not the holy choice ! ” said the
wily Louis, with a mocking irony on his pinched lips.

The prince alone spoke not, but stood proudly on the
same spot, gazing on the earl, as he slowly moved to the
door.

“(QOh, Edward—Edward, my son!” exclaimed the un-
happy Margaret, ¢ if for thy sake—for thine—I must make
the past a blank—speak thou for me!”

“T have spoken,” said the prince, gently, ‘“‘and thou didst
chide me, noble mother; yet I spoke, methinks, as Henry
V. had done, if of a mighty enemy he had had the power to
make a noble friend.”

A short convulsive sob was heard from the throne chair;
and as suddenly as it burst, it ceased. Queen Margaret rose
—mnot a trace of that storiny emotion upon the grand and
marble beiﬁity of her face. Iler voice, unnaturally calm,
arrested the steps of the departing carl.

“ Lord Warwick, defend this boy—restore his rights—
release his sainted father—and for years of anguish and of
exile, Margaret "of Anjou forgives the champion of her
son!”

In an instant Prince Edward was again by the earl’s side
-—a moment more, and the carl’s proud knee bent in homage
to the queen—joyful tears were in the eyes of her friends
and kindred—a triumphant smile on the lips of Louis,—and
Margaret’s face, terrible in its stony and locked repose,
wad raised above, as if asking the All-Merciful, pardon—
for the pardon which the human sinner had bestowed !—
Last of the Barons, 490.

An Arch Appetiser.

» Hunger gives not such flavour to the viand, nor thirst such
sté:.‘-kle to the wine, as the presence of a beloved guest.—
t40f the Barons, §03.
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High Arguments.

Mounting from philosophy to religion, he indulged in his
large ideas upon life and nature : of the stars that now came
forth in heaven; of the laws that gave harmony to the
universe ; of the evidence of a God in the mechanism of
creation ; of the spark from central divinity, that, kindling
in a man’s soul, we call “genius;” of the eternal resurrec-
tion of the dead, which makes the very principle of being,
and types, in the leaf and in the atom, the immortality of
the great human race.—Last of the Buarons, 504.

Destiny.

It is destiny ! ”—phrase of the weak human heart! ¢ It
is destiny !” dark apology for every crror! The strong and
the virtuous admit no destiny !  On earth, guidos.Conscience
—in heaven watches God. And Destiny is but the phan-
tom we invoke to silence the one—to dethrone the other!
—Last of the Barons, 523. '

Henry V1. in the Tower of London.

" There was still the starling in its cage, and the fat,
asthmatic spanicl still wagged its {ail al the sound of its
master’s voice, or the rustle of his long gown. And still
from the ivory crucifix gleamed the sad and holy face of
God—rpresent alway—and who, by faith and patience,
linketh evermore grief to joy—but earth to heaven.— ZLast
of the Barons, 550.

Poctical Justice.

Out upon that vulgar craving of those who comprehend
neither the vast truths of life, nor the grandeur of idez\\
art, and who ask from poet or nerrator the poor and Wedty
morality of * Poetical Justice ”—a justice existing m#wt in
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our work-day=world—a justice existing not in the sombre
page of history—a justice existing not in the loftier concep-
tions of men whose genius has grappled with the enigmas
which art and poetry ounly can foreshadow and divine :—
unknown to us in the street and the market—unknown to
us on the scaffold of the patriot, or amidst the flames of
the martyr—unkuown to us in the Lear and the Hawlet—
in the Agamcmnon and the Promctheus. Millions upon
millions, ages upon ages, are entered but as items in the vast
account in which the recording angel sums up the unerring
justice of God to man.—ZLast of the Buarons, 605,

The Roar of a Multitude.

That deep-toned shout of enthusiasm, which he who has
once heard if, coming, as it were, from the one heart of an
armed multitude, will ever recall as the most kindling and
glorious sound which ever quickened the pulse and thrilled
the blood,—for along that part of the army now rode King
Edward.—Last of the Barons, 607.

Edward IV.s Ferocious War-Cry.

This is no war of dainty chivalry—it is a war of true men
against false. No quarter! Spare not cither knight or
hilding. Warwick, forsooth, will not smite the commons,
Truly not—the rabble are his friends. I say to you—m>"
and. Edward, pausing in the excitement and sanguinary fury
of his tiger naturc—the soldicrs, heated like himself to the
thirst of blood, saw his eyes sparkle, and his teeth gnash, as he
‘added in a decper and lower, but not less audible voice, ““ I say
to vanp sLAY ALL! ‘What heel spares the viper's hrood $”

“ We will—we will ! ” was the horrid answer, which came
Jissing and muttered forth from morion and cap of steel

~ “&fark ! to their bombards!” resumed Edward, ¢ The
ooy would fight from afar, for they excel us in their
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archers and gunners. Upon them, then—hané to hand, and
man to man! Advance banners—sound trumpets! Sir
Oliver, my basinet ! Soldiers, if my standard falls, look for
the plume upon your king's helmet !  Charge !”

- Then, with a shout wilder and louder than before, on
through the hail of the arrows—on through the glars of the
bombards—rather with a rush than in a march, advanced
Edward’s centre against the array of Somersct.—ZLast of the
Burons, 608.

Warwick at Barnet.

Lord Warwick’s coal-black steed halted, motionless in
the van. His squire behind bore his helmet, overshadowed
by the eagle of Monthermer, the outstretched wings of which
spread wide into sable plumes: and as the earl’s noble face
turned full and calm upon the bristling lines;“there arose
not the vulgar uproar that greeted the aspect of the young
Edward. By one of those strange sympathies which pass
through multitudes, and seize them with a common feeling,
the whole body of those adoring vassals became suddenly
aware of the change which a yecar had made in the face of
their chief and father. They saw the grey flakes in his
Jove-like curls—the furrows in that lofty brow-—the hollows
in that bronzed and manly visage, which had seemed to their
rude admiration to wear the stamp of the twofold Divimity
—Beneficence and Valour. A thrill of tenderness and awe
shot through the veins of cvery one—tears of devotion
rushed into many a hardy eye. No®—there was not the
ruthless captain addressing his hircling by Zaers : it was the
chief and father rallying gratitude, and love, and reverepee,
to the crisis of his stormy fate.—Zast of the Barons, 610, *

Gloucester’s Charge through the Battle.
Gloucester himself wondrously approved the trust tiat
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had consigned to his stripling arm the flower of the Yorkist
army. Through the mists, the blood-red manteline he wore
over his mail, the grinning teeth of the boar’s head which
crested his helmet, flashed and gleamed wherever his
presence was most needed to encourage the flagging or spur
on the fierce. And there seemed to both armies something
ghastly and preternatural in the savage strength of this
small, slight figure thus startlingly caparisoned, and which
was heard evermore uttering its sharp war-cry—¢ Gloucester,
to the onslaught ! Down with the rebels, down !”

Nor did this daring personage disdain, in the midst of his
fury, to increase the effect of valour by the art of a brain
that never ceased to schemc on the follies of mankind.
“Sec ! see!” he cricd, as he shot meteorlike from rank to
rank. “8ep—these are no natural vapours! Yonder the
mighty friar, who delayed the sails of Margaret, chants his
spells to the Powers that ride the gale. Fear not the bom-
bards —their enchanted balls swerve from the brave! The
dark legions of Air fight for us! For the hour is come
when the fiend shall rend his prey!” And ficndlike seemed
the form thus screeching forth its predictions from under
the grim head-gear; and then darting and disappearing
amidst the sca of pikes, cleaving its path of blood !—ZLast of

the Barons, 614.
Lord Warwick’s Battle-axe.

Never in all his wars, in all the former might of his in-
domitable arm, had Warwick so excelled the martial chivalry
of his age, as in that eventful and crowning hour. Thrice
alwaarralone, he penetrated into the very centre of Edward’s
body-guard, literally felling to the earth all before him.

#hen_perished by his battle-axe Lord Cromwell and the
reg#dbted Lord of Say—then, no longer sparing even the
old #&fection, Gloucester was hurled to the ground. The
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last time he penetrated even to Edward himself, smiting
down the king’s standard-bearer, unhorsing Hastings, who
threw himself on his path ; and Edward, sctting his teeth
in stern joy as he saw him, rose in his stirrups, and for a
moment the mace of the king, tho axe of the earl, met as
thunder encounters thunder; but then a hundred knights
.rushed into the rescue, and robbed the baffled avenger of his
prey.—Last of the Burons, 621,
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XXV.—THE NEW TIMON.
Sweet Uses of Adversity.

Who can divine what hidden music lies,
In the frail reed, till winds awake its sighs?
—New 1'vmon, 13.

Life’s Openino Leuf.
fe)

Youth, Nature’s holiday !
Fair tiiue, which dreams so gently steal away ;
‘When Life—Dark Volume, with its opening leaf
Of joy,—through fablo dupes us into grief—
Tells of a golden Arcady ;—and then
Read on,—comes truth ;—the Iron world of men!
—New Timon, 14.
Hope.

Low on the earth, while Night endures,—unguessed

Hopo folds the wing and slumbers on its nesf ;

Let but a sunbeam to the world be given—

And hark—it singeth at the gates of Heaven!
—New TWmon, 16.

Consumption.

Hers was a beauty that made sad the eye,

Lovely in fading, like a twilight sky ;

The shape so finely, delicately frail,

As formed for climes unruffled by a gale;

“The lustrous eye, through which looks forth the soul,

.Bright and more brightly as it nears the goal ;

LY
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The fevered counterfeit of healthful bloom,

The rose so living yet so near the tomb ;

The veil the Funeral Genius lends his bride,

‘When, fair as Love, he steals her to his side,

And leads her on till at the nuptial porel,

He murmurs, ¢ Know me now !” and lowers the torch.
-—New T'imon, 26.

Sir Rolert Peel.

Now, “on his humble but his faithful steed,”

Sir Robert rides—he never rides at speed.

Careful his seat, and circumspect his gaze ;

And still the cautious trot the cautious mind betrays.

‘Wise is thy heed —how stoutl soe’er his back,

Thy weight has oft proved fatal to thy hack ! *
—New fomon, 28,

O’ Connell.

But who, scarce less by every gazer eyed,

Walks yonder, swinging with a stalwart stride?

With that vast bulk of chest and limb assigned

So oft to men who subjugate their kind 3

So sturdy Cromwell pushed broud-shoulder'd on ;

So burly Luther breasted Babylon;

So brawny Cleon bawl'd his Agora down ;

And large-limbed Mahmoud clutched a Prophet’s erown !
—New D'imon, 3o0.

Lord Stanley.

One after ono the lords of time adVance,—

Here Stanley meets,—how Stauley scorns, the glance,

The brilliant chief, irregularly great,

Frank, haughty, rash,—the Rupert of Debate ;

Nor gout, nor toil, his freshness can destroy,

And Time still leaves all Eton in the boy ;

* Written years before the fatal accident which tersmnated
an illustrious life.
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First in the class, and keenest in the ring,

He saps like Gladstone, and he fights like Spring ;
Ev’n at the feast, his pluck pervades the board,
And dauntless game-cocks symbolise their lord.
Lo where atilt at friend—if barr'd from foe—
He scours the ground, and volunteers the blow,
And, tired with conquest over Dan and Snob,
Plants a slight bruiser on the nose of Bob;
Decorous Bob, tou friendly to reprove,

Suggests fresh fighting in the next remove,

And prompts his chum, in hope the vein to cool,
To the prim benches of the Upper School :

Yet who not listens, with delighted smile,
To the pure Saxon of that silver style
In the ¢iear style a heart as clear is seen,
Prompt to the rash—revolting from the mean.
—New Timon, 31.

Lord John Russell.

Next cool, and all unconscious of reproach,
Comes the calm “Johnny who upset the coach.”
How formed to lead, if not too proud to please,—
His fame would fire you, but his manners freeze,
Like or dislike, he does not care a jot;
He wants your vote, but your affection not;
Careful his seat, and circumspect his gaze;
And still the cautious trot the cautious mind betrays.
‘Wise is thy heed !—how stout soe’er his back,
Thy weight has oft proved fatal to thy hack !

—New Timon, 28,

The Duke of Wellington. *

‘Next, with loose rein and careless canter view
bhr\man of men, the Prince of Waterloo ;
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O’er the firm brow the hat as firmly pressd,
The firm shape Figid in the button’d vest;
Within—the iron which the fire has proved,
And the close Sparta of a mind unmoved !

Not his the wealth to some large natures lent,
Divinely lavish, even where misspent,
That liberal sunshine of exuberant soul,
Thought, sense, affection, warming up the whole;
The Leuat and affluence of a genial power,
Rank in the weed as vivid in the flower;
Husly’d at command his veriest passions halt,
Drill’d is cach virtue, disciplined each fault ;
‘Warm if his blood—he reasons while he glows,
Admits the pleasure—nc’er the folly knows;
If Vulcan for our Mars a snare had set,
He had won the Venus, but escaped the net;
His eye nc’er wrong, if circumscribed the sight,
‘Widen the prospect and it ne’er is right,
Scen through the telescope of habit still,
States scem a camp, and all the world—a drill !

—New Timon, 29.

Lord John again.

Yet human hearts need sun, as well as oats,

So cold a climate plays the deuce with votes.—

And while his docirines ripen day by day,

His frost-nipp’d party pines itself,away ;

From the starved wretch its own loved child we steal—
And ¢ Free Trade” chirrups on the lap of Peel |—

But see our statesman when the steam is on,

And languid Johnny glow to glorious John ! ,
When Hampden’s thought, by Falkland’s muses gress*y.
Lights the pale cheek, and swells the generous bri*st ;
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When the pent heat expands the quickening soul,—
And foremost in the race the wheels of genius roll !
—New Timon, 31.
London.
London, I take thee to a Poct’s heart !
For those who seck a Helicon thou art.
Let schoolboy Strephons bleat of flocks and fields,
Each street of thine a loftier Idyl yields ;
Fed by all life, and fann'd by every wind,
There burns the quenchless Poetry—Alankind !
—New Timon, 38.

St. James’s Strect.

There, through the dusk-red towers, amidst his ring

Of Vans and Mynheers, rode the Dutchman king ;

And there=—Did England’s Goneril thrill to hear

The shouts that triumph’d o’er her crownless Lear

There, where the gaslight streams on Crockford’s door,

Bluff Henry chuckled at the guests of More;

There, where you gaze upon the last H.B.,

Swift paused, and muttered, “ Shall I have that see?”
—New Timon, 10,

The Smile of Death.

That smile which greets the shadow-peopled shore,
‘Which says to Sorrow—* Thou canst wound no more ! ”
‘Which says to Love that would rejoin—¢ Await !”
‘Which says to Wrong that would redecm—*Too late ! ”
—New Timon, ¢8.
Daylreak.

Behold the sun !—how stately from the East,

Bright from God’s presence, comes the glorious Priest !
Dec’. 'd as beseems the Mighty One to whom

Huayon gives the charge to hallow and illume !



THE NEW TIMON. 215

How, as he comoes,—through the Great Temple, EarTH,

Peels the rich Jubilee of grateful mirth !

The infant flowers their odour-censers swinging,

Through aislod glades Air's Anthem-Chorus ringing ;

While, like some soul lifted aloft by love,

High and alone the sky-lark halts above,

High, o’er the sparkling dews, the glittering corn,

Hymns his frank happiness and hails the morn !
—New Timon, 1712,

Childlike Faith.

To reason less is to imagine moro ;
They most aspire who meekly most adore !
—New Timon, 120,
Christianity.
There, in the soft and heautiful Belief, ..
Flows the true Lethe for the lips of Grief ;
There, Penury, ITunger, Misery, cast their eyes,
How soon the bright Republic of the Skies !
—New Timon, 122,
Prayer.
One prayer! What mercy taught as prayer I—as dews
On drooping herbs—as sleep tired life renews,
As dreams that lead, and lap our griefs in Heaven,
To Souls through Prayer, dew, sleep, and dreamn, are given !
—New Timon, 128.

Self-Sacrifice.
In good or ill leave casuists on the shelf,
“ He never crrs who sacrifices self | ”
—New Timon, 129.
Unselfishness.

One noble fault that springs from sgELF’s dlsdau\
May oft more grace in Angel eyes obtain,
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Than a whole life, without a seeming flaw,
Which served but Heaven, because of Earth in awe,
Which in each act has loss or profit weigh’d,
And kept with Virtue the accounts of Trade !
—New Temon, 129,

Remorse.

His eye no more looks onward ; but its gaze

Rests where Remorse a life misspent surveys ;

What costly treasures strow that waste behind ;

What whirlwinds daunt the soul that sows the wind !

By the dark shape of what he s, serenc

Stands the bright ghost of what he might have been :

Here the vast loss, and there the worthless gain—

Vice scorn’d, yet woo'd, and Virtue loved in vain !
—New Timon, 130.
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XXVL—LUCRETIA.
A Baronet of the Last Century.

Upon the terrace, and under cover of a temporary awning,
sat the owner, Sir Miles St. John, of Laughton, a comely
old man, dressed with faithful precision to the costume
which he had been taught to consider appropriate to his
rank of gentleman, and which was not yet wholly obsolete
and eccentric. IIis hair, still thick and Juxuriant, was care-
fully powdered, and collected into a club behind. His
nether man attired in grey breeches and pearl-coloured silk
stockings ; his vest of silk, opening wide at the breast, and
showing a profusion of frill, slightly sprinkled with the pul-
vilio of his favourite Martinique ; his three-cornered hat,
placed on a stool at his side, with a gold-hcaded crutch-cane,
—hat made rather to be carried in the hand than worn on
the head, the diamond in his shirt-breast, the diamond on
his finger, the rufiles at his wrist,—all bespoke the gallant,
who had chatted with Lord Chesterfield, and supped with
Mrs. Clive. On atable before him were placed two or three
decanters of wine, the fruits of the scason, an enamelled
enuff-box, in which was set the portrait of a female—per-
haps the Chloe or Philis of his early love-dittics ; a lighted
taper, a small china jar containing tobacco, and three or four
pipes of homely clay—for cherrysticks and mecrﬁhaums
were not then in fashion, and Sir Miles St. John, (nce a
gay and sparkling beau, now a popular country gepiteman,
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great' at county meetings and sheep-shearing festivals, had
taken o smoking, as in harmony with his bucolic transfor-
-mation ; an old setter lay dozing at his fect ; a small spaniel
—old, too—was sauntering lazily in the immediate neigh-
bourhood, looking gravely out for such stray bits of biscuit
as had heen thrown forth to provoke him to exercise, and
which hitherto had escaped his attention.—ZLucretia, 17.

A Buck of the Last Century.

Half reclined on the balustrade lolled a man in the prime
of life with an air of unmistakable and sovereign elegance
and distinction : a guest from London—a man of clubs, of
noon loungings through Bond Street and nights spent with
the Prince of Wales. There was a kind of Bacchanalian
fury in the life led by those leaders of fashion, among whom
Mz, Vernon was not the least distinguished ; it was a day
of deep drinking, of high play, of jovial reckless dissipation
—of strong appetite for fun and rict—of four-in-hand coach-
manship—of prize-fighting—of a strange sort of barbarous
manliness, that strained every nerve of the constitution ; a
race of life, in which three-fourths of the competitors died
half-way in the hippodrome. What is now the Dandy was
then the Buck; and somfething of the Buck, though sub-
dued by a chaster taste than fell to the ordinary members
of his class, was apparent in Mr. Vernon’s costume as well
as air. Intricate folds of muslin, arranged in prodigious
bows and ends, formefl the cravat, which Brummell had not
yet arisen to reform; his hat, of a very pectiliar shape,
low at the crown and broad at the brim, wjas worn with
arl air of devil-me-care defiance ; his watch-chain, garnished
with a profusion of rings and seals, hung low from his white
~waistgfht ; and the adaptation of his nankeen inexpressibles
to hig well-shoped limbs was a masterpiece of art, His
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whole dress and air was not what conld properly ba callec
foppish—it was rather what at that time was called * rakish.’
Few could so closely approach vulgarity without being vul
gar: of that privileged few, Mr, Vernon was one of the elect
— Lucretia, 18,

A Halcyon Glimpse of Midsummer.

He (Mainwaring) saw, as he neared the water, the fis}
sporting in the pellucid tide: the dragon-fly darted anc
hovered in the air; the tedded grass beneath his feet, gavi
forth the fragrance of crushed thyme and clover; the swar
paused, as if slumbering on the wave; the hnnet and fincl
sang still from the neighbouring copses ; and the heavy bee
were winging their way home with a drowsy murmur; al
around were images of that unspeakable peace which Natur
whispers to those attuned to her music; all fitted to Iul
but not to deject the spirit; images dear 1o the holiday o
the world-worn man, to the contemplation of serene anc
retired age ; to the boyhood of pocts ; to the youth of lovers
—Lucretiu, 31.

An Incipicnt Murderess.

Lucretia Clavering was tall—tall beyond what is admittec
to bo tall in woman ; but in her height there was nothin
either awkward or masculine—a figure more perfect neve
served for model to a sculptor. The dress at that day, un
becoming as we now deem it, was not to her—at least, o1
the whole—disadvantageous. The short waist gave greate:
sweep to her majestic length of limb, while the classic thin
ness of the drepery betrayed the exact proportion and the
exquisite contour. The arms then were worn bare almos:
to the shoulder. And Lucretia’s arms were not more fau’
less in shape than dazzling in their snowy colour—the s'ately
neck, the falling shoulders, the firm, slight, yet roungsd bus
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—all would have charmed equally the artist and the sensu-
alist. Fortunately, the sole defect of her form was not
apparent at a distance : that defect was in the hand ; it had
not the usual faults of female youthfulness—the superfluity
of flesh, the too rosy healthfulness of colour; on the contrary,
it was small and thin, but it was, nevertheless, more the
hand of a man thana woman ; the shape had a man’s nervous
distinctness, the veins swelled like sinews, the joints of the
fingers were marked and prominent. In that hand, it almost
scemed as if the iron force of the character betrayed itself.
But, as we have said, this slight defect which few, if scen,
would hypercritically notice, could not of course he percep-
tible as she moved slowly up the room ; and Vernon’s eye,
glancing over the noble figure, rested upon the face. Was
it handsome +—was it repelling? Strange that in feature it
had pretensions to the highest order of beauty, and yet, even
that experienced connoisseur in female charms was almost
puzzled what sentence to pronounce. The hair, as was the
fashion of the day, clustered in profuse curls over the fore-
head, but could not conceal a slight line, or wrinkle be-
tween the brows; and this line rare in women at any age,
rare even in men at hers, gave an expression at once of
thought and sternness to the whole face. The cycbrows
themsclves were straight, and not strongly marked,—a
shade or two perhaps too light, a fault still more apparent
in the lashes; the eyes were large, full, and though bright,
astonishingly calm and deep, at least in ordinary moments ;
yet withal they wanted the charm of that steadfast and open
look, which goes at once to the heart, and invites its trust;
their expression was rather vague and abafracted. She
us‘{zally looked aslant while she spoke, and this, which with
sopae appears but shyness, in one so self-collected had an air
of fals€hood. Dut when, at times, if earnest, and bent rather
on exagining those she addressed than guarding herself
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from penectration, she fixed those eyes upon you with sudden
and direct scrutiny, the gaze impressed you powerfully, and
haunted you with a strange spell. The eye itself was of a
peculiar and displeasing colour—mnot blue, nor grey, nor
black, nor hazel, but rather of that cat-like green, which
“is drowsy in the light, and vivil in the shade. . ...
The teeth were dazzlingly white, but sharp and thin,and the
eyc-teeth were much longer than the rest. The complexion
was pale, but without much delicacy ; the paleness seemed
not natural to it, but rather that hue which study and late
vigils give to men; so that she wanted the freshness and
bloom of youth, and looked older than she was—an effect
confirmed by an absence of roundness in the cheek, not
noticeable in the profile, but rendering the front face
somewhat harsh as well as sharp. In a word, the face and
the figure were not in harmony ; the figure prevented you
from pronouncing her to be masculine—the face took from
the figure the charm of feminacy. It was the head of the
young Augustus upon the form of Agrippina.— Lucretia,
59- -
Moonbeam and Starbeam.

The company were gone. The lights were out,—all, save
the lights of heaven, and they came bright and still through
the casements: moonbeam and starbeam, they seemed now
to have-the old house to themselves. In came the rays,
brighter, and longer, and bolder—like fairies that march,
rank upon rank, into their kingdom of solitude. Down the
oak stairs, from the casements, blazoned with heraldry,
moved the rays, creepingly, fearfully. On the armour in the
hall clustered the rays boldly and brightly, till the stBel
shone out like a mirror. In the library, long and low, they
just entered, stopped short—it was no place for thdr play. ,
In the drawing-room, now deserted, they were more curious
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and advehturous. -Through the lirge window, =till open,
they came in freely and archly, as if to spy what had caused
such disorder,—the stiff chairs out of place,—the smooth
floor despoiled of its carpet,—that flower dropped on the
ground,—that scarf forgotten on the table—the rays lingered
upon them all. Up and down through the house, from the
base to the roof, roved the children of the air, and found
but two spirits awake amidst the slumber of the rest.
—Lucretia, 68,

Houschold Treason.

Heaven support thee, old man! thou hast to pass through
the bitterest trial which honour and affection can undergo;
—household treason ! When the wife lifts high the blush-
less front, and brazens out her guilt ; when the child, with
loud voice, throws off all control, and makes boast of dis-
obedience, man revolts at the audacity; his spirit arms
ageinst his wrong ; its face, at least, is bare; the blow, if
sacrilegious, isgdirect. But, when mild words and soft kisses
conceal the worst foe Fate can arm—when amidst the con-
fidence of the heart starts up the form of Perfidy—when out
from the reptile swells the fiend in its terror-—when the
breast on which man leaned for comfort, has taken counsel
to deceive him—iwhen he learns, that day after day, the life
entwined with his owii has been a lie and a stawe-mnne, he
feels not the softness of grief, nor the absorption of rage ; it
is mightier than grief, and more withering than rage; it is
a horror that appals. The heart does not bleed ; the tears
do not flow, as in woes to which humanity is commonly
subjected ; it is a8 if something that violates tho coursé of
nature had taken place; something monstrous and out of
all th&ight end fore-warning ; for the domestic traitor is a
_ beingiapart from the orbit of criminals; the felon hag no



"LUCRETIA. 223

fear of his inftocent children; with a pricé on his head,
he lays it in safety on the bosom of his wife. In his home,
the ablest man, the most subtle and suspecting, can bhe as
much a dupe as the simplest. Were it not so as the fule,
and the exceptions most rare, this world were the riot of a
hell !

And therefore it is that to the houschold perfidy, in all
lands, in all ages, God’s curse seems to cleave, and to God’s
curse man abandons it : he does not honour it by hate, still
less will he lighten and share the guilt by descending to
revenge. IHo turns aside with a sickness and lodthing, and
leaves Nature to purify from the carth the ghastly pheno-
menon she abhors.—Lucretia, 103.

A Dog’s Fidelity. .

At that moment, old Ponto, the setter, shook himself,
looked up, and laid his head in his master’s lap ; and Dash,
jealous, rose also, and sprang, not actively, for Dash was old,
too, upon his knees, and licked the numbed drooping hands.
Now, people praise the fidelity of dogs till the theme is worn
out, but nobody knows what a dog is, unless he has béen
deceived by men ; then, that honest face ; then, that sincere
caross ; then, that coaxing whine that never lied!  'Well,
then—what then? A dog is longlived if he live to ten
years—small career this to truth and friendship \—Zucretia,

104.
o
Be Just Lefore you are Generons.

A needy man can never be generous without being unjust,
How give, if you are i debt +—Zucretia, 111.

New Ldid every Morning.
We are in the garden of the vicarage; the children are
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playing at hide-and-seek amongst the espaliers, which screen
the winding gravel-walks from the esculepts more dear to
Ceres than to Flora. The Vicar is seated in his little par-
lour, from which a glazed door admits into the garden. The
door is now open, and the good man has paused from his
work (he had just discovered a new emendation in the first
chorus of the Medea), to look out at the rosy faces that
gleam to and fro across the scene. Ilis wife, with a basket
in her hand, is standing without the door, but a little aside,
not to obstruct the view.

“It does one’s heart good to sce them !” said the Vicar;
“little dears!”

“Yes, they ought to be dear at this time of the year,”
observed Mrs. Fielden, who was absorbed in the contents of
the basket.

“And so fresh!”

“ Fresh, indecd ;—how different from London! In Lon-
don they were not fit to be seen; as old as—I am sure I
can’t guess how old they were. Dut you see lere they are
new laid every morning!”

“My dear!” said Mr. Fielden, opening his eyes— new
laid every morning !”

“Two dozen and four.”

“Two dozen and four '—What on earth are you talking
about, Mrs. Fielden?”

“Why, the eggs, to be sure, my love !”

“Qh!” said the Vicar, “two dozen and four!—you
alarmed me a little ; “tis of no consequence—only my foolish
mistake.”—ZLucretia, 1506.

2 A Bloody Besom.

The schemer has baffled the schemer! Turn now to the
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right, pass by that narrow corridor, you are in the marriage-
chamber—the windows are closed. Tall tapers burn at the
foot of the bed. Now go back to that narrow corridor;
disregarded, thrown aside, are a cloth and a besom ; the
. cloth is wet still ; but here, and there, the red stains are
dry, and clotted as with bloody glue; and tho hairs of the
besom start up, torn and ragged, as if the bristles had a sense
of some horror—as if things inanimate still partook of men’s
dread at men’s deeds.  1f you passed through the corridor,
and saw in the shadow of the wall that homeliest of instru-
ments cast away and forgotten, you would smile at the
slaiternly housework, DBut if you knew that a corpse had
been borne down those stairs to the left—borne along those
floors to that marriage-bed, with the blood oozing, and gush-
ing, and plashing below, as the bearcrs passed with their
burden, then, straight that dead thing would take the awe
of the dead being; it told its own tale of violence and
murder ; it had dabbled in the gore of the violated clay ; it
had become an evidence of the crime. No wonder that its
hair bristled up, sharp and ragged, in the shadow of tho

wall I—Lucretia, 193.

All the Earth a Sepulchre.

The first part of the tragedy cnds. Let fall the curtain,
‘When next it rises, years will have passed away, graves
uncounted will have wrought fresh Rollows in our merry
sepulchre—sweet earth ! Take a sand from the shore, take
a drop from the ocean, less than sand-grain and drop in
man’s planet one Death and one Crime! On the map, trace
all oceans, and search out cvery shore,—more than seas,
more than lands, in God’s balance shall weigh one "Death

and one Crime !—ZLucretia, 194.
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The Wings of Genius.

The two wings of that spirit which we call Genius are
reverie and sympathy.—ZLueretia, 201.

A Dog’s Greeting.

Meanwhile, Beau had very leisurely approached the
bilious-looking terrier ; and after walking three times round
him, with a stare and a small snifl of superb impertinence,
halted with great composure, and Iifting his hind leg—O
Beau, Beau, Beau ! your historian blushes for your breeding,
and, like Sterne’s recording angel, drops a tear uvos the
stain which washes it from the register—but not, alas!
from the back of the bilious terrier! The space around was
wide, Beau. You had all the world to choose ; why select
so specially for insult the single spot on which reposed the
worn-out aud unoffending? O, dainty Deau!—O, dainty
world! Own the truth, both of ye. There is something
irresistibly provocative of insult in the back of a shabby-
looking dog!

The poor terrier, used to aflronts, raised its heavy eye-
lids, and shot the gleamn of just indignation from its dark
eyes, But it mneither stirred nor growled, and Beau, ex-
tremely pleased with his achievement, wagged his tail in
triumph, and returned to his master—perhaps, in parlia-
mentary phrase, to “report proceedings, and ask leave to
git again,”—Lucretia, 200. .

(4

Insolulble Problems.

“Wko shall explain and disentangle those high, and
restless, and interwoven emotions with which intellectual
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ambition, honourable and ardent, gazes upon that solemn
thing with which, in which, for which it lives and labours
—the Human Multitude —Lucretia, 221.

Love at First Sight,

It was not the merve beauty of that face (and beautiful it
was) that arrested his eye and made his heart beat more
quickly—it was rather that nameless and inexplicable
sympathy which constitutes love at first sight ;—a sort of
impulse and instinet common to the dullest as the quickest
—the hardest reason as the liveliest fancy. Plain Cobbett,
seeing before the cottage-door, at her homeliest of house-
work, tie girl of whom he said—*That girl should be my
wife ;" and Dante, first thrilled by the visioy of Deatrice,
arc alike true types of a common experience : Whatever of
love sinks the deepest is felt at first sight ; it streams on
us abrupt from the cloud, a lightning flash—a destiny re-
vealed to us face to face.—Lucrelia, 222,

The Chastity of his Honour !

The soul of this poor soldier was whife and unstained, as
the arms of a maiden knight ; it was full of suppressed, but
lofty enthusiasmn, Ile had been ill-used, whether by Fate or
the Horse Guards—his career had Leen a failure, but he was
as loyal as if his hand held the field-marshal’s truncheon and
the garter bound his knee.—ZLucretiu, %35. '

Eternal Activity of Intelligence.

The soul is as a sun, but with this noble distinction, the
sun is confined in its carcer—day after day, it visits the same
lands, gilds the same planets, or rather, as the astroncmers
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hold, stands the motionless centre of moving worlds. DBut
the soul, when it sinks into seeming darkness and the deep,
rises to new destinies, fresh regions unvisited before. "What
wo call Etfernity may be but an endless series of those
transitions, which men call deallis, abandonments of home
after home, ever to fairer scenes and loftier heights. Age
after age, the spirit, that glorious Nomad, may shift its tent,
fated not to rest in the dull Elysium of the Heathen, but
carrying with it evermore its clements,—Activity and Desire.
Why should the soul ever repose? God, its Principle, re-
poses mever. While we speak, new worlds are sparkling
- forth—suns are throwing off their nebule—ncbule are
hardening into worlds. The Almighty proves his existence
by creating. Think you that Plato is at rest, and Shake-
speare only hasking on a sun-cloud? Labour is the very
essence of spirit as of divinity ; labour is the purgatory of
the erring ; it may become the hell of the wicked, Lut labour
is not the less heaven of the good.—Lucretia, 312,

Every one has Talent.

There lives not a man on earth—out of a lunatic asylum
—who has not in him the power to do good. What can
writers, haranguers, or speculators do more than that?
Have you ever entered a cottage—ever travelled in a coach
—ever talked with a peasant in a ficld, or loitered with
a mechanic at the loom, and not found that cach of those
men had a talent You had not, knew some things you
knew not? The most useless creaturc that ever yawned
ab a club, or counted the vermin on his rags under the
suns of Calabria, has no excuse for want of intellect.
What“men want is, not talent, it is purpose;—in other
. words, not the power to achieve but the will to labour,—
Lucgetia, 313.
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The Purposcs of Patience and Lalour.

As labour is the arch clevator of man, so patience is the
essence of labour.—Lucrctia, 314.

Prudcence, Patience, and Order.,

No Deity presides where Prudence is absent. Man, a
world in himself, requires for the development of his faculties,
patience ; and for the balance of his actions, order.—ZLuerctia,

424.
A Convict Ship,

Behold that dark ship on the walers! TIts burthens are
not of Ormus and Tyre. No goodly merchundise doth it
waft over the wave,—mno blessing cleaves to its sails;
freighted with terror and with guilt, with remorse and
despair, or, more ghastly than either, the sullen apathy of
souls hardened into stone, it carries the dregs and offal of
the old world to populate the new.—Lucrelia, 425.

Crush out the Germ of Crime,

Guard well, O Heir of Iternity, the portal of sin—tho
thought. From the thought to the deed, the subtler thy
brain, and the bolder thy courage, the briefer and straighter
is the way.—Lucretia, 430.

Good from Euil.

Every human act, good or ill, is an Angel to guide or o
warn ; and the deeds of the worst have messages fsom
Heaven to the listening hearts of the best. Amidst thee
glens in the Apennine,—in the lone wastes of Calg,bri{, the
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sign of the Cross marks the spot where a deed of violence
has been done ; on all that pass by the road, the symbol has
varying effect ; sometimes it startles the conscience, some-
times it invokes the devotion ; the robber drops the blade,
the priest counts the rosary. So it is with the record of
crime: and in the witness of Guilt, Man is thrilled with the
whisper of Religion,.—Lucretia, 430,



( 231 )

XXVIL—ITAROLD.

Edward the Confessor.

Bearing on his left wrist a hawk, he was mounted on a
milk-white palfrey, with housings inlaid with gold and uncut
jewels, Though not really old—for he was much on this
side of sixty: both his countenance and carriage evmced
age. - His complexion, indeed, was extremelyy fair, and his'
cheeks ruddy ; but the visage was long and deeply furrowed,
and from beneath a bonnet not dissimilar to those in use
among the Scotch, streamed hair long and white as snow,
mingling with a large and forked beard. While seemed
his chosen colour. White was the upper tunic clasped on
his shoulder with a broad ouche or brooch ; white the wool-
len leggings fitted to somewhat emaciated limbs; and white
the mantle, though broidered with a broad hem of gold
and purple. The fashion of his dress was that which well
became a noble person, but it suited ill the somewhat frail
and graceless figure of the rider. Nevertheless, as Edith
saw him, she rose, with an expressign of deep reverence
on her countenance, and saying, “1t is our lord the King.”
—Harold, 26.

William the Congqueror when Duke of Normandy.

“ By the splendour of God, bold dame,” cried the knight
by the side of Edward, while a lurid flush passed over his
cheek of bronze; “but thou art too glib of tongue for 2
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subject, and pratest overmuch of Woden, the Paynim, for
the lips of a Christian matron.”

Hilda met the flashing eye of the knight with a brow of
lofty scorn, on which still a certain terror was visible.

“Child,” she said, putting her hand upon Edith’s fair
locks; “this is the man thou shalt see but twice in thy
life ;—look up, and mark well!”

Edith instinetively raised her eyes, and, once fixed upon
the knight, they seemed chained as by a spell. His vest,
of a cramoisay so dark that it seemed black beside the
snowy garb of the Confessor, was cdged by a deep band of
embroidered gold; leaving perfectly bare his firm, full
throat—firm and full as a column of granite,—a short
jacket or manteline of fur, pendent from the shoulders,
“left developed in all its breadth a breast, that seemed meet
to stay the march of an army ; and on the left arm, curved
to support the falchion, the vast muscles rose, round and
gnarled, through the cluse slecve.

In height, he was really Lut little above the stmture
of many of those present; nevertheless, so did his port,
his air, the mnobility of his large proportions, fill the eye,
that he secmed to tower immeasurably above the rest.

His countenance was yet more remarkable than his form ;
still in the prime of youth, he secmed at the first glance
younger, at the second older, than he was, At the first
glance younger ; for his face was perfectly shaven, without
even the moustache which the Saxon courtier, in imitating
the Norman, still declined to surrender; and the smooth
visage and bare throat sufficed in themsclves to give the
air of youth to that dominant and imperious presence.
His small skull-cap left unconcealed his forehead, shaded
with shert thick hair, uncurled, but black and glossy as
the wings of a raven. It was on that forchead that time
hagsset its trace; it was knit into a frown over the eye-
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brows; lines deep as furrows crossed its broad, but not
elevated expanse. That frown spoke of hasty ire and the
habit of stern command; those furrows spoke of deep
thought and plotting scheme ; the one betrayed but temper
and circumstance ; the other, more noble, spoke of the
character and the intellect. The face was square, and the
regard lion-like ; tlie mouth—small, and even beautiful in
outline—had a sinister expression in its exceeding firmness ;
and the jaw—uvast, solid, as if bound in iron—showed obsti-
nate, ruthless, determined will; such a jaw as belongs to
the tiger amongst beasts, and the conqueror amongst men ;
such as is seen in the effigies of Caesar, of Cortes, of Nap-
oleon,—Harold, 28.

IVhat made Hurold Formz'dalzlc;.

“Thou fearest that man, and why?” asked the Lombard
with interest.

And the Duke William of Normandy answered :—

““Because in the breast of Iarold beats the heart of
England.”—Iarold, 79.

Earl Godwin and his Sons.

Everything in this man’s aspect served to plead in his
favour. His ample brows were calm with benignity and
thought ; his large dark-blue eyes were serene and mild,
though their expression, when examined, was close and
inscrutable. His mien was singularly noble, but wholly
without formality or affected state; and though haughtiness
and arrogance were largely attributed to him, they could be
found only in his deeds, not manner—plain, familiar, kindly,
to all men, his heart seemed as open to the service of his
countrymen as his hospitable door to their wants.

Behind him stood the statelicst group of sons that ever
filled with pride a father’s eye. Each strikingly distin-
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guished from the other, all remarkable for beauty of coun-
tenance and strength of frame,

Swryn, the eldest, had the dark hues of his mother the
Dance: a wild and mournful majesty sat upon features
aquiline and regular, but wasted by grief or passion; raven
locks, glossy even in neglect, fell half over eyes hollow in
their sockets, but bright though with {roubled fire. Over
his shoulder he bore his mighty axe. His form, spare, but
of immense power, was sheathed in mail, and he leant
on his great pointed Danish shield. At his feet sate his
young son Haco, a boy with a countenance preternaturally
thoughtful for his years, which were yet those of child-
hood.

Next to him stood the most dreaded and ruthless of the
sons of Godwin—he, fated to become to the Saxon what
Julian was to the Goth. With his arms folded on his
breast stood Tosrtic ; his face was beautiful as a Greek’s,
in all save the forehcad, which was low and lowering.
Ble¢k and trim were his bright chestnut locks; and his
arms were damascened with silver, for he was one who
loved the pomp and luxury of war.

WournorH, the mother’s favourite, seemed yet in the first
flower of youth, but he alone of all the sons had something
irresolute and effeminate in his aspect and bearing; his
form, though tall, had not yet come to its full height and
strength ; and, as if the weight of mail were unusual to
him, he leant with both hands upon the wood of his long
spear. LEOFWINE, who stood next to Wolnoth, contrasted
him notably; his sunny locks wreathed carelessly over a
white unclouded brow, and the silken hair on the upper
lip quivered over arch lips, smiling, even in that serious:
hour. :

At Godwin’s right hand, but not immediately near him
stogd the last of the group, GurrH and Harorp. Gurth
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had passed his arm over the shoulder of his brother, and,
not watching the nuncius while he spoke, watched only
the effect his words produced on the face of Harold. For
Gurth loved Harold as Jonathan loved David. And Harold
was the only one of the group not armed ; and had a veteran
skilled in war been asked who of that group was born
to lead armed men, he would have pointed to the man
unarmed.

“ So what says the king %” asked Earl Godwin.

“This; he refuses to restore thce and thy sons, or to
hear thee, till thou hast disbanded thine army, dismissed
thy ships, and consented to clear thyself and thy house
before the Witana-gemot.”

A fierce laugh broke from Tostig; Sweyn’s mournful
brow grew darker ; Leofwine placed his right kand on his
ateghar; Wolnoth rose crect; Gurth kept his eyes on
Iarold, and Harold’s face was nnmoved.—Harold, g1.

Sweyn’s Resignation of his Birthright.

“ Think not,” continued Sweyn, ‘that I seek now to
make less my guilt, as I sought when I deemed that life
was yet long, and power was yet sweet. Sinceé then I have
known worldly evil and worldly good,—the storm and the
shine of life; T have swept the seas, a sea-king; I have
battled with the Dane in his native land; I have almost
grasped in my right hand, as I grasped in my dreams, the
crown of my kinsman, Canute;—again, I have been a
fugitive and an exile ;—again, I have *been inlawed, and
Earl of all the lands from Isis to the Wye. And whether
in state or in penury,—whether in war or in peace, I have
seen the pale face of the nun betrayed, and the gory wounds
of the murdered man. Wherefore I come not here to plead
for a pardon, which would console me not, but formally
to dissever my kinsmen’s cause from mjne, which alone
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sullies and degrades it; I come here to say, that, coveting
not your acquittal, fearing not your judgment, I pronounce
mine own doom. Cap of noble, and axe of warrior, I lay
aside for ever; barefooted, and alone, I go hence to the
Holy Sepulchre ; there to assoil my soul, and implore that
grace which cannot come from man! Harold, step forth
in the place of Sweyn the first-born! And ye prelates and
peers, milites and ministers, proceed to adjudge the living !
To you, and to England, he who now quits you is the
dead !”

He gathered his robe of state over his breast as a monk
his gown, and looking neither to right nor to left, passed
slowly down the hall, through the crowd, which made way
for him in awe and silence ; and it seemed to the assembly
as if a cloud had gone from the face of day.

And Godwin still stood with his face covered by his
robe.

And ITarold anxiously watched the faces of the assembly,
and saw no relenting !

And Gurth crept to Harold’s side.

And the gay Leofwine looked sad.

And the young Wolnoth turned pale and trembled.

~ And the fierce Tostig played with his golden chain.

And one low sob was heard, and it came from the breast
of Alred the meek accuser,—God’s firmm but gentle priest.—
Harold, 106.

Harold’s extorted Oath of Allegiance to William.

“ Advance thou, Odo, my brother,” said William, “and
repeat to the noble Earl the Norman form by which he will
take the oath.”

Then Odo stood forth by that mysterious receptacle covered
with the cloth of gold, and said briefly, “ Thou wilt swear, as
far as is in thy power, to fulfil thy agreement with William,
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Duke of the Normans, if thou live, and God aid thee ; and
in witness of that oath thou wilt lay thy hand upon the reli-
quaire,” pointing to a small box that lay on the cloth of
gold.

All this was so sudden—all flashed so rapidly upon the
Earl, whose natural intellect, however great, was, as we have
often seen, more deliberate than prompt—so thoroughly was
the bold heart, which no siege could have sapped, taken by
surprise and guile—so paramount through all the whirl and
tumult of his mind, rose the thought of Ingland irrevocably
lost, if hie who alone could save her was in the Norman dun-
geons—so darkly did all Haco’s fears, and his own just suspi-
cions, quell wund master him, that mechanically, dizzily,
dreamily, he laid his hand on the reliquaire, and repeated,
with automaton lips—

“Tf I live, and if God aid me to it!”

Then all the assembly repeated solemnly,—

“(iod aid him !”

And suddenly, at a sign from William, Odo and Raoul de
Tancarville raised the gold cloth, and the Duke’s voice bade
Harold look below.

As when man descends from the gilded sepulchre to the
loathsome charnel, so at the lifting of ihat cloth, all the
dread ghastliness of Death was revealed. There, from abbey
and from church, from cyst and from shrine, had been
collected all the relics of human nothingness in which
superstition adored the memecuntoes of saints divine; there
lay, pell-mell and huddled, skeleton anl mummy-—the dry
dark skin, the white gleaming bones of the dead, mockingly
cased in gold, and decked with rubies; there, grim fingers
protruded through the hideous chaos, and pointed towards
the living man ensnared ; there, the skull grinned scoff under
the holy mitre ;—and ‘suddenly rushed back, luminous and
searing, upon Harold’s memory, the dream long forgotten,



238' WIT AND WISDOM OF LORD LYTTON.

or but dimly remembered in the healthful business of life—
the gibe and the wirble of the dead men’s bones.

“ At that sight,” say the Norman chronicles, * the Equ
ghuddered and trembled.”

“ Awful, indeed, thine oath, and natural thine emotion,”
said the Duke; “for in that cyst are all those relics which
religion deems the holiest in our land. The dead have heard
thine oath, and the saints even now record it in the halls of
heaven! Cover again the holy bones ! "—Huarold, 325.

Sudden Impulses to Faith and Expiation.

There arc sometimes event and scason in the life of man
the hardest and most rational, when he is driven perforce to
faith the most implicit and submissive ; as tho storm drives
the wings of the potrel over a measureless sea, till it falls
tame, and rejoicing at refuge, on the sails of some lonely ship.
Seasons when difficulties, against which reason secems stricken
into palsy, leave him bewildered in dismay—when darkness,
which experience canunot pierce, wraps the conscience, as
sudden night wraps the traveller in the desert—when error
entangles his feet in its inextricable web—when, still desir-
ous of the right, he sees before him but a choice of evil;
af the Angel of the Dast, with a flaming sword, closes on
him the gates of the Juture. Then, TFaith {lashes on him,
with a light from the cloud. Then, he clings to Prayer as a
drowning wrotch to the plank. Then, that solemn authority
which clothes the Priest, as the interpreter between the soul
and the Divinity, $cizes on the heart that trembles with
terror and joy ; then, that mysterious recognition of Atone
ment, of sacrifice, of purifying lustration (mystery which lies
hid in the core of all religions), smooths the frown on the
Past, removes the flaming sword from the Future, The
Orestes escapes from the hounding Furies, and follows the
oratle to the spot where the cleansing dews shall descend on
‘the expiated guilt.
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He who hath never known in himself, nor marked in an-
other, such strange crisis in human fate, cannot judge of the
stigpgth and the weakness it bestows. DBut till he can so
judge, the spiritual part of all history is to him a blank
scroll, a sealed volume. He cannot comprehend what drove
the fierce Heathen, cowering and humbled, into the fold of
the Church ; what peopled Egypt with eremites; what lined
the roads of Europe and Asia with pilgrim homicides ; what
in the elder world, while Jove yet reigned on Olympus, is
couched in the dim traditions of the expiation of Apollo, the
joy-god, descending into lades; or why the sinner went
blithe and light-hearted from the healing lustrations of
Eleusis. In ail these solemn riddles of the Jove world and
the Christ’s is involved the imperious necessity that man
hath of repentance and atonement : through their clouds, as
a rainbow, shines the covenant that reconciles the God and
the man—Haurold, 331.

Three Silences.
Three things are ever silent: Thought, Destiny, and the
Grave.—Hurold, 338.

A Nuation’s Choice.

The final greatness of a fortunate man is rarely made by
any violent effort of his own. He has sown the seeds in
the time foregone, and the ripe time brings up the harvest.
His fate seems taken out of his own control ; greatness seems
thrust upon him. He has made himself, as it were, a want
to tho nation, a thing necessary to it; he has identified
himself with his age, and in the wreath or the crown on his
brow, the age itself seems to put forth its flower —Hurold,

359
Home Influence on the Ambitious.

It is the nature of that happiness which we derive from
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our affections to be calm ; its immense influence upon our
outward life is not known till it is troubled or withdiiwn,
Say to the busiest man whom thou seest in mart, camp, or
senate, who seems to thee all intent upon his worldly
schemes, “Thy home is reft from thee—thy household gods
are shattored— that sweet noiseless content in the regular
mechanism of the springs, which set the large wheels of thy
soul into movement is thine, nevermore !”—and straight-
way all exertion seems robbed of its object—all aim of its
alluring charm. ¢ Othello’s occupation is gone!” With
a start, that man will awaken from the sunlit visions of
- noontide ambition, and exclaim in his desolate anguish,
“ What arec all the rewards to my labour, now thou hast
robbed me of repose? Ilaw little are all the gains wrung
from strife, in a world of rivals and foes, compared to the
smile whose sweetness I knew not till it was lost ; and the
sense of security from mortal ill which I took from the trust
"and sympathy of love ? "—Ilurold, 373.

Edith’s Self-Sacrifice.

“Dost thou know,” said the Iorl, striving to speak
calmly, “dost thou know that it is not only fo resign
thee that they deinand—that it is to resign thee, and for
another %"

“I know it,” said Edith ; and two burning tears, despite
her strong and preternatural self-exultation, swelled from
the dark fringe, and rolled slowly down the colourless cheek,
as she added, with (proud voice, “I know it : but that other
is not Aldyth, it is England! In her, in Aldyth, behold
the dear cause of thy mnative land; with her enweave the
love which thy native land should command. So thinking,
thou art reconciled, and I consoled. It is not for woman
that thou desertest Edith.”

“Hear, and take from those lips the strength and the
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valour that belong to the name of Ilero!” said a deep and
"clear voice behind ; and Gurth,—wlho, whether distrusting
‘t,he result of an interview so prolonged, or tenderly desirous
'to terminate its pain, had entered unobserved,—approached,

‘and wound his arm caressingly round his brother, ¢ Oh,

Tlagold | he said, “dear to me as the drops in my heart
is my young bride, newly wed ; but if for one tithe of the
‘claims that now call thee to the torture and trial—yea, if
sbut for one hour of good service to freedom and law—I
~would consent without a groan to behold her no more.

And if men ask me how I could so conquer man’s affec-
“tions, I wouli point to thee, and say, ¢ So Ilarold taught’
my youth by his lessons, and my manhood by his life.
Before thee, visible, stand Happiness and Love, but with
them, Shame ; before thee, invisible, stands” Woe, but with
Woe are England and eternal Glory! Choose between
them.”

¢““He hath chosen,” said Edith, as ITarold turned to the
wall; and leaned against it, hiding his face ; then approach-
ing softly, she kuelt, lifted to her lips the hem of his robe,
and kissed it with devout passion.

ITarold turned suddenly, and opened his arms. Edith
resisted not that mute appeal; she rose, and fell on his
breast, sobbing.

Wild and speechless was that last embrace. The moon,
which had witnessed their union by the heathen grave, now
rose ‘ahove the tower of the Christiayy church, and looked
wan and cold upon their parting.

Solemn and clear paused the orb—a cloud passed over
the disk—and Edith was gone. The cloud rolled away,
and again the moon shone forth; and where had knelt the
fair form, and looked the last look of Edith, stood the
motjonless image, and gazed the solemn eye, of the dark

son of Sweyn. But Harold leant on the breast of Gurth,
. Q
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and saw not who had supplanted the soft and loving Fylgia
of his life—saw nought in the universe but the blank of
desolation |—Harold, 376.

Harold Proclaimed King at Westminster.

It was in the body of the mighty Abbey Church, not
indeed as we see it now, after successive restorations and
remodellings, but simple in its long rows of Saxon arch
and massive column, blending the first Teuton with the
last Roman masonries, that the crowd of the Saxon freemen
assembled to honour the monarch of their choice. First
" Saxon king, since England had becn one monarchy, selected
not from the single House of Cerdic—first Saxon king, not
led to the throne by the pale shades of fabled ancestors
tracing theiredéscent from the Father-God of the Tecuton,
but by the spirits that never know a grave—the arch-eternal
givers of crowns, and founders of dynasties—Valour and
Fame,

Alred and Stigand, the two great prelates of the realm,
had conducted Harold to the church, and up the aisle to
the altar, followed by the chiefs of the Witan in their long
robes ; and the clergy with their abbots and bishops sung
the anthems—¢ Fermetur manus tua,” and « Gloria Patri.”

And now the music ceased; Iarold prostrated himself
before the altar, and the sacred melody burst forth with the
great hymn, ¢ Te Deum.”

As it ceased, prelate and thegn raised their chief from
the floor, and in imitation of the old custom of Teuton and
Northman—when the lord of their armaments was borne
.on shoulder and shield—Harold mounted a platform, and
rose in full view of the crowd.

% Thus,” said the Archprelate, *“we choose Harold son
of Godwin for lord and for king.” And the thegna drew
round, and placed hand on Harold’s knee, and cried aloud,
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“We choose thee, O Harold, for lord and for king.” And
row by row, line by line, all the multitude shouted forth,
“We choose thee, O Harold, for lord and king.” So there
he stood with his calm brow, facing all, Monarch of Eng-
land, and Basileus of Britain.—Harold, 383.

A Soul’s Grandeur Revealed.

The soul really grand is only tested in its errors. As we
know the true might of the intellect by the rich resources
and patient strength with which it redeems a failure, so do
we prove the elevation of the soul by its courageous return.
into light, its instinctive rebound into higher air, after some
error that has darkened its vision and soiled its plumes,—
Harold, 400.

Harold’s Conquest of the Norsemen.

Young Olave, the son of Hardrada, had happily escaped
the slaughter, A strong detachment of the Norwegians
had still remained with the vessels, and amongst them some
prudent .old chiefs, who, foresceing the probable results of
the day, and knowing that Hardrada wonld never quit, save
as a conqueror or a corpse, the field on which he had planted
the Ravager of the World, had detained the Prince almost
by force from sharing the fate of his father. But ere those
vessels could put out to sea, the vigorous measures of the
Saxon King had alrcady intercepted the retreat of the
vessels. And then, ranging their shields as a wall round
their masts, the bold vikings at least determined to die as
men. - But with the morning came King Harold himself to,
the banks of the river, and behind him, with trailed lances,
& solemn procession that bore the body of the Scald King.
They halted on the margin, and a boat was launiched towards
the Norwegian fleet, bearing 4 monk, who demanded the
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chiefs to send a deputation, headed by the young Prince
himself, to receive the corpse of their King, and hear the
proposals of the Saxon,

The vikings, who had anticipated no preliminaries to the
massacre they awaited, did not hesitate to accept these
overtures. Twelve of the most famous chiefs still sur-
viving, and Olave himself, entered the boat; and, standing
between his brothers, Leofwine and Gurth, Harold thus
accosted them—

“Your King invaded a people that had given him no
offence : he has paid the forfeit—we war not with the
dead! Give to his remains the honours due to the brave.
‘Without ransom or condition, we yield to you what can no
longer harm us. And for thee, young Prince,” continued
the King, with a tone of pity in his voice, as he contem-
plated tho stately boyhood, and proud, but deep grief in the
face of Olave; “for thee, wilt thou not live to learn that
the wars of Odin are treason to the Faith of the Cross?
We have conquered—we dare not butcher. Take such
ships as ye need for those that survive. Three-and-twenty
I offer for your transport. Return to your native shores,
and guard them as we have guarded ours. Are ye con-
tented ?” ‘

Amongst those chiefs was a stern priest—the Bishop of
the Orcades—he advanced and bent his knee to the King,

“0O Lord of England,” said he, ¢ yesterday thou didst
conquer the form—ijo-day, the soul. And never more may
generous Norsemen invade the coast of him who honours
the dead and spares the living.”

“ Amen !” cried the chiefs, and they all knelt to Harold.
The young Prince stood a moment irresolute, for his dead
father was on the bier before him, and revenge was yet a
virtue in the heart of a sea-king. But lifting his eyes to
Harold’s, the mild and gentle majesty of the Saxon’s brow



HAROLD. = 245

was irresistible in its benign command ; and stretching his
right hand to the King, he raiscd on high the other, and
said aloud, “Faith and friendship with thee and England
evermore,”—Harold, 422. |

Githa’s Prayer for the Defenders of England.

Suddenly the widowed Queen, the virgin wife of the last
heir of Cerdic, rose, and holding on high the sacred rood
over those bended heads, said, with devout passion—

“(0 Lord of Hosts—We Children of Doubt and Time,
trembling in the dark, dare not take to ourselves to question
Thine unerring will.  Sorrow and death, as joy and life, are
at the breath of a mercy divine, and a wisdom all-seeing:
and out of the hours of evil Thou drawest, in mystic circle,
the cternity of Good. ¢Thy will bo done o earth, as it is
in heaven.’ If, O Disposer of events, our human prayers
are not adverse to Thy pre-judged decrees, protect these
lives, the bulwarks of our homes and altars, sons whom the
land offers as a sacrifice. May Thine angel turn aside the
blade—as of old from the heart of Isaac! But if, O Ruler
of Nations, in whose sight the ages are as moments, and
generations but as sands in the sea, these lives are doomed,
may the death cxpiate their sins, and, shrived on the battle-
field, absolve and receive the souls !”—Hazrold, 436.

Harold’s Defeat at Hastings.

The sun sinks near and nearer towards the red horizon.

“Courage !” cries the voice of Harold, *“hold but till
nightfall, and ye are saved. Courage and freedom !”

¢ Harold and Holy Crosse !” is the answer.

“ Forward,” cries William, and he gallops towards the
breach.

4 Forward,” cries Odo, “I see the hands of the holy saints
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in the air! Forward! it is the Dead that wheel our war
steeds round the living I*

On rush the Norman knights. But Harold is already in
the breach, rallying around him hearts eager to replace the
shattered breastworks.

“Close shields! Hold fast!” shouts his kingly voice.

Before him were the steeds of Bruse and Grantmesnil,
At his breast their spears;—Haco holds over the breast
the shield. Swinging aloft with both hands his axe, the
spear of Grantmesnil is shivered in twain by the King’s
stroke. Cloven to the skull rolls the steed of Bruse,
Knight and steed roll on the bloody sward.

But a blow from the sword of De Lacy has broken down
the guardian shield of Haco. The son of Sweyn is stricken
to his knee. With lifted blades and whirling maces the
Norman knights charge through the breach.

“Look up, look up, and guard thy head,” cries the fatal
voice of Haco to the Ki

At that cry the King raises his flashing eyes. 'Why halts
his stride? Why drops the axe from his hand? As he
raised his head, down came the hissing death-shaft. It
smote the lifted face; it crushed into the dauntless eye-
ball. He reeled, he staggered, he fell back several yards,
at the foot of his gorgeous standard, "With desperate hand
he broke the head of the shaft, and left the barb, quivering
in the anguish,

Gurth knelt over him.

“Fight on,” gasped the King, “conceal my death! Holy
Crosse! England to the rescue! woe—woe!”

Rallying himself a moment; he sprang to his feet,
clenched his right hand, and fell once more,~—a corpse,

At the same moment a simultaneous rush of horsemen
towards the standard bore back a line of Saxons, and
covered the body of the King with heaps of the slain.
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His helmet cloven in two, his face all streaming with
blood, but still calm in its ghastly hues, amidst the fore-
most of those slain, fell the fated Haco. He fell with his
head on the breast of Iarold, kissed the bloody cheek with
bloody lips, groaned, and died.

Inspired by despair with superhuman strength, Gurth,
striding over the corpses of his kinsmen, opposed himself
singly to the knights; and the entire strength of the
Tnglish remnant, coming round him at the menaced danger
to the standard, once more drove off the assailants.

But now all the cnclosure was filled with the foe, the
whole space seemed gay, in tho darkening air, with ban-
derols and banners. High, through all, rose the club of the
Congueror ; high, through all, shone the crozier of the
Churchman. Not one Englishman fled ; all now centering
round the standard, they fell, slaughtering ¥ slaughtered.
Man by man, under the charmed banner, fell the lithsmen
of Hilda. Then died the faithf&l' Sexwolf.  Then died
the gallant Godrith, redeceming, by the death of many a
Norman, his young fantastic love of the Norman manners.
Then died, last of such of the Kent-men as had won retreat
from their scattered vanguard into the circle of closing
slaughter, the English-hearted Vebba.

LEven still in that age, when the Teuton had yet in his
veins the blood of Odin, the demi-god,—even still one man
could delay the might of numbers. Through the crowd,
the Normans beheld with admiring awe,—here, in the front
of their horse, a single warrior, before whose axe spear
shivered, helm drooped ;—there, close by the standard,
standing breast-high among the slain, one still more for-
midable, and even amidst ruin unvanquished. The first
fell at length under the mace of Roger de Montgommeri.
So, unknown to the Norman poet (who hath preserved in
h# verse the deeds but mot the name), fell, leughing in®
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death, young T.eofwine! Still by the enchanted standard
towers the, other ; still the enchanted standard waves aloft,
with its brave cnsign of the solitary ¢ Fighting Man ” girded
by the gems that had flashed in the crown of Odin,

“Thine be the honour of lowering that haughty flag,”
cried William, turning to one of his favourite and most
famous knights, Robert de Tessin.

Overjoyed, the knight rushed forth, to fall by the axe of
that stubborn defender.

¢ Sorcery,” cried Fitzosborne, “sorcery, This is no man,
but fiend.”

*‘Spare him, spare the brave,” eried in a breath, Bruse,
D’Aincourt, and De Graville.

William turned round in wrath at the cry of mercy, and
spurring over all the corpses, with the sacred banner borne
by Tonstain “close behind him, so that it shadowed his
helmet,—-he came to the foot of the standard, and for one
moment there was single battle between the Kuight-Duke
and the Saxon hero. Nor, even then, conquered by the
Norman sword, but exhausted by a hundred wounds, that
brave chief fell, and the falchion vainly pierced him, falling.
So, last man at the standard, died Gurth.

The sun had sct, the first star was in heaven, the
“Tighting Man ” was laid low, and on that spot where now,
all forlorn and shattered, amidst stagnant water, stands
the altar-stone of Battle Abbey, rose the glittering dragon
that surmounted the consecrated banner of the Norman
victor.—Harold, 481.,

Finding of Harold’s Body.
. “Bee,” said De Graville, “ how near yon lonely woman hath
come to the tent of thé Duke—yea, to the foot of the holy
gonfanon, which supplanted ¢ the Fighting Man !’ pardex, my
* heart bleeds to see her striving to lift up the heavy dead;”
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The monks neared the spot, and Osgood exclaimed in a
voice almost joyful,—

“It is Edith the Fair! This way, the torches! hither,
quick !” ‘

The corpses had been flung in irreverent haste from either
side of the gonfanon, to make room for the bannecr of the
conquest, and the pavilion of the feast. Huddled together,
they lay in that holy bed. And the woman silently, and by
the help of no light save the moon, was intent on her search.
She waved her hand impatiently as they approached, as if
jealous of the dead : but as she had not sought, so neither did
she oppose, their aid. Moaning low to herself, she desisted
from her task, and knelt watching them, and shaking her
head mournfully, as they removed helm after helm, and
lowered the torches upon stern and livid brows. At length
the lights fell red and full on the ghastly face of Haco—
proud and sad as in life, .

Do Graville uttered an exclamation : ¢ The King’s nephew:
be sure the King is near!”

A shudder went over the woman’s form, and the moaning
ceascd.

They unhelmed another corpse: and the monks and the
knight, after one glance, turned away sickened and awe-
stricken at the sight: for the face was all defeatured and
mangled with wounds ; and nought could they recognise save
the ravaged majesty of what had been man.  But at the sight
of that face a wild shrick broke from Edith’s heart.

She started to her feet—put aside thie monks with a wild
and angry gesture, and bending over the face, sought with
her long hair to wipe from it the clotted blood ; then with
convulsive fingers, she strove to loosen the buckler of the
breast-mail. The knight knelt to assist her. ¢ No, no,” she
gasped out. “He is mine—mine now !”

Her hands bled as the mail gave way to her efforts ; the



250 WIT AND WISDOM OF LORD LYTTON.

tunic beneath was all dabbled with blood. She rent the
folds, and on the breast, just above the silenced heart, were
punctured in the old Saxon letters, the word *Edith ;” and
just below, in characters more fresh, the word “ England.”

“See, see !” she cried in piercing accehts; and clasping
the dead in her arms, she kissed the lips, and called aloud,
in words of the tenderest endcarments, as if she addressed
the living. All there knew then that the scarch was ended ;
all knew that the cyes of love had recognised the dead.

“Wed, wed,” murmured the betrothed; “wed at last?
O Harold, Harold ! the words of the Vala were true—and
Heaven is kind ! ” and laying her head gently on the breast
of the dead, she smiled and died.

At the east end of the choir in the Abbey of Waltham,
was long shown the tomb of the Last Saxon King, inscribed
with the touching words—* Iarold Infelix,” Dut not
under that stone, according to the chronicler who should
best know the truth, mouldered the dust of hima in whose
grave was buried an epoch in human annals.

“Let his corpse,” said William the Norman,—TLet his
corpse guard the coasts, which his life madly defended. Let
the seas wail his dirge, and girdlo his grave; and his spirit
protect the land which hath passed to the Norman’s sway.”

And Mallet de Graville assented to the word of his chief,
for his knightly heart turned into honour the latent taunt;
and well he knew, that Ilarold could have chosen no burial
spot so worthy his English spirit and his Roman end.

The tomb at Waltham would have excluded the faithfiil
ashes of the betrothed, whose heart had broken on the bosom
she had found ; more gentle was the grave in the temple of
“Heaven, and hallowed by the bridal death-dirge of the ever-
lasting sea,— Harold, 488.
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XXVIIL—KING ARTHUR.

Sleep and Dreamland.

Sleep, the sole angel left of all below,
O’er the lulled city sheds the ambrosial wreaths,
Wet with the dews of den; bliss and woe
Are equals, and the lowest slave that breathes
Under the shelter of those healing wings,
Reigns, half his life, in realms too fair for Kings,
—NKing Arthur, 27

Laurel.

“ What spell can thrust Affliction from the gate?
What tree is sacred from the lighining flame %”
“ Son,” said the seer, * the laurel—cven Fate
Scathes not one leaf upon the brows of Fame.”
—King Arthur, 31.

Merlin’s Prophecy.
““Tho’ in the rcar of time these prophet eyes
See to thy sons, thy Cymrians, many a woe ;
~ Yet from thy loins a race of kings %hall rise,
‘Whose throne shall shadow all the seas that flow;
“"Whose empire, broader than the Ceasar won,
Shall clasp a realm where never sets the sun. -

““ And thou, thyself, shalt live from age to age,
A thought of beauty and a type of fameg—
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Not the faint memory of some mouldering page,
But by the hearths of men a household name:

Theme to all song, and marvel to all youth—

Beloved as Fable, yet believed as Truth.”

—King Arthur, 39.

Sunshine and Shower.

The rainbow spanned the ocean of the sky ;
Sunshine and cloud, the glory and the gloom,
Like grief and joy from light’s same sources given—
Tears weave with smiles to form the bridge to heaven.
—King Arthur, 6o.

Louve.

Hail, Love! the Death-defier! age to age
Linking in kinship to the Leart of man;
Dream to the bard, and marvel to the sage,
Glory and mystery since the world began ;
Shadowing the cradle, brightening at the tomb,
Soft as our joys, and solemn as our doom !
—King Arthur, 98.

Avalanche.

As when the sudden sun
Looses the ice-chains on the halted rill,
Smites the dumb snow-mass, and the cataracts run
In molten thunder down the clanging hill.
« —King Arthur, 117,

Happiness.

‘Who has once gazed on perfect happiness,
Nor felt it as the shadow cast from God?
It seems so still in its divine excess,
So brings all heaven around its hushed abode,
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That in its very beauty awe has birth,
Dismayed by too much glory for the earth.
—King Arthur, 119,

Agony of Parting.

But when the soul broke faint from its eclipse,
And his own name came, shaping life’s first sigh,
His very heart seemed breaking in the lips
Prest to those faithful ones ;—then, tremblingly,
IIe rose ;—he moved ;—he paused ;—his nerveless hand
Veiled the dread agony of man unmanned.
—King Arthur, 123,

Palmerston.

Next Aron see—not rash, yet gaily bold, «
With the frank polish of chivalric courts;
Him from the right, no fear of wrong controll’d ;
And toil he deem’d the sprightliest of his sports ;
(’er War’s dry chart, or Wisdom’s mystic page,
Alike as smiling, and alike as sage ;

With the warm instincts of the knightly heart
That rose at once if insult touch’d the realm,
He spurn’d each state-craft, cach deceiving art,
And rode to war, no vizor to his helm ;
This proved his worth, this line his tomb may boast—
¢ Who hated Cymri, hated Aron most !”
—King Arthur, r25.

Orators.
The Kings .
Whose hosts are thoughts, whose realm the human
mind,
»Who out of words evoke the souls of things,
And shape the lofty drama of mankind ;
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Wit charms the fancy, wisdom guides the sense ;
To make men nobler—that is Eloquence !
—King Arthur, 128.

Rainbow.
So varying tints in tranquil sunshine play,
But form one iris if the rains descend ;
And, fused in light against the clouds that lower,
Forbid the deluge while they own the shower !
—King Arthur, 329,

Despair.

Hell’s last seal of miscry—Hopelessness.
—King Avthur, 136.

Deatl’s Victors.

Death has two victors, deathless both—the Name,
The Soul ;—to each a realm eternal given,
This rules the earth, and that achieves the heaven,
~King Arthur, 137,

Larly Death.
Saved from sins, while yet forgiven ;—
_ From the joys that lead astray,
From the carth at war with heaven,
Soar, O happy soul, away !

From the human love that fadeth,
In the falsehood or the tomb;

From the cloud that darkly shadeth ;
From the canker in the bloom ;

Thou hast passed to suns unsetting,
‘Where the rainbow spans the flood,
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- 'Where no moth the garb is fretting,
‘Where no worm is in the bud.

Let the arrow leave the quiver,
It was fashioned but to soar;
Let the wave pass from the river,

Into ocean evermore !

Mindful yet of mortal feeling
In thy fresh immortal birth ;
By the Virgin Mother kneeling,
Plead for those beloved on earth.
. —King Arthur, 148,

Icebergs.

Huge adown the liquid Infinite

Drift the sca Andes—Dby the patient wrath
Of the strong waves uprooted from their site

In bays forlorn ; and on their winter path,—
Themselves a winter—glide, or heavily, where
They freeze the wind, halt in the inert air.

—King Arthur, 227.

Sown in Corruption.

Out of every evil born of time,
God shapes a good for His eternity.
—King Arthur, 261,

Never Alone.

And, feeling God, he felt not solitude,
—King Arthur, 183,

Arthur’s Prevision of Victoria.

Mild, like all strength, sits Crownéd Liberty,
‘Wearing the aspect of a youthful Queen :
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And far outstretched along the unmeasured sea
Rests the vast shadow of het throne ; serene

From the dumb icebergs to the fiery zone,

Rests the vast shadow of that guardian throne,

And round her group the Cymrian’s changelebﬁace
Blent with the Saxon, brother-like ; and both
Saxon and Cymrian from that sovereign trace
Their hero line ;—sweet flower of age-long growth
The single blossom on the twofold stem ;—
Arthur’s white plume crests Cerdic’s diadem.
—King Arthury, 197.
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XXIX.—THE CAXTONS.

Books.

Master hooks, but do not let them master you. Read to
live, not live to read.—The Caxtons, 27.

Fundamental Truth.

Scholars are naturally the most active men of the world,
qnly that while their heads plot with Augustus, fight with
Julius, sail with Columbus, and change the face of the globe
with Alexander, Attila, or Mahomet, there is a certain
mysterious attraction, which our improved knowledge of
mesmerism will doubtless soon explain {o the satisfaction
of scicnce, between that extremer and antipodal part of the
human frame, called in the vulgate “the seat of honour,”
and the stuffed leather of an arm-chair. Learning somehow
or other sinks down to that part inte which it was first
driven, and produces therein a leaden heaviness and weight,
which counteract those lively emotions of the brain, that
might otherwise render students too mercurial and agile for
the safety of established order. I leave this conjecture to
the consideration of experimentalists in the physics,—The
Caxtons, 37.

A Slawkenlurgian Extravagance.

“My dear Jack,” exclaimed my father, “you remind me of a
colloquy in this book; wait a bit—here it is—Pamphayus
and Cocles,—Cocles recognises his friend, who had been

"absept for many years, by his eminent and remarkable nose.
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—DPamphagus says, rather irritably, that he is not ashamed
of his nose. ¢ Ashamed of it! no, indeed,’ says Cocles: ‘I
never saw a nose that could be put to so many uses!’ ¢Ha,
says Pamphagus (whose curiosity is aroused), ‘uses! what
uses 1’ Whereon (lepidissime frafer /) Cocles, with cloquence
as rapid as yours, runs on with a countless list of the uses to
which so vast a development of the organ can be applied.
“If the cellar was deep, it could sniff up the wine like an
elephant’s trunk,—if the bellows were missing, it could
blow the fire,—if the lamp was too glaring, it could suffico
for a shade,—it would serve as a speaking-trumpet to a
Lerald,—it could sound a signal of battle in the field,—it
would do for a wedge in wood-cutting—a spade for digging
—a scythe for mowing—an anchor in sailing;’ till Pam-
phagus cries out, ¢ Lucky dog that I am ! and I never knew
before what a useful picce of furniture I carried about with
me.” "—The Caxtons, 44.

No Vacancy for Vice.

A full mind is the true Pantheism, plena Jovis. Tt is only
in some corner of the brain which we leave empty that Vice
can obtain a lodging. . When she knocks at your door, my
son, be able to say, *“ No room for your ladyship,—pass on.”
~The Caxtons, 51.

Waterloo Meddl.

¢ T ghould like,” quoth Mr. Squills, “to see your Waterloo
medal—you have it‘not about you ?”

¢« Mr. Squills,” answered the Captain, it lics next to my
heart while I live. It shall be buried in my coffin, and I
shall rise with it, at the word of command, on the day of
the Grand Review !” So saying, the Captain leisurely un-
buttoned his coat,’ and, detaching from a piece of sfriped
ribbon &s ugly o specimen of the art of the silversiith
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(begging its pardon) as ever rewarded merit at the expense
of taste, placed the medal on tho table.—27%e Caxtons, 57.

Proof.

“Sir,” satd my uncle, “whatever, in Truth, makes a
man’s heart warmer, and his soul purer, is a belief, not a
knowledge.  Proof, sir, is a handeufl—Dbelief is a wing!
Want proof as to an ancestor in the reign of King Richard !
Sir, you cannot even prove to the satisfaction of a logician
that you are the son of your own father. Sir a religious
man does not want to reason about his religion—religion
is not mathematics, Religion is to be felt, not proved.
There are a great many things in the religion of a good man
which are not in the catechism.  Proof!?” continued my
uncle, growing violent—*¢ Proof; sir, is a low, wulgar, level-
ling, rascally Jacobin-—Delief is a loyal, generous, chivalrous
gentleman! No, no—yprove what you please, you shall
never rob me of one belief that has made me ”

“The finest-hearted ereature that ever talked nonsense,”
said my father, who came up, like Iorace’s deily, at the
right moment.—The Caxfons, jo.

Nature’s Variely.

Nature casts nothing in stereotype, for I do believe that
not even two fleas can be found identically the same.—The
Caxtons, 72.

Placable and Imperturbable.

My father had not as much pride as o homoeopathist
could have put into a globule. He was not proud even of
not being proud. Chafe all his feathers, and still you could
rouse bub a dove.—The Caxtons, 73.

Fervour. |
Jt%is not study alone that-produces a writer ; it is infensity.
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In the mind, as in yonder chimney, to make the fire burn
hot and quick, you must narrow the draught.—Thke Caxtons,

74
The Moth.

My uncle walked to the window, opened it, looked out a
moment, as if to draw in fresh air, closed it gently, and came
back again to his scat ; but during the short time the window
had been left open, a moth flew in.

“ Tales like these,” renewed my father, pityingly,
“whether told by some great tragedian, or in thy simple
style, my brother,—tales like these have their uses: they
penetrate the heart to make it wiser; bul all wisdom is
meek, my Roland. They invite us to put the question to
ourselves that thou hast asked—*Can we condemn this
man?’ and feason answers as I have answered—¢ We pity
the man, we condemn the deed)” We take care, my
love! that moth will be in the candle. We whish !—
whish—!" and my father stopped to drive away the moth.
My uncle turned, and taking iiis handkerchief from the
lower part of his face, of which he had wished to conceal
the workings, he flapped away the moth from the flame.
My mother moved the candles from the moth. 1 tried to
catch the moth in my father's straw-hat. The deuce was in
the moth ! it baffled us all, now circling against the ceiling,
now sweeping down at the fatal lights. As if by a simul-
taneous impulse, my father approached one candle, my uncle’
approached the other; and just as the moth was wheeling
round and round, irresolute which to choose for ts funeral
pyre, both candles were put out. The fire had burned down
Jow in the grate, and in the sudden dimness my father’s soft
sweet voice came forth, as if from an invisible being: “We
leave ourselves in the dark to save a moth from the flame,
brother | shall we do less for our fellow-men *—Z7%he Caatons, .
83.
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Early Rising.

1 doubt if any man can be called “old” so long as he is
an early riser, and an early walker. And oh, Youth !—take-
my word of it—youth in dressing-gown and slippers, dawd-
ling over breakfast at noon, is a very decrepit ghastly image
of that youth which sees the sun blush over the mountains,
and the dew spurkle upon the blossoming hedgerows,—7"he
Cuctons, 8s.

London.

‘Who ever saw London for the first time and was not dis-
appointed? Those long suburbs melting indefinably away
into the capital, forbid all surprise. The gradual is a great
disenchanter.—2%e Cawlons, 119.

British Museum Lilrary.

“Pisistratus,” said my father, “ a great library is an awful
place! There are interred all the remains of men since the
Flood.”

“Tt 1s a hurial-place !” quoth my Uncle Roland, who had
that day found us out.

It is an Heraclea!” said my father.

“Please, not such hard words,” said the Captain, shaking
his head.

“Iferaclea was the city of nccromancers, in which they
raised the dead. Do I want to speak to Cicero?—I invoke
him. Do.I want to chat in the Athenian marketplace, and
hear news two thousand years old #—I write down my charm
on a slip of paper, and a grave magician calls me up Aristo-
phanes.—Te Caxtons, 122.

Venal.
“ Nothing great,” said Dryden, * ever came from a venal
perel ”
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“ An uncommonly foolish observation of Dryden’s,” re-
‘turned Uncle Jack ; “he ought to have known better.”

“So he did,” sald I, “for he used his pen to fill his
pockets, poor man !”

“ But the pen was not venal, Master Anachronism,” said
my father. A baker is not to be called venal if he sells
his loaves—he is venal if he sells himself : Dryden only
“sold his loaves.”—The Caxtons, 149.

Sir Sedley Beaudesert,

It is a proof how lovable Sir Sedley was, that I loved
him, and yet was jealous of him. Of all the satellites
round my fair Cynthia, Fanny Trevanion, I dreaded most
this amiable luminary. It was in vain for me to say with
the insolence of youth that Sir Sedley Beaudesert was of
the same age as Fanny’s father ;—to see them together, he
might have passed for Trevanion’s son. No one amongst
the younger generation was half so handsome as Sedley
Boaudesert. He might be eclipsed at first sight by the
showy effect of more redundant locks and more brilliant
bloom ; but he had but to speak, to smile, in order to throw
a whole cohort of dandies into the shade. It was the ex-
pression of his countenance that was so bewitching ; there
Yas something so kindly in its easy candour, its benign
good-nature. And he understood women so well! He
flattered their foibles so insemsibly ; he commamded their
affection with so griicious a dignity. Above all, what with
his accomplishments, his peculiar reputation, his long celi-
bacy, and the soft melancholy of his sentiments, he always
contrived to ¢nferest them. There was not a charming
woman by whom this charming man did not seem just on
the point of being caught ! It was like the sight of a
splendid trout in a transparent stream, sailing pensively to
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and fro your fly, in a will-and-a-won’t sort of way. Such a
trout ! it would be a thousand pities to leave him, when
evidently so well disposed! That trout, fair maid or gentle
widow, would have kept you—whipping the stream and
dragging the fly—from morning to dewy eve. Certainly I
don’t wish worse to my bitterest foe of five-and-twenty than
such a rival as Sedley Deaudesert at seven-and-forty. -—-The
Cazxtons, 101.
Tantalising.

I was profoundly touched, and T rose refreshed and hope-
ful, when suddenly the door opened, and who or what in the
world should come in? but certainly he, she, it, or they,
shall not come into this chapter! On that point I am re-
solved. No, my dear young lady, T am extremely flattered ;
—I feel for your curiosity ; hut really not a pdep—not one !
And yet—well then, if you will have it, and look so coax-
ingly—who or what, T say, should come in abrupt, unex-
pected—taking away oue’s breath, not giving one time to
say, “ By your leave, or with your leave,” but making one’s
mouth stand open with surprise, and one’s eyes fix in a big
round stupid stare, but—

THE END OF TIE COATTER.—The Caxtons, 188.

The Inner Sclf.

"By the light of a single candle we saw my poor uncle’s
face; it was flushed with fever, and the cyes had that
bright, vacant stare which it is so tefrible to meet, Less
terrible is it to find the body wasted, the features sharp
with the great life-struggle, than to look on the face from
which the mind is gone,—the eyes in which there is mo
recognition, Such a sight is a startling shock to that un-
congcious habitual materialism with which we are apt
familiarly to regard those we love: for, in thus missing the
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mind, the heart, the affection that sprang to ours, we are
suddenly made aware that it was the something within the
form, and not the form itself, that was so dear to us, The
form itself is still, perhaps, little altered; but that lip
which smiles no welcome, that eye which wanders over us
as strangers, that ear which distinguishes no more our
voices,—the friend we sought is not there! Kven our own
love is chilled back—grows a kind of vague superstitious
terror. Yes, it was not the matter, still present to us,
which had conciliated all those subtle nameless sentiments
which are classed and fused in the word “ afection,”—it was
the airy, intangible, electric something,—the absence of which
now appals us,—ZThe Caxtons, 191.

. Crists of Life or Death.

Happy those who are sirange to that indescribable silent
bustle which the sick-room at times presents—that conflict
which seems almost hand-to-hand between life and death—
when all the poor, unresisting, unconscious frame is given
up to the war against its terrible enemy; the dark blood
flowing-~flowing ; the hand on the pulse, the hushed sus-
pense, every look on the physician’s bended brow ; then the
sinaplasms to the feet, and the ice to the head; and now
and then, through the lull of the low whispers, the inco-
herent voice of the sufferer—babbling, perhaps, of green
ficlds and fairyland, while your hearts are breaking! Then;
at length, the sleep—in that sleep, perhaps the crisis—the
breathless watch, the slow waking, the first sane words—
the old smile again, only fainter—your gushing tears, your

« low ¢ Thank God! thank God !”"—The Caxtons, 192.

, . ’ .
Youtl’s Refuge in Anguish.

I felt an absolute, an imperious want of solitude, of <he
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open air. The swell of gratitude almost stified me—the
room did not seem large enough for my big heart. In early
youth, if we find it difficult o control our feelings, so we
find it difficult to vent them in the presence of others, On
the spring side of twenty, if anything affects us, we rush
to lock oursclves up in our room, or get away into the
streets or fields ; in our earlier years we are still the suvages
of Nature, and we do as the poor brute does,—the wounded
stag leaves the herd, and if there is anything on a dog’s
faithful heart, he slinks away into a corner.—Z7%e Cuxtons,
193.
Accomplishments of a Scapegrace.

I can split a bullet on a penknife; I know the secret
tierco of Coulon, the fencing-master; I can speak two
languages (besides English) like a native, tven to their
slang ; I know every game in the cards; I can act comedy,
tragedy, farce; I can drink down DBacchus himself; I
can 1make any woman I please in love with me—that is,
any woman good-for-nothing. Can I carn a handsome
livelihood out of all this—wear kid gloves and set up a
cabriolet —The Caxtons, 197.

Card-Playing.
A first-rate card-player is a financier spoilt.—7"%e Caxtons,
202.

Youthful Aspirations.

When, at the doors of Parliamentpmen who have won
noble names, and whose word had weight on the destinies
of glorious England, brushed heedlessly by to their grand
arena ; or when, amidst the holiday crowd of ignoble pomp,”
I had heard the murmur of fame buzz and gather round
gome lordly labourer in art or letters: that contrast between
glery so mear, and yet so far, and one’s own obscurity, of
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course I had felt it—who has not? Alas! many a youth
not fated to be a Themistocles, will yet feel that the
trophies of a Miltiades will not suffer him to sleep !—Z7%e
Caxtons, 210.

Books.

‘Books . . . are splendid palaces, and open to us all, rich
aud poor.—T'he Caxtons, 211.

The Miniature,

What did I under the same roof ?—why stay to imbibe
this sweet poison, that was corroding the very springs of my
life? At that sclf-question, ... a mortal terror scized me;
the blood rushed from my heart, and left me cold—iey cold.
To leave the house—leave Fanny !—never again to see those
eyes—never to hear that voice! better die of the sweet
poison than of the desolate exile! I rose—I opened the
windows—I walked to and fro the room: I could decide
nothing—think of nothing ; all my mind was in an uproar.
With a violent effort at self-mastery; I approached the table
again. I resolved to force myself to my task, if it were
only to recollect my faculties, and enable them to bear my
own torture. I turned over the books impatiently, when,
lo! buried amongst them, what met my eye?—archly, yet’
reproachfully—the face of Fanny herself! Her miniature
was there. It had been, I knew, taken a few days
before by a young artist whom Trevanion patronised.
T suppose he had carried it into his study to examine it,
and so left it there carelessly. The painter had seized her
peculiar expression, her ineffable smile—so charming, so
malicious; even her favourite posture—the small head
turned over the rounded Hebelike shoulder—the eye
glancing up from under the hair. I know not what change
in my madness came over me; but I sank on my knebs,
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and, kissing the miniature again and again, burst into tears.
Such tears! I did not hcar the door open—I did not see
the shadow steal over the floor; a light hand. rested on my
shoulder, trembling as it rested—I started. Fanny herself
was bending over me !

“What is the matter?” she asked, tenderly. ¢ What
has happened #—your uncle—your family—all well? Why
are you weeping #”

I could not answer; but I kept my hands clasped over
the miniature, that she might not see what they con-
tained.

“ Will you not answer? Am I not your friend #—almost
your sister? Come, shall I call mamma$”

“Yes,—yes ; go—go.”

“No, I will not go yet. ‘What have youthere i—what
are you hiding?”

And innocently, and sister-like, those hands took mine;
and so—and so—the picture became visible |—The Caxlons,
214.

Pedigrecs.

The world . . . does not care much for a pedigres, unless

it goes with a title-deed to estates.—Z%e Cuxtons, 220,

Parents.

How much we have before us in life, while we retaip our
parents ! Ilow much to strive and to hope for! what a
motive in the conquest of our sorrow—that they may net
sorrow with us |—ZThe Caxtons, 222,

Men and Women.

~ We come to men for philosophy—to women for consola-
48n.—The Caxtons, 227.
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Life of Rolbert Hall.

Are there any of you, my readers, who have not read the
Life of Robert Hull? If so, in the words of the great Captain
Cuttle, “ When found, make a note of it.”

It is the life of a man that does good to manhood itself
to contemplate.

“What I have seen in this book,” quoth the Captain, “is
courage. Here is a poor creature rolling on the carpet with
agony : from childhood to death tortured by a mysterious
incurable malady—a malady that is described as ¢ an internal
apparatus of torture;’ and who does by his heroism more
than bewr it—he puts it out of power to affect him ; and
though (Lere is the passage) ¢his appointment by day and
by night was incessant pain, yet high enjoyment was,
notwithstanding, the law of his existence.” . . . And as I
came {o that passage, when, in the sharp paroxysms before
death, he says, ¢TI have not complained, have I, sir t—and I
won’t complain ! —when I came to that passage I started
up, and cried, ¢ Roland de Caxton, thou hast been a coward !
and, an thou hadst hLad thy deserts, thou hadst been
cashicred, broken, and drummed out of the regiment long
ago.” . ...

“ What say you, then, Captain ¢—up with our knapsacks,
and on with the march !'”

“Right about—face!” cried my uncle, as ercct as a
column, )

“No looking back, if we can help it.”

“ Full in the front of the encmy. ¢Up guards, and at
"‘em ! tRH

“ England expects every man to do his duty !”

¢ Cypress or laurel!” cried my uncle, waving the book
over his head.—Z%e Caxtons, 234.
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Modern French Novels.

T soon got interested, hut what an’ interest !—the .interest
that a nightmare might excite, if one caught it out of one’s
sleep, and set to work to examine it. By the side of what
dazzling shrewdness, what deep knowledge of those holes and
corners in the human system, of which Gocthe must have
spoken when he said somewhere—(if I recollect right, and
don’t misquote him, which I'll not answer for)—* There is
something in every man’s heart which, if we could know,
would make us hate him,”—Dby the side of all this, and of
much more that showed prodigious holdness and cnergy of
infellcc‘L, what strange exaggeration-—what mock nobility of
sentiment—what inconceivable perversion of reasoning—
what damnable demoralisation.-——77%e¢ Caztons, 2 46.

Viviaw’s Knock.

A knock that had great character in it—haughty, impatient,
irregular ; not a neat, symmetrical, harmonious, unpretending
knock, but a knock that seemed to set the whole house and
street at defiance! il was a knock bullying—a knock ostenta-
tious- -o knock iritating and offensive—* impiger,” and
“iracundus.”—The Caxtons, 247.

The Garlage of French Literature.
“T can’t read yonur English novels,” said Vivian—¢ flat
and insipid : there are truth and life here.”
¢ Truth and life!” cried I, every fair on my head cré®
with astonishient—** then hurrah for falsehood and death ! ”

—The Caxtons, 240.
Stlence.

Silence—~what a world it covers '—what busy schemes—
4vhat bright hopes and dark fears—what ambition, or what
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despair! Do you ever see a man in any society sitting mute
for hours, and not feel an uneasy curiosity to penetrate the
wall he thus builds up between others and himself? Does
he not intercst you far more than the brilliant talker at your
left—the airy wit at your right, whose shafts fall in vain on
the sullen barrier of the silent man! Silence, dark sister
of Nox and Erebus, how, layer upon layer, shadow upon
shadow, blackness upon blackness, thou stretchest thyself
from hell to heaven, over thy two chosen haunts—man’s
heart and the grave !—7he Cawtons, 271.

Uncle Jack.

“ That man will do yet,” sail my father, as the last
glimpse was caught of Uncle Jack standing up on the
stage-coach box, heside the driver, partly to wave his hand
to us as we stood at the gate, and partly to array himself
more commodiously in a box-coat with six - capes, which the
coachman had lent him.

“ Do you think so, sir?” said I, doubtfully. ¢ May I
ask why ”

Mg, CaxroN.—On the cat principle—that he tumbles so
lightly. You may throw him down from St. Paul’s, and the
next time you see him he will be scrambling a-top of the
Monument.

PisieTRATUS.—But a cat the most viparious is limited to
nine lives; and Uncle Jack must be now far gone in his
cighth.—The Caxtons, 308.

s N\

A Lumber Room.

" The place has that attractive, fascinating air which
belongs to a lumber-room, than which I know nothing that
go captivates the interest and fancy of young people. What
treasures, to them, often lie hid in those quaint odds ani
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ends which the elder generations have discarded as rubbif;h !
All children are by nature antiquarians and relic-hunters.—
The Caxtons, 313.

‘Dreams of Youth.

Dream, O youth —drcam manfully and nobly, and thy
dreams shall be prophets '—7'%e Caxtons, 321.

Free Translation.

Do I go into the law P—hooks—books.  Ars longa, vite

g g
Drevis, which, paraphrased, means that it is slow work before
one fags one’s.way to a brief | —The Cartons, 322.

Cest le Premier Pas qui cotite.

Hard it is to get on in the world—very harl ! Dut the
most painful step in tho way is that which starts from the
threshold of a beloved home.—T%e Caxtons, 331.

Such Fun!

Guy Bolding, with all his faults, was one of those excel-
lent credturcs who are nobody’s cnemies but their own.
His good humour was inexhaustible. Not a hardship or
privation came amiss to him. 1le had a phrase, “ Such
fun!” that always rushed laughingly to his lips when
another man would have cursed and groaned. If we lost
our way in the great trackless moors, missed our dinner, and
were half-famished, Guy rubbed hands that would have
felled an ox, and chuckled out, “ Such fun!” If we stuck
in a bog, if we were caught in a thunderstorm, if we were
pitched head-over-heels by the wild colts we undertook to *
break in, Guy Boldiug’s sole elegy was “ Such fun!” 'The
grand shibboleth of philosophy only forsook him at the
-gight of an open book. I don’t think that, at that time, he
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could have found “fun” even in Don Quixote.—The
Caatons, 339.
Clodhoppers.

A race whose calves are generally absorbed in the soles of
their hobnail shoes.— The Caxtons, 341.

Sympathy for the Great.

‘Whence 1s that curious sympathy that we all have with-
the possessors of worldly greatness, when the hour-glass is
shaken and the scythe descends? 1f the famous mceling
between Diogenes and Alexander had taken place not
before, but after the achievements which gave to Alex-
ander the name of Great, the cynic wonld not, perhaps, have
envied the hero his pleasures nor his splendours—neither
the charms of Statira nor the tiara of the Mede ; but if, the
day after, a cry had gone forth, ‘ Alexander the Great is
dead !” wverily I believe that Diogenes would have coiled
himself up in his tub, and felt that with the shadow of the
statély hero, something of glory and of warmth had gone
from that sun, which it should darken never more.—7%e
Caxtons, 347. :

Grave Turf.

How the grass grows up over the very graves—quickly it
grows and greenly—Dbut neither so quick nor so green, my
Blanche, as hope and comfort from human sorrows.—7%e
Cuxions, 349.

"The House-Tops.

Open your window, lean your chin on both hands, the
elbows propped commodiously on the sill, and contemplate
tho extraordinary scene which spreads before you. You
find it difficult to believe life can be so tranquil on high,
while it is so noisy and turbulent below. What astonishing
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stillness!  Eliot Warburton (seductive enchanter!) recom-
mends you to sail down the Nile if you want to lull the
vexed spirit. It is easier and cheaper to hire an attic in
Holborn! You don’t have the crocodiles, but you have
animals no less hallowed in Fygypt—the cats! And how
harmoniously the tranquil creatures blend with the prospect
—how noislessly they glide along at the distance, pause,
peer about, and disappear. 1t is only from the attic that
you can appreciate the picturesque which belongs to our
domesticated tigerkin! The goat should be seen on the
Alps, and the cat on the house-top.-——TThe Cuxtons, 35e2.

Vivian’s Despair.

Roland’s limbs frembled and refused to stir; his head,
relaxing, drooped on his breast, his eyes closed., Even Lord
Castleton . . . cried with all his kindliness of heart, ¢ You
are ill—you faint ; give him your arm, Visistratus.”

“It is nothing,” said Roland, feebly, as he leant heavily
on my arm, while I turned back my head with all the bitter-
ness of that reproach which filled my heart, speaking in the
eyes that sought Adm, whose place should have heen where
mine now was.  And, ol !—thank hcaven, thank heaven!
—the look was not in vain.  In the same moment the son
was at the father’s knees.

“Oh, pardon—pardon! Wretch, lost wretch though I
be, I bow my head to the curse. Let it fall—but on me,
and on me only—not on your own heart too.”

Fanny burst into tears, sobbing out, ¢ Forgive him, as T
do.”

Roland did not heed her.

“ He thinks that the heart was not shattered before the
curse could come,” he said, in a voice so weak as to be
scarcely audible. Then, 1aising his eyes to heaven, his lips
‘mayed as if he prayed inly. Pausing, he stretched his hands
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over his son’s head, and averting his face, said, ‘I revoke
the curse. Iray to thy God for pardon.’’

Perhaps not daring to trust himself further, he then made
a violent effort, and hurried from the room.

We followed silently, When we gained the end of the
passage, the door of the room we had left closed with a
sullen jar.

As the sound smote on my car, with it came so terrible a sense
of théeolitude upon which that door had closed—so keen gnd
quick an apprehension of some fearful impulse, suggested by
passions so fieree, 1o a condition so forlorn—that instinctively
I stopped, and then hurried back to the chamber. The lock
of the door having been previously forced, thore was mo
barricr to oppose my enirance. I advanced, and beheld a
spectacle of such agony as can only bo conceived by those
who have lJooked on the grief which takes no fortitude from
reason, no consolation from conscicnce—the grief which tells
us what would be the earth were man abandoned to his
passions, and the cHANCE of theatheist reigned alone in the
merciless heavens, Pride humbled to the dust; ambition
shivered into fragments ; love (or the passion mistaken for
it) blasted into ashes ; life, at the first onset, bereaved of its
holiest tics, forsaken by its truest guide! shame that writhed
for revenge, and rcmorse that knew not prayer—all, all
blended, yet distinct, were in that awful spectacle of the
guilty son.—Zhe Caxlons, 393.

I'alse Educational System.

A mild and plausible one, very much like the system we-
at home are recommendod to adopt—¢Teach the under-
"standing—all else will follow ;” *Learn to read something,
and it will all come right :” * Follow the bias of thé pupil’s
mind ; thus you develop genius, not thwart it.” Mind,
understanding, genius—fine things! But, to educate the
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whole man, you must educate something more than these.
Not for want of miand, understanding, genius, have Borgias
and Neros left their names as monuments of horror to man-
kind,  Where in all this teaching, was one lesson to warm
the heart, and guide the soul +—Zhe Caxtons, 418,

Meaning of Home.

All that we plain folk understand by the name of HoME—
its perfect trnst avnd truth, its simple holiness, its extfﬁisito
happiness—being to the world what conscience is to the
hunman mind.—2%e Curtons, 440.

School of Life.

The great object of the Sojourner