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PREFACE

DE QUINCEY'S position as one of our most important prose-
writers is indisputed : he will always be worthy of study for
his splendid style, his fervid imagination, and his range of
subjects alone. This volume is intended to illustrate in
addition his pre-eminent gift of narration and his rare faculty
of exposition, through which, Professor Saintsbury said,
" probably more boys have been brought to alove of litera-
ture proper by De Quincey than by any other writer what-
ever." In recent years, however, he has been kept from his
rightful place in youthful studies, possibly because of the
diffuseness and irregularity of his work-~the fatal tendency
to discursiveness and digression. "-But these faults, if faults
they be, are obviated by careful selection, and the residue is
puregold.

Continuous and representative extracts are here given from
the vivid account of his schooldays in Manchester, the opium
experiences, the poetic dream-fancies, the allegories, The
English Mail-Coach, Joan of Arc, the Revolt of the Tartars,
and the literary criticism. The Introduction provides a brief
sketch of De Quincey's life and work, an account of the
characteristics of his dream-faculty, and, for more advanced
students, afull treatment of the main features of his styleand
language. Detailed textual and critical notes are appended,
making the volume complete in itself, and there is a list of
questions and essay subjects.
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In preparing this volume the editor had the privilege of
access to the special De Quincey Collection in the Man-
chester City Library, and he has to thank the staff of the
Reference Library for their ready help. He is aso grateful
to Mr W. Holdgate of Liverpool, and to Mr G. A. Twentyman,
of the Manchester Grammar School, for reading the proofs,
and for their criticism and suggestions.

A. H. R. B.

MANCHESTER
1932
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INTRODUCTION
THOMAS DE QUINCEY

DE QUINCEY is a writer whose life and personality are closely
connected with hiswork. He tells us much of them himself,
at least of his early years ; and between the Confessions—one
of the few satisfactory pieces of self-revelation in literature- -
and the Autobiographic Sketches we have a fairly complete
account of the formative influences of his childhood.

Like Byron, he could trace his ancestry back to the Con-
quest ; but in De Quincey's life descent counts for much less
than in that of the poet. In the thirteenth century the
family* was of the nobility: in the late eighteenth their
descendants, as plain Quinceys, without the aristocratic De
which the Opium-Eater resuscitated, were successful mer-
chants. In 1779 we find Thomas's father a wealthy trader
in Manchester, with flourishing connections in America and
the West Indies. He was, moreover, a man of cultured tastes
and some literary ability, and, had he lived, he might have
been held to his son by close bonds of sympathy. The
mother, a lady of good family, was only a negative factor.
" An intellectual woman," her son called her, conscientiously
devoted to her children, but austere and unapproachable,
lacking the sympathy necessary to understand the excep-
tional and wayward nature of her child.

Thomas, the Opium-Eater, was the fifth of a family of
eight. He was born at Manchester on 15th August, 1785, and
for eleven years lived near the city at " Greenhay," a large
country house, then still in rustic seclusion. His father, who
suffered from consumption and lived much abroad, came

IX
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home from Madeira in the child's seventh year, only to die.
This was but the first of a series of misfortunes which played
upon his nervously responsive mind and impressed him with
the terrors of human nature. His second sister died before
he was two ; Elizabeth, the eldest, to whom he was specially
attached, followed four years later; and he was himself a
shy, frail, and ailing child, kept in constant and servile sub-
jection to his robust elder brother, William, " the son of
eternal racket,” whose " genius for mischief," his victim
reports, " amounted to inspiration." Under his despotism
Thomas was introduced to " a world of evil and strife," and
roused from sickly dreaming to a new estimate of life.

At the death of her husband Mrs De Quincey was left in
good circumstances, but the family was large, and careful
management was necessary.  They stayed on at " Greenhay "
until 1796, when the establishment was moved to Bath, and
Thomas, who had been educated by a private tutor, was
entered at the Grammar School. Here he made excellent
progress : at twelve he was a prodigy in Latin and Greek,
a student of metaphysics, and a great reader. " That boy,"
said his master, " could harangue an Athenian mob better
than you or | could address an English one." An unfortunate
accident caused his removal from the school within three
years, and after an extensive tour with an Eton friend and
a period at a private school in Wiltshire, he was sent as a
boarder to Manchester Grammar School in 1800, to spend
three years qualifying for admission to Brasenose College,
Oxford. His account of his schooldaysis given inthe follow-
ing pages, and the story is well known. The strict regime of
the old but kindly headmaster, restriction from all physical
exercise, combined with a slightly snobbish attitude towards
the poorer day-boys, made him out of sympathy with the
atmosphere of the school. He writes to his mother of the
life as one which deprives him " of health, of society, of
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amusement, of liberty, of congeniality of pursuits, and one
which, to complete the precious picture, admits of no
variety." He received little sympathy, and in July 1802,
he decided to run away. He walked to Chester, where his
mother was, and faced her wrath; but the intercession of a
genial uncle resulted in a proposal that he should receive
the slender allowance of a guinea a week, with leave to
do as he pleased. He set out again on foot for North
Wales, and plunged into the strangest chapter of his life.

The solitary tramp in Wales lasted for three months,
during which De Quincey eked out his guinea by alternating
his lodging between inns and cottages and, at times, bivouack-
ingin the open. In November the pleasant experience ended:
he took the coach for London, where he had heard one
could hire two furnished rooms at a weekly cost of half a
guinea. He was now seventeen years old, so that if he could
borrow £200 from a moneylender on his expectations under
his father's will, it would carry him over the four years of
his minority and liberate him from maternal authority.
Accordingly he applied to a Jew, named Dell, who entrusted
all negotiations to a scandalous attorney called Brunell,
whose policy, in turn, was one of continual delay. Brunell,
however, was a student of English literature, and De Quincey
won his heart, with the result that when the boy's money
was nearly exhausted, he was allowed to take shelter at night
in the attorney's strange household in Soho. There he spent
his nights, sharing the house with a single wretched servant
girl, often depending for food on the remains of Brunell's
breakfast or the beneficence of his friends—the poor and
outcasts of the London streets which he haunted throughout
the day. The tragical sufferings and deprivations which
followed his failure to raise money are reflected in the
Confessions, Both body and soul bore the mark of them
to the end of his life. " Eccovi! " Carlyle said of him later,
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" look at him : this child has beenin Hell." InApril, 1803,
in the depth of his despair, he was, in some unexplained way,
discovered by his friends and returned to the family at
Chester. Eventually it was resolved that he should be given
a bare subsistence allowance to go to Oxford.

In the autumn of 1803 De Quincey entered Worcester
College, Oxford, where for five years he lived a quiet, studious
life, practically isolating himself from the social intercourse
of the university. Three features only stand out in these
years. The first is that he laid the foundation of the wide
range of knowledge which is the mark of his literary work.
He took up the study of German metaphysics—still regarded
as a daring step—, and in addition to Hebrew and the Classics
rounded off his extensive knowledge of English literature by
a study of the later poets. The second is the beginning of
his connection with the Lake poets, some of whom—Words-
worth, Coleridge, and Southey—he met in person. Finally,
there is his first experience of opium. He began to take
opium in 1804 during an attack of neuralgia, and until 1812
he continued its use, in moderation, to relieve the pains
of his hereditary stomach trouble. Suddenly he found that
peace of mind and intellectual pleasures took the place of
pain: he discovered the faculty of gorgeous dreaming.
De Quincey was a wiry man in spite of his ailments, used to
walking fifteen miles a day, and he fended off the evil effects
of excess for some time. In fact, except for the three years
of intensified horror from 1817 to 1819, to which the night-
mares belong, and one or two relapses, for most of his life
he found and kept to the line of safety between necessity and
self-indulgence. In 1808 he left the university without a
degree. It was reported that he did brilliant papers, but
was too shy to face the oral examination.

On leaving Oxford De Quincey was apparently in good
pecuniary circumstances, and the next two years he divided
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between London and the Lakes. In 1807 he had gone into
the West Country, where his mother was residing near
Bristol, to seek out Coleridge, then the object of his special
admiration. He found the great man at Bridgwater, and
the meeting led to hisintroduction to the whole of Coleridge's
circle—Hazlitt, Lamb, Wordsworth, and Southey. Two
years later he became himself a lakist. Wordsworth had
moved from Dove Cottage, his home at Grasmere, to the
larger house Allan Bank, and De Quincey took over the
tenancy. Here he resided for the next twenty years, and in
this pleasant spot he reached both the heights of happiness
and the depths of despair. His friendship with the poets
did not last long: after the first burst of enthusiasm the
close imaginative contact with Wordsworth was broken, and
Southey was always too stern a character for the wayward
and sensitive Opium-Eater. Nor was he much more at home
with Bishop Watson, the great man of the district. But two
friends grappled him by the heart: Charles Ll1oyd and John
Wilson. Theformer was aQuaker of wealth and good family,
a man of winning charm of manner, an idealist of the emo-
tional kind, and withal an acute critic on the moral side of
literature. Unfortunately De Quincey's friendship again was
to be but one of his descents into calamitous hearts, for, some
years later, this fine character lost his reason and retired
abroad to die. John Wilson was a man of different calibre,
almost of De Quincey's own age, a magnificent specimen of
physical manhood, just down from Oxford. This connection
had a great effect on De Quincey's fortunes, for it introduced
him to the Edinburgh group of literary men. Meanwhile,
in 1816, at the age of thirty-one, De Quincey had married,
and there followed the " year of brilliant water " * described
with pathetic beauty in the Confessions—pathetic, for the
marriage was soon tried by two severe tests, restricted
1 See page 53.
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resources, and an intense addiction to opium. From 1817
to 1819 is the period of never-ceasing opium-dreams. They
gave to literature the gorgeous visions; to the young wife
and mother they must have brought untold agonies. From
this state he was suddenly roused by Ricardo's newly pub-
lished work on political economy, and a growing interest in
the subject enabled him to shake himself free from the drug.
Moreover, in 1812, he had lost the bulk of his fortune, and in
1819 it was necessary to earn money. He began by accepting
the office of editor to a new local paper, the Westmoreland
Gazette, which he rapidly turned into ajournal of philosophy
and transcendental metaphysics. It was his introduction to
journalism, and for the next thirty years he earned his living
and did his best work through this medium.

Thesethirty years were aperiod of intenseliterary activity,
partly in London, partly in the Lakes, andfinally in Edin-
burgh. Recollections of the Lake Poets had already been
drafted in 1808, and in September 1821 there came out in
the London Magazine the first of the articles which formed
the original version of The Confessions of an English Opium-
Eater. The public clamoured for more, but only one more
part appeared, to be followed by a series of articles on a
curious variety of subjects, though all marked by a solid
basis of information. On the Knocking at the Gate in Macbeth
is the best-known, and an article on Goethe contains some
interesting strictures on Carlyle, then just rising on the
literary horizon. In 1825 he returned to Grasmere, and
events soon drew him over the border. John Wilson had
lost his fortune, and he had been obliged to go to Edinburgh,
where his manly frankness and great generosity of heart
made him the successor of Scott in the regard of the city.
In 1817 Blackwood's Edinburgh Magazine was founded, with
Wilson and Lockhart as principal contributors. Up to this
time the life and morals of the people had been entrusted
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to the Whig periodical, the Edinburgh Review, and its Tory
counterblast, the Quarterly in London, and while these papers
collected and solidified much disconnected and sporadic
public opinion, their faults were equally wide. They were
marred by shallowness in spiritual matters, by bitterness in
criticism, and by a steadfast refusal to admit creative or
original work. Lockhart and Wilson were Tories, and they
wanted a Tory organ in Edinburgh which would include
the lighter type of imaginative literature. Wilson naturally
sought contributions from De Quincey, who, in 1830, gathered
his family about him and settled permanently in Edinburgh.
He was then forty-five years of age, and he remained in or
near the northern city until his death.

For the next ten years De Quincey continued his contribu-
tions both to Blackwood and to the Whig rival Tait's Edin-
burgh Magazine. In one or the other of these two journals
appeared the essay on Murder considered as one of the Fine
Arts (1827), Rhetoric (1828), The Cé&sars (1832), a novel
Klosterheim (1832), Autobiographic Sketches (1837), Revolt of
the Tartars (1837), the papers on Pope and Shakespeare (1838),
Syle (1840), and many others. Not much is known of De
Quincey's intimate domestic life, but his daughter's recol-
lections show him in the happiest family relations of his
life, watching his children grow up with affectionate care.
Eccentric, shy, timid and solitary he was, careless of money,
dress or the tongues of men, but he was gentle and lovable
as a husband and father. In 1837 his wife died, after one-
and-twenty years as the wife of a wayward genius, leaving
him in hisfifty-second year with six children, the eldest still
in her teens. This daughter, Margaret, took command of the
situation, and in 1840 they moved to a cottage at Lass wade,
about seven miles out of the city, where, with occasional
sojournings in Edinburgh, the Opium-Eater lived out the last
twenty years of his life.
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Though these later years show De Quincey in extreme
fragility of body, accentuated by frequent opium-crises, his
literary labours show no falling off; indeed he retained to
the end his splendid intellectual power. New articles ap-
peared in Tail and Blackwood: Suspiria De Profundis in
1845, The Spanish Military Nun and Joan of Arc in 1847,
The English Mail-Coach and The Vision of Sudden Death
in 1849. *" the 'fifties collected editions of his works were
issued both in England and America, and De Quincey himself
supervised a volume of Selections in 1853. But by this time
he was only a survivor of a former generation, the last repre-
sentative in Britain of agreat era: a " brain-worn veteran,"
is Prof. Masson's phrase. The well-loved Wilson died in
1854, six years before his feeble-bodied friend, and on
29th October, 1859, at the age of seventy-four, the Opium-
Eater sank peacefully to rest, dreaming even in his last hours
of childhood days in Manchester seventy years before.

WORKS
De Quincey's best-known contribution to literary criticism
is probably the distinction he draws in the Essay on Pope
between the " Literature of Knowledge " and the " Literature
of Power " :
The function of the first is—to teach ; the function of
the second is—to move ; the first is a rudder ; the second an

oar or a sail. The first speaks ultimately, it may happen,
to the higher understanding or reason, but always through

affections of pleasure or sympathy. . . . What do you learn
from Paradise Lost ? Nothing at all. What do you learn
from a Cookery Book ? Something new. . . . What you

oweto Miltonisnot any knowledge ; what you owe is power
—that is, exercise and expansion to your own latent capacity
of sympathy with the infinite, where every pulse and each
separate influx is a step upwards, a step ascending as upon
a Jacob's ladder from earth to mysterious altitudes above
the earth.
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These two threads are the safest landmarks in De Quincey's
own works, and they are the basis of the classification which
he attempted in the General Preface to the collected edition.
He distributes his writings into three classes: " First into
that class which proposes primarily to amuse the reader, but
which, in doing so, may or may not happen occasionally
to reach a higher station, at which the amusement passes
into an impassioned interest." To this class belong the
Autobiographic Sketches. The second contains " those papers
which address themselves purely to the understanding as
an insulated faculty; or do so primarily," such as the bio-
graphies and essays on history, theology, politics, and literary
criticism. " Finally, as a third class, and, in virtue of their
aim, as a far higher class of compositions,” he ranks " The
Confessions of an English Opium-Eater, and also (but more
emphatically) the Suspiria De Profundis”  These, he con-
tinues, are " modes of impassioned prose ranging under no
precedents that | am aware of in any literature." This
classification is useful as a guide to the characteristics of
De Quincey's genius, but, as with all clear-cut divisions, it is
not entirely safe. In the last chapter of his biography Prof.
Masson attempts another method, and adopts the three main
divisions: (i) Descriptive, Biographical, and Historical;
(ii) Speculative, Didactic, and Critical Writings; and
(iif) Imaginative Writings and Prose-Poetry; each with
appropriate sub-divisions, and allowing for some overlapping.

(i) DESCRIPTIVE, BIOGRAPHICAL, AND HISTORICAL

First in this class are the self-revelations in the Auto-
biographic Sketches and the Confessions, which form the basis
of our knowledge of De Quincey's inner life. Though
scattered in form, they contain a detailed psychological
revelation of his strange childhood and youth, mingled with
flashes of curious knowledge, and rising at times into splendid

12 B
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rhapsodies of prose-poetry. Then there are notices of the
lives of men of action and letters—Coleridge, Lamb, Wilson,
Hazlitt, Shakespeare, Pope, Shelley, and various Germans—
and the Recollections of the Lake Poets, The last named has
been the subject of much heart-burning on account of its
strictures on Wordsworth and Coleridge. It is written in
the style of a man thinking aloud. The tissue of the book
is bare : there is much anecdote and gossip; but the bulk of
it is discriminate portraiture, couched in a compound mood,
especialy in the case of Wordsworth, where respect struggles
with an elvish malice. There is bad taste and bad feeling
in the book, but there are passages of beautiful description—
the lakeland scenery, walks among the hills by night, the
music of the rivers—which are De Quincey's own peculiar
additions to the poetry of the Lake District.

Finally in this section there are the historical sketches
and descriptions—The Ccesars and The Essenes, various papers
on Greek and Roman History, and two narrative works which,
owing to the intermingling of the romantic element, Prof.
Masson ranks with the imaginative works: The Spanish
Military Nun and Revolt ofthe Tartars. The former is founded
in the main on authentic documents describing the adven-
tures in Spain and the New World of an escaped nun who
adopts the dress of a man, suffers shipwreck and hardships,
fights duels, and lives the life of a cavalier. The narrative
has been praised for its frolicsome humour and fulness of
detail, and some passages have real interest of situation and
incident, but as a whole it is apt to become tiring. The
Revolt of the Tartars is on a higher plane; it is a first-rate
piece of imaginative history. The story describes the escape
of awhole nation of Tartars out of Russia into China in 1770
and 17 71. The flight is accompanied by every horror of
thirst and battle—the hopeless struggle of men, women and
children with cold and disease, the relentless pursuit and
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unceasing attacks by a vast horde of half-civilised tribal
enemies who aid the army of Russia, until at last the
remnant are received kindly by the Chinese Emperor—and it
ends in a curious conflict in which pursuers and pursued
plunge into the Lake of Tengis in the double fury of slaughter
and the craving to drink. The romantic story, commonly
outside the range of the ordinary reader, the multitudes,
the vast distances, the tumult and agony, the sublime and
traditional names, appealed powerfully to De Quincey's im-
agination, and the events are described with a minuteness
and circumstantiality of detail that produces a remarkable
illusion of reality.

(i) SPECULATIVE, DIDACTIC, AND CRITICAL

From the voluminous writings of this second group, De
Quincey's reputation has crystallised out of the essays in
literary criticism. Of the papers on philosophy, theology,
politics, and political economy, scarcely anything survives
for modern readers, but, Prof. Masson asserts,

If De Quincey surpasses himself anywhere in his didactic
papers, it is in those that concern Literary Theory and
Criticism. No English writer has left a finer body of dis-
quisition on the science and principles of Literature than
will be found in De Quincey's genera papers—entitled
Rhetoric, Syle, and Language, and his Letters to a Young Man,
together with his more particular articles entitled Theory of
Greek Tragedy, The Antigone of Sophocles, Milton, Pope, and
On Wordsworth's Poetry.

The general mark of these critical writings is a combination
of sympathy with poetic power and the scientific attitude.
Considering their relatively small bulk they are wonderfully
rich in new and illuminating theory. The sense of the con-
fluence of thought and style, the theory of the dependence
of literary quality upon social conditions, eg. of the styles
of comedy on the security of civil life, point forward to the
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kind of literary criticism taken up by modern writers like
Hippolyte Taine, the French historian of our literature.
Passages like the famous one on the Literatures of Thought
and Power, and the proper conduct of allegorical figures,
remind us of Coleridge in their fertility of discrimination and
their instinct for the principles of literary effect. De Quincey,
in fact, was largely influenced by Wordsworth and Coleridge.
The theory that in the imagination the poet possesses the
power to penetrate below the surface ; that this power is
one with conscience and the sustaining mind in Nature ; that
in this we have the touchstone of poetry : this is first and
fundamental in De Quincey too. Furthermore, he saw that
poetic genius is hand-in-hand with moral genius, that all
kinds of literature revive ideals of hope and truth which,
if left to themselves, would languish for want of examples.
The whole of the long essay on Pope is a searching examina-
tion of his pretensions, first by the imaginative, and secondly
by the moral test, as if these two were the same thing in
different aspects. All the greatness in Pope, he says, comes
from his sub-conscious Christianity, and the unessential and
morally poor in his satire, especially on women, become
subjects in this paper of ethical disquisitions in which De
Quincey's power is seen at its best.

De Quincey was essentially a Romantic, and his critical
standpoint in this respect is worth some consideration for its
reflection in his works. Apologies for classic ideas at this
time were becoming increasingly prominent. The attack on
the school of Wordsworth, for instance, was not a trivial
one, and in their attempts to rebut his theories by classical
examples, Hazlitt, Landor, and Matthew Arnold had found
a powerful line of attack. It is summarised in Arnold's
Preface to his Poems in 1853. The eternal objects of poetry,
he says, are actions : human actions, great actions. And it
follows that of all the persons and stories with which the
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poet may deal, none have more power over men than the old
fables and figures of Greece. They are more impressive than
any modern personages or problems, for they are more noble,
and their actions are of greater interest. Hence the austere
restraint of Greek tragedy; the poet has no need to em-
broider the theme with his own feelings. To the Romantics
the images and thoughts in the minds of the characters are
the chief thing; the Greek regards the whole, and the con-
duct of the plot is his first consideration. This is the line
that Hazlitt follows in his onslaught on the Lake School,
and Landor takes up the theme in his Conversation between
Southey and Porson. Classic and Romantic may meet in
the supreme works of Art, such as King Lear, but there are
many in which the difference does remain, and Wordsworth,
as in the lines prefixed to The White Doe of Rylestone, deliber-
ately renounces the poetry of action.

What is interesting in De Quincey is the way in which he
joins issue with these critics on the merits of their models.
His case is presented in the essays on Milton, and on Keats's
Hyperion. Greek drama, he says, does not fathom all the
depths of the spirit, and so it falls below the Christian con-
ception of life. Only one Greek tragedy rises to sublimity—
the Prometheus of “Eschylus, and here the story comes down
from a darker mythology in the infancy of the race. These
models do not supply all we want; for the true sublime we
must go to Milton, or Keats's Hyperion. Wordsworth, like
these two, did not fashion his own mythology: he sent down
his plummet into the same depths from which the older stories
rise.  And if we want the poetry of action, we must create
such figures as Lear, who certainly is not classica. De
Quincey speaks only of the simplest poems of Wordsworth,
but he makes it clear that the romantic poet has his function :
he startles us into a sense of the mysterious infinity within
ourselves.
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(iii) IMAGINATIVE WRITINGS AND PROSE-POETRY

Of De Quincey's writings in this class little need be said;
the best of them have taken rank with the great literature
of England. They range from humorous extravaganzas like
On Murder considered as one of the Fine Arts, to novels and
romances, prose-phantasies, and lyrical ecstasies, while on
the grounds of imaginative power we might include from the
earlier class The Spanish Military Nun, the Revolt of the
Tartars, and Joan of Arc. On Murder considered as one of
the Fine Arts is a combination of ghastliness and humour,
both more than a little forced. It comprises two papers,
a lecture to students of the art, reviewing the different styles
of murder in a long historical retrospect, and a report of the
club dinner at which, to suitable accompaniments, toasts are
drunk to a number of great murderers. It is a good essay in
the incongruous—for a few pages, but for more it begins
to tire. The novel Klosterheim and the shorter romances,
largely based on German originals, are of the School of
Terror, recalling De Quincey's interest in ghosts, murders,
and mysteries. Fiction, however, was not his bent, though
his stories are all carefully written. He himself omitted
Klosterheim from the Collected Edition. It is in the Con-
fessions and the prose-fantasies—The Daughter of Lebanon,
The English Mail-Coach, and Suspiria de Profundis—that
De Quincey reaches his high-water mark. The dream ele-
ment and the lyrical prose of these works are dealt with in
the next two sections of the Introduction, and they are fully
represented in the text of thisvolume. In addition, however,
the student should note those parts of the Suspiria in which
De Quincey gives us not only a marvellous insight into
dreams, but brings us face to face with new creations of
his own. The common incidents of life are magnified into
majestic proportions, and they are used to sustain his sublime
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imagination. Dim and august shadows rise over the suffering
of men. " Levana," " Our Lady of Sighs,' " Our Lady of
Darkness/' are, Professor Masson says, a permanent addition
to the mythology of the race.

CHARACTERISTICS

In English literature De Quincey and opium are invariably
associated, meaning that he survives for most readers as a
writer of fantastic prose, a translator into English of wild
and splendid dreams. Actually the influence of opium on
the formation of these poetic dream-fancies is much exagger-
ated ; of equal effect on his imagination and style was his
natural dreaminess of manner, intensified by his tempera-
ment and habits. His childhood counts for much, and all
the characteristics of the dream-faculty can be traced in the
incidents related in the Autobiographic Sketches.

From his earliest days De Quincey was marked by an
unusual sensibility to outward impression. There was a
suggestion in the family that the death of his young sister
Jane was due in part to the brutal ill-treatment of a servant
in whose charge she had been left, and though the boy was
but one and a half years old, the feeling which came upon
him on seeing the person responsible was one " of shuddering
horror, as upon a first glimpse of the truth that | was in a
world of evil and strife." Five years later he was acquainted
with two unfortunate and weakly girls, the daughters of a
neighbouring clergyman, who were obscurely reported to be
idiots. They were hated and ill-treated by their mother,
and shortly before they fell ill and died the boy witnessed
atypical scene of domestic strife. The incidents magnified
themselves in his mind, and years after, reading the
Agamemnon of ~Eschylus, he recognised his childish emotions.
He found himself in Mycenae retracing the horrors with which
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he had invested the clergyman's dwelling in Manchester, and
he read again the sufferings which had darkened the days of
the unfortunate girls. Insuchincidentsis born De Quincey's
tragical pity for all the outcasts of mankind, the pariahs—
all those whom society rejects.

De Quincey early found that he had a strange and wonder-
fully vivid dream-faculty. There was something abnormal
in his psychology which enabled him to see the objects of
the inner vision as easily as of the outer. Elizabeth, his
favourite sister, died when he was six years old, and he relates
how he surreptitiously stole up to her room to see her face
once more. Fear fell upon him as a " solemn wind " began
to blow through the chamber " like a great audible symbol
of eternity," and he passed into a strange dream :

Instantly, when my ear caught this vast /olian intona-
tion, when my eye filled with the golden fulness of life, the
pomps of the heavens above, or the glory of theflowersbelow,
and turning when it settled upon the frost which overspread
my sister's face, instantly a trance fell upon me. A vault
seemed to open in the zenith of the far blue sky, a shaft
which ran up for ever. [, in spirit, rose asif on billows that
aso ran up the shaft for ever ; and the billows seemed to
pursue the throne of God ; but that aso ran before us and
fled away continually. The flight and the pursuit seemed
to go on for ever and ever. Frost gathering frost, some
Sarsar wind of death, seemed to repel me; some mighty
relation between God and death dimly struggled to evolve
itself from the dreadful antagonism between them ; shadowy
meanings even yet continue to exercise and torment, in
dreams, the deciphering oracle within me. | slept—for how
long | cannot say ; slowly | recovered my self-possession ;
and, when | woke, found myself standing, as before, close to
my sister's bed.

Such impressions of his childhood give the exact stamp of
his later imagination: the clearness and intensity of his
vision of physical things; the photographic veracity of his
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apprehension, particularly of Nature ; the power of painting
faces or objects on darkness with distinction. At times he
pases into a different key. He recdls the first emotions of
thisin his seventh year, when his dying father returned home :

The first notice of the approach was the sudden emerging
of horses' heads from the deep gloom of the shady lane ; the
next was the mass of white pillows against which the dying
patient was reclining. The hearse-like pace at which the
carriage moved recalled the overwhelming spectacle of that
funeral which had so lately formed part in the most memor-
able event of my life. But these elements of awe, that
might at any rate have struck forcibly upon the mind of a
child, were for me, in my condition of morbid nervousness,
raised into abiding grandeur by the antecedent experiences
of that particular summer night. The listening for hours
to the sounds from horses hoofs upon distant roads, rising
and falling, caught and lost, upon the gentle undulation of
such fitful airs as might be stirring—the peculiar solemnity
of the hours succeeding to sunset—the glory of the dying
day—the gorgeousness which, by description, so well | knew
of sunset in those West Indian islands from which my father
was returning—the knowledge that he returned only to die
—the almighty pomp in which .this great idea of Death
apparelled itself to my young sorrowing heart—the corre-
sponding pomp in which the antagonistic idea, not less
mysterious, of life, rose, asif on wings, amidst tropic glories
and floral pageantries, that scemed even more solemn and
pathetic than the vapoury plumes and trophies of mortality
—all this chorus of restlessimages, or of suggestive thoughts,
gave to my father's return, which ese had been fitted only
to interpose one transitory red-letter day in the calendar of
achild, the shadowy power of an ineffaceable agency among
my dreams.

Here is the artist of the dark sublime, the creator of images
strange, appalling, and grotesque, shrouded in obscurity or
weird twilight.

The opium-dreams are but a normal development from all
this. Their characteristic is a union of the visionary element
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with a fundamental grain of reality. Imagination is held
in check by science and psychology; indeed Prof. Masson's
objection is that the visions fail " by too much obtrusion
of the self-conscious in their construction/'—there is too
much obvious art. De Quincey is able to temper the agony
of his passion, to unfold it slowly. He laysit out, not piles
it on. Thereis much of interest to the psychologist—Ilong
and precise notations of the effects of opium at its worst—
but the outstanding impression is one of gorgeously terrible
pictures. Vast architectures rise before him, challenging the
stars; mysterious lakes, seas and oceans. Multitudes of
swaying faces emerge, now shaping themselves into passionate
memories from his childhood, now arranging themselves into
armies and processions advancing against the dreamer him-
self. Heis an alien amidst foreign and monstrous scenery,
Oriental or " Nilotic," and to accommodate the splendours
that fret his heart there is a terrifying enlargement of space
and time. Space swells to infinity, while he lives seventy
or a hundred years in a single night. The Confessions are
full of passages like this, and if we feel at times that the
diction is florid, the grandiloguence invariable and indis-
criminate, at others, more especialy in the Suspiria and the
Vision of Sudden Death, we must admit an art which seems
to compass the full scale of musical prose, cadences both
terrible and peaceful, " the sobbing of litanies, the thunder-
ing of organs, and the mustering of summer clouds."

Most other characteristics of De Quincey's genius have
already been touched upon. They were mainly determined
by the fact that all his work was written for periodical
literature. He was a polyhistor, what Prof. Elton cals a
" disher-up of curious, sometimes doubtful history and
erudition for the cultivated person who insists on having
whatisreadable."* Thedistinction of De Quincey's hundred

! Survey of English Literature, 1780-1830.
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and fifty articles and other compositions, apart from their
style, is not the astounding variety of subjects over which
they range, but the uniformly high level most of them main-
tain. He brought to bear on every problem a powerful and
original intellect. In analysis, interpretation and penetra-
tion, in narration and description, in argument and exposi-
tion, in the power to awaken fresh and vivid currents of
ideas and emotions, his genius was unequalled in its day,
and he imparted to all his works something personal and
distinctive. His prose is the mean of the practised thinker,
and he never writes of what he does not know. Behind every
article is a mind stored with a broad and comprehensive
knowledge. Occasionally there is a smell of the lamp, but
the pages of the old journals are lit up in his contributions
by flashes of striking originality, imaginative narration,
fancies of a rich and inventive brain, humour and pathos,
introspective biography—interesting details of his life and
work, his peculiarities, tastes, misfortunes, pleasures, and
recollections—and noble, moving disquisitions in exalted
thought and rhythmic phrase which approach the sublime.

STYLE

We learn much about De Quincey's own literary character-
istics from his critical writings on the theory of language and
style. Inthe essay on Syle he takes up as the expression of
profound truth a remark of Wordsworth's that in imagina-
tive writing style is not the " dress of thoughts," but their
" incarnation."  Coleridge, too, had recognised the intimacy
between manner and matter, and noticed the appropriate-
ness of word-music to thought,* but De Quincey worked the
proposition out and made it a primary truth for the first
time in English criticism. No-one before had started with

! S Diographia Literaria, xiv, xviii, xxii.
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so clear an apprehension of the fact that style and thought
can combine into athird thing :

If language were merely a dress, then you could separate
the two ; you could lay the thoughts on the left hand, the
language on the right. But generally speaking, you can no
more deal thus with poetic thoughts than you can with soul
and body. The union is too subtle, the intertexture too
ineffable—each co-existing not merely with the other, but
each in and through the other.

The case is more fully developed in the essay on Language.
We English, De Quincey asserts, always undervalue style;
we regard it as a secondary or even trivial concern, and we
read a book almost wholly for what it has to tell. In this
we overlook three capital points: that style has an absolute
value, and is a pleasant study apart from the subject; that
it makes all the difference in the world to the success of the
thoughts since it treats them in the best way to rekindle in
the mind a practical sense of their value—it illuminates a
matter to the understanding ; and thirdly, that there are
cases where the style actually becomes the incarnation of the
thoughts—it is an element in a fusion, and " a coefficient
that, being superadded to something else, absolutely makes
the thought as a third and separate existence." If therefore
we neglect style, we go near to abolishing a mode of existence.

Two things follow from this: the value of elaboration of
style, and the importance of imagery. Every capacious
mind when impassioned, De Quincey says, must seek a style
which is continuous, elaborate, and sustained—though this
does not mean that every mind must write so. In the essay
on Rhetoric there is a fine appreciation of Burke, and he is
praised first for his capaciousness, his large and fine under-
standing : " His great and peculiar distinction was that he
viewed all the objects of the understanding under more

i Syle, Blackwood, 18 o.
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relations than other men, and under more complex relations."
Now one cannot hold everything in relation without helping
oneself by the use of concrete images, so the great mind will
think through images, which amplify and dignify the thought.
In practice there is no writer who understands better than
De Quincey how the imagery may spread splendour over the
thought.  One of the finest passages in Recollections of the Lake
Poets is that which tells of the deaths of George and Sarah
Green in a snowstorm on the hills. They leave six young
children in a snow-bound cottage, and the piece describes in
pathetic detail how the eldest daughter realises that some-
thing has happened to her father, and does all she can to
sustain her brothers and sisters. Eventually she goes to the
nearest house, and then as the weeping child tells her tale—
" No tongue can express the fervid sympathy which travelled
through the vale, like fire in an American forest." This is
the short, vivid simile—the flashing instantaneously on the
mind one sharp-glittering phrase, just that vital aspect of a
scene which calls up all the rest.  And De Quincey is equally
skilled at beating it out into a long analogy for effect—the
art of painting a word-picture in full detail—as he does with
great power in the description of Charles Lloyd in the same
book.

Again and again De Quincey returns to this theme of the
elaborate style: Lord Bacon lacks the impulse of Burke's
passion, his sentences are " not plants, but seeds; not oaks
but acorns."® Southey, he says, is justly praised for his
" plain, manly, unaffected English," but because of this
manner, when occasion arises for impassioned fervour or
splendid declamation his style betrays its want of that
perfect eloquence which instinctively seeks the periodic
structure.?  Hazlitt is " not eloquent,” because he is " dis-
continuous ; his thoughts are abrupt, insulated, capricious,

! Rhetoric, note on J. Taylor. 2 The Lake Poets,
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and non-sequacious." And Lamb similarly—who has an
imagination ideally sound and a dramatic intellect and taste
in perfection—Ilacks that constitution of mind which delights
in the slow, stately unfolding of a situation. So on occasions
requiring a long ascent on untired pinion, " he refuses him-
self invariably," and, for the same reason, he has no sym-
pathy with the " solemn planetary wheelings of Paradise
Lost"* In all this De Quincey is pleading for a compre-
hensive style, which includes the short sentence when the
matter requires. The simple and the plain are both good,
and indispensable, but so is the pomp and splendour. De
Quincey often uses the concise style in his own works. The
essay on Casuistry, which discusses the vexed question of
conduct—thejustification of killing prisoners of war, suicide,
and usury—is a model of argument and erudition : the theme
advances by short, decisive moves, and dialogue is skilfully
used to vary and change the gist of the style. The same
thing is done with great effect in the Opium-Eater :

And what am | doing amongst the mountains ? Taking
opium. Yes; but what ese? Why, reader, in 1812, the
year we are now arrived at, aswell as for some years previous,
I have been chiefly studying German metaphysics, in the
writings of Kant, Fichte, Schelling, &c. And how, and in
what manner, do | live ? In short, what class or description
of mendo | belongto ? | am at this period—viz. in 1812—
living in a cottage; and with a single femde servant
(honi soit qui mal y pense), who, amongst my neighbours,
passes by the name of my " housekeeper/'

But though De Quincey's style includes the short and
concise manner, his famous style is that of the visions. The
Periodic Style is of two main kinds—that of Johnson and
that of Burke. In Burke, balance and antithesis and
paralels hang, as it were, against each other, or branch off

1 Review of Tafourd's Final Memorials of Charles Lamb.
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from each other; in Johnson they hang dead like scales.
Take any sentence you please from Dr Johnson, De Quincey
says in the essay on Rhetoric,

and it will be found to contain a thought, good or bad, fully
preconceived. Whereas in Burke, whatever may have been
the preconception, it receives a new determination or in-
flexion at every clause of the sentence. Some collateral
adjunct of the main proposition, some temperament or
restraint, some oblique glance at its remote affinities, will
invariably be found to attend the progress of his sentences,
like the spray from a waterfall, or the scintillations from
the iron under the blacksmith's hammer. Hence whilst a
writer of Dr Johnson's class ssems only to look back upon
his thoughts, Burke looks forward, and does in fact advance
and change his own station concurrently with the advance
of the sentences.

The vital kind of periodic prose comes down from Jeremy
Taylor and Sir Thomas Browne through Burke to De Quincey,
and thence to Ruskin. De Quincey's style, too, is dynamic,
—circling, yet ever moving on. But heis distinguished from
the others of his class by two features: the unevenness of
his style—the frequent drop from the sublime to the trivial,
the habit of mixing solemnity with the jocular vein—and
his digressiveness, which alloys impassioned eloquence with
an element of fertile rhetoric. Rhetoric and Eloquence are
carefully distinguished by De Quincey :
By Eloquence, we understand the overflow of powerful
feelings upon occasions fitted to excite them. But Rhetoric
isthe art of aggrandizing and bringing out into strong relief,
by means of various and striking thoughts, some aspect of

truth which of itself is supported by no spontaneous feelings,
and therefore rests upon artificial aids.*

Rhetoric is used to convince the understanding ; eloquence
to move the feelings. De Quincey combines both intellect
and passion, and so his style is a slow, stately march which

! Essay on Rhetoric.
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resembles that of Jeremy Taylor and Sir Thomas Browne.
And yet he is like neither of these two. Taylor, he says, is
" restless, fervid, aspiring, scattering abroad a prodigality of
life"; Browne is " deep, tranquil, and majestic." The
energy of De Quincey's passion has a lower pulse than that
of Taylor, and prodigality is not one of his notes; neither is
he tranquil. The images in his dreams are tumultuous and
streaming, but he always seems to be suffering, not creating
these dreams, to be the spectator of his own imagination as
if it were other than his own. The attitude of the dreamer
is his characteristic attitude, and so there is not in him the
violent clash between intellect and passion, as in Taylor,
simply because the passion is not strong enough. De Quincey
is ever a shy, sensitive, sympathetic spirit, and the intellectual
parts and the passions in him merge and blend. Sometimes
the passion is suspended while the intellect plays on—hence
the digressiveness : the digressions serve to lead up to, or
away from, the passions.

Lastly we have to consider De Quincey as a master of
melodious prose. There are certain qualities in his style
which approximate to the effects of music, to which he was
unusually responsive. The deficiency of Lamb, that he had
no sense of the rhythmical in prose composition, De Quincey
ascribes to the fact that " the sense of music was utterly
obliterated as with a sponge by nature herself from Lamb's
organisation/”™ And in the Opium-Eater he tells us of his
visits to the Opera House; how he thrilled with pleasure to
hear the angelic Grassini:

Shiveringwith expectation | sat, when the time drew near
for her golden epiphany ; shivering | rose from my sedt,
incapable of rest, when that heavenly and harp-like voice
sang its own victorious welcome. | question whether any
Turk, of all that ever entered the paradise of opium-eaters,
can have had half the pleasure | had.

! Review of Talfourd's Final Memorials of Charles Lamb.
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These musical qualities in De Quincey's prose may be
summarised as follows :

(i) The law of ebb-and-flow, which is elaborated in the
essay on Keats, is always observed. Every great work of
art, he says, tends after distress and tumult to end in peace :

Peace, then, severe tranquillity, the brooding calm, or
7a7M? of the Greeks, is the final key into which all the
storms of passion modulate themselves in the hands of great
poets. All tumult is for the sake of rest—tempest, but the

harbinger of calm—and suffering, good only as the condition
of permanent repose.

(ii) The artistic use of the principle of antagonism, or
contrast, which De Quincey finds in Paradise Lost when
images of great architectural grandeur are made to arise
in the solitude and remoteness of Paradise, is a common
device in his own work. This is the secret of the essay
On the Knocking at the Gate in Macbeth, his best-known con-
tribution to Shakespearian criticism. He arrives at the con-
clusion that antagonism is the explanation of the perplexity
he has always felt over this point. During the scene the
murderers are taken " out of the region of human things,
human purposes, human desires. They are transfigured "—
we must feel that they are cut off by an immeasurable gulf
from the world of ordinary life. And this is conveyed to us
when the deed is done by the reaction following the knocking
at the gate: we are conscious of "the re-establishment of the
goings-on of the world in which we live." A frequent trick
of De Quincey's composition is to turn aside from a narrative
and deviate into a psychological dissection of his emotion at
the time. In the passage referred to above,? when the little
child steals in awe to the death-chamber of his sister, the
dramatic suspense is heightened by a pause of several pages
while he considers why death should be more appalling in

1 » Dr Samuel Parr,” Blackwood, Jan. 1831. 2  See page xxiv.
12C
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summer than in winter. Almost all the ecstasies of lyrical
prose are preceded by contrasting passages of simple, incisive
language. In the Opium-Eater the eastern visions are intro-
duced by a long dialectical disquisition on the causes of his
horror of Chinese manners and modes of life and scenery.
It is very cunningly done—he leads up to the point of ten-
sion, and then at the breathless moment there is a sharp,
sudden, assailing note of antagonism, intensifying all that
has gone before.

(iii) De Quincey is peculiar among English prose-writers
up to his time in the careful and conscious elaboration of
his rhythm. " Rhythm," he says, " is not only the cause of
impassioned feeling, but the subtle ally of it." Itis easy to
discover in his work elaborate patterns and chains of words
which actually fall into stanzas—strophe and antistrophe ;
and with these solemn and intricate paces of rhythm there
is always the word-music. De Quincey had a fine sensibility
for sound, and he understood the sonorous aspects of our
literature. Brougham advised students of the grand style
to keep to the Saxon element in English. De Quincey's
deliberate choice when he needs the higher harmonies is often
an unusually learned combination of Latin, or Greek, or other
polysyllabic words. He is not only a master of pronunci-
ability, Prof. Masson says, " mere pronunciability was not
enough for him, and musical beauty had to be superadded.”

(iv) De Quincey also makes an heroic attempt in his prose
at appropriating the power of music in the management of
the subject-matter. He goes so far as to call one of the
parts of the Vision of Sudden Death a " dream-fugue." A
fugue is a piece of music in which the melody is repeated by
different parts until all have sounded, which is the end of
the first variation, when episodes, or passages open to free
treatment, are introduced. This continual recurrence of the
same subject in different modifications seemed to De Quincey
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to correspond to the way in which the mind is persecuted by
a scene or an idea in a dream. The Vision of Sudden Death
begins characteristically with a sober dissertation on the
fact that death is most painful when it offers, or seems to
offer, a chance of escape, and it is still more so when one
flinches from the occasion and death descends through our
default. This leads to a picture of the midnight coach before
the Post Office at Manchester, bound for Glasgow. De
Quincey is the only outside passenger, and when the driver
has fallen asleep he sees approaching a slightly-built gig,
with a woman in it. This is one of the great instances of
De Quincey's management of suspense. We are given the
whole chain of the argument, his frantic efforts to seize the
reins, an exact notation of every movement and gesture of
the threatened man, avivid sense of the torrential speed and
the shock of the actual occurrence. Then comes the fugue
—all the incidents and images in his memory connected with
coaches mingle together in his dreams, continually repeating
the central incident. He is in a ship bearing down on a
pinnace containing the woman of the gig, or he is lying in
a boat anchored by the seashore when over the sands comes
running the woman of the accident, and in a panic she
sinks into the quicksands. Though the piece is overdone and
full of false notes, though it emphasises De Quincey's terrible
incapacity for humour, it is an interesting experiment. Itis
an attempt in the anarchy or mosaic of his dreams to use
the utmost effects of music for a colossal form of impassioned
horror. We are swept on from movement to movement until
all the threads are gathered up, as it were, in a magnificent
orchestral climax. Itisnot word-painting, but word-music:
the emotions are thrilled by direct sensuous appeal. And
the same effect can be traced in all his most exquisite
passages. " They are intended to be musical compositions
in which the words have to play the part of notes in music.
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They are impassioned, not in the sense of expressing any
definite sentiment, but because, from the structure and
combination of the sentences, they harmonise with certain
phases of emotion."* Mrs Browning, speaking of one of
De Quincey's articles, said that her eyes did not read it,
but that her "heart trembled through it from end to end."

(v) The last musical character, particularly in the visions,
is the use of indeterminate outlines, the shadowiness of the
characters. Presences and faces we cannot see rise out of
the vast architectures and mysterious lakes, the chasms and
sunless abysses :

Then suddenly would come a dream of far different char-
acter—a tumultuous dream—commencing with a music such
as now | often heard in degp—music of preparation and
of awakening suspense.  The undulations of fast-gathering
tumults were like the opening of the Coronation Anthem ;
and, like that, gave the feeling of a multitudinous move-
ment, of infinite cavalcades filing off, and the tread of
innumerable armies. The morning was come of a mighty
day—a day of crisis and of ultimate hope for human nature,
then suffering mysterious eclipse, and labouring in some
dread extremity.

This is the power which gives solemnity to the history of
Carlyle, and dignity and splendour to the work of Ruskin,
Tennyson, and Browning. There is something in it of the
force and appeal found as a rule only in the finest verse.
Like that it " steals upon the soul with music, dies off, and
leaves it satisfied." It suggests that Infinity which Ruskin
describes as a kind of " Typical Beauty "—of all visible
things " the least material, the least finite, the farthest with-
drawn from the earth prison-house, most typical of the nature
of God, the most suggestive of the glory of His dwelling-
place." ?

! Ledie Stephen, Hoursina Library.
2 Modern Painters I,



SELECTIONS
AUTOBIOGRAPHY

DE QUINCEY'S SCHOOLDAYS

IT was in the closing autumn (or rather in the opening
winter) of 1800 that my first introduction took place
to the Manchester Grammar School. The school-room
showed already in its ample proportions some hint of
its pretensions as an endowed school, or school of 5
that classwhich | believe peculiar to England. To this
limited extent had the architectural sense of power been
timidly and parsimoniously invoked. Beyond that,
nothing had been attempted ; and the dreary expanse
of white-washed walls, that at so small a cost might 10
have been embellished by plaster-of-Paris friezes and
large medallions, illustrating to the eye of the youthful
student the most memorable glorifications of literature
—these were bare as the walls of a poor-house or a
lazaretto ; buildings whose functions, as thoroughly 15
sad and gloomy, the mind recoils from drawing into
relief by sculpture or painting. But this building was
dedicated to purposes that were noble. The naked walls
clamoured for decoration: and how easily might tablets
have been moulded—exhibiting (as a first homage to 20
literature) Athens, with the wisdom of Athens, in the
person of Pisistratus, concentrating the general energies
upon therevisal and re-casting of thelliad.  Or (second)
the Athenian captivesin Sicily, within the fifth century
B.C., as winning noble mercy for themselves by some 25

Repeated air
Of sad Electra's poet.
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Such, and so sudden, had been the oblivion of earthly
passions wrought by the contemporary poet of Athens
thatinamoment thewrath of Sicily, withall itshillows,
ran down into a heavenly calm; and he that could

5 plead for his redemption no closer relation to Euripides
than the accident of recalling some scatterings from
his divine verses suddenly found his chains dropping
to the ground, and himself, that in the morning had
risen a despairing dave in a stone-quarry, translated

10 at once as a favoured brother into a palace of Syracuse.
Or, again, how easy to represent (third) " the great
Emathian conqueror,” that in the very opening of his
career, whilst visiting Thebes with vengeance, neverthe-
less relented at the thought of literature, and

15 Bade spare

The house of Pindarus, when temple and tower
Went to the ground.

Alexander might have been represented amongst the
colonnades of some Persian capital — Ecbatana or
20 Babylon, Susa or Persepolis—in the act of receiving
from Greece, as a nuzzur more awful than anything
within the gift of the " barbaric East," ajewelled casket
containing the lliad and the Odyssey; creations that
already have lived almost aslong as the Pyramids.

25 PuritanicaDy bald and odious, therefore, in my eyes,
was the hall up which my guardian and myself paced
solemnly—though not Miltonically " riding up to the
Soldan's chair,” yet, in fact, within a more limited
kingdom, advancing to the chair of a more absolute

30 despot. This potentate was the headmaster, or archi-
didascalus, of the Manchester Grammar School; and
that school was variously distinguished. It was
(1) ancient, having in fact been founded by a bishop
of Exeter in an early part of the sixteenth century, so
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as to be now, in 1856, more than 330 yearsold ; (2) it
was rich, and was annually growing richer ; and (3) it
was dignified by a beneficial relation to the magnificent
University of Oxford.

The headmaster at that time was Mr Charles Lawson. 5
In former editions of this work | created him a doctor ;
my object being to evade too close an approach to the
realities of the case, and consequently to personalities,
which (though indifferent to myself) would have been
in some cases displeasing to others. A doctor, however, 10
Mr Lawson was not; nor in the account of law a clergy-
man. Yet most people, governed unconsciously by
the associations surrounding their composite idea of a
dignified schoolmaster, invested him with the clerical
character. Andinreality he had taken deacon's orders 15
in the Church of England. But not the less he held
himself to be a layman, and was addressed as such by
all his correspondents of rank, who might be supposed
best to understand the technical rules of English
etiquette. Etiquette in such cases cannot entirely 20
detach itself from law. Now, in English law, as was
shown in Home Tooke's case, the rule is, "Once a
clergyman, and always a clergyman.” The sacred char-
acter with which ordination clothes a man is indelible.
But, on the other hand, who is a clergyman ? Not he 25
that has taken simply the initial orders of a deacon,—
so at least | have heard,—but he that has taken the
second and full orders of a priest. If otherwise, then
there was a great mistake current amongst Mr Lawson's
friends in addressing him as an esquire. 50

Squire or not a squire, however, parson or not a
parson—whether sacred or profane—Mr Lawson was in
some degree interesting by his position and his recluse
habits. Life was over with him, for its hopes and for
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itstrials. Or at most onetrial yet awaited him ; which
was—to fight with a painful malady, and fighting to
die. He still had his dying to do: he was in arrear
as to that: dse all was finished. It struck me (but,
5 with such limited means for judging, | might easily be
wrong) that his understanding was of a narrow order.
His senior alumni were always working their way
through some great scenic poet that had shaken the
stage of Athens; and more than one of his classes,
io never ending, still beginning, were daily solacing him
with the gaieties of Horace, in his Epistles or in his
Satires.  The Horatian jests indeed to him never grew
old. On coming to the plagosus Orbilius, or any other
sally of pleasantry, he still threw himself back in his
15 arm-chair, as he had done through fifty years, with what
seemed heart-shaking bursts of sympathetic merriment.
Mr Lawson, indeed, could afford to be sincerely mirthful
over the word plagosus. There are gloomy tyrants,
exulting in the discipline of fear, to whom and to whose
20 pupilsthisword must call up remembrancestoo degrad-
ing for any but affected mirth. Allusions that are too
fearfully personal cease to be subjects of playfulness.
Sycophancy only it is that laughs; and the artificial
merriment is but the language of shrinking and grovel-
25 ling deprecation. Different, indeed, was the condition
of the Manchester Grammar School. It was honourable
both to the masters and the upper boys, through whom
only such a result was possible, that in that school,
during my knowledge of it (viz. during the closing year
30 of the eighteenth century and the two opening years
of the nineteenth), all punishments that appealed to
the sense of bodily pain had fallen into disuse; and
this at a period long before any public agitation had
begun to stir in that direction. How then was dis-
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cipline maintained ? It was maintained through the
self-discipline of the senior boys, and through the
efficacy of their example, combined with their system
of rules. Noble are the impulses of opening manhood
where they are not utterly ignoble: at that period, | 5
mean, when the poetic sense begins to blossom, and
when boys are first made sensible of the paradise that
lurks in female smiles. Had the school been entirely
a day-school, too probableit is that the vulgar brawling
tendencies of boys left to themselves would have pre-10
vailed. But it happened that the elder section of the
school—those on the brink of manhood, and by in-
calculable degrees the more scholar-like section, all who
read, meditated, or began to kindle into the love of
literature—were boarders in Mr Lawson's house. The 15
students, therefore, of the house carried an overwhelm-
ing influence into the school. They were bound together
by links of brotherhood ; whereas the day-scholars were
disconnected. Over and above this, it happened luckily
that there was no playground, not the smallest, attached 20
to the school; that is, none was attached to the upper
or grammar school. But there was aso, and resting on
the same liberal endowment, a lower school, where the
whole machinery of teaching was applied to the lowest
mechanical accomplishments of reading and writing. 25
The hall in which this servile business was conducted
ran under the upper school; it was, therefore, | pre-
sume, a subterraneous duplicate of the upper hall.
And, since the upper rose only by two or three feet
above the level of the neighbouring streets, the lower 30
school should naturally have been at a great depth
below these streets. In that case it would be a dark
crypt, such as we s under some cathedrals; and it
would have argued a singular want of thoughtfulness
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in the founder to havelaid one part of his establishment
under an original curse of darkness. As the access to
this plebeian school lay downwards through long flights
of steps, | never found surplus energy enough for in-
5 vestigating the problem. But, as the ground broke
away precipitously at that point into lower levels, |
presume, upon consideration, that the subterranean
crypt will be found open on one side to visitations from
sun and moon. So that, for this base mechanic school

10 there may, after all, have been a playground. But for
ours in the upper air, | repeat, there was none ; not so
much as would have bleached a lady's pocket-hand-
kerchief ; and this one defect carried along with it
unforeseen advantages.

15 LordBacon it iswho notices the subtle policy which
may lurk in the mere external figure of a table. A
square table, having an undeniable head and foot, two
polar extremities of what is highest and lowest, a peri-
helion and an aphelion, together with equatorial sides,

20 opens at a glance a large career to ambition ; whilst a
circular table sternly represses all such aspiring dreams,
and so does a triangular table. Yet, if the triangle
should be right-angled, then the Lucifer seated at the
right angle might argue that he subtended all the tenants

25 of the hypothenuse; being, therefore, as much nobler
than they as Atlas was nobler than the globe which he
carried. It was, by the way, some arrangement of this
nature which constituted the original feature of dis-
tinction in John o' Groat's house, and not at all (as

30 most people suppose) the high northern latitude of this
house. John, it seems, finished the feuds for preced-
ency, not by legislating this way or that, but by cutting
away the possibility of such feuds through the assist-
ance of around table. The same principle must have
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guided King Arthur amongst his knights, Charlemagne
amongst his paladins, and sailors in their effectua
distribution of the peril attached to a mutinous remon-
strance by the admirable device of a " round-robin."
Even two little girls, as Harrington remarks in his 5
Oceana, have oftentimes hit upon an expedient, through
pure mother-wit, more effectual than all the schools
of philosophy could have suggested, for insuring the
impartial division of an orange; which expedient is
that either of the two shall divide, but then that the 10
other shall have the right of choice. Y ou divide, and |
choose. Such is the formula; and an angel could not
devise a more absolute guarantee for the equity of the
division than by thus forcing the divider to become the
inheritor of any possible disadvantages that he may 15
have succeeded in creating by his own act of division.
In all these cases one seemingly trivial precaution
opens, in the next stage, into a world of irresistible
consequences. And, in our case, an effect not less
disproportionate followed out of that one accident, 20
apparently so slight, that we had no playground. We
of the seniority, who, by thoughtfulness, and the con-
scious dignity of dealing largely with literature, were
aready indisposed to boyish sports, found, through the
defect of a playground, that our choice and our pride 25
were also our necessity. Even the proudest of us
benefited by that coercion ; for many would ese have
sold their privilege of pride for an hour's amusement,
and have become, at least, occasional conformists. A
day more than usually fine, a trial of skill more than 30
usualy irritating to the sense of specia superiority,
would have seduced most of us in the end into the
surrender of our exclusiveness. Indiscriminate famili-
arity would have followed as an uncontrollable result;
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since to mingle with others in common acts of business
may leave the sense of reserve undisturbed: but all
reserve gives way before a common intercourse in
pleasure. As it was, what with our confederation
5 through house-membership, what with our reciprocal
sympathies in the problems suggested by books, we
had become a club of boys (amongst whom might be
four or five that were even young men, counting
eighteen or nineteen years) atogether as thoughtful
10 and as self-respecting as can often exist even amongst
adults. Even the subterraneous school contributed
something to our self-esteem. It formed a subordinate
section of our own establishment, that kept before our
eyes, by force of contrast, the dignity inherent in our
15 own constitution. Its object was to master humble
accomplishmentsthat wefe within thereach of mechanic
efforts: everything mechanic is limited ; whereas we
felt that our object, even if our name of grammar school
presented that object in what seemed too limited a
20 shape, was substantially noble, and tended towards the
infinite. But in nolongtimel cameto se that, asto
the name, we were all of us under a mistake. Being
asked what agrammar school indicates, what it professes
to teach, there is scarcely any man who would not
25 reply, " Teach ? why, it teachesgrammar: what dse ?"
But this is a mistake : as | have esewhere explained,
grammatica in this combination does hot mean grammar
(though grammar adso obeys the movements of a most
subtle philosophy), but literature. L ook into Suetonius.
30 Those " grammatici * whom he memorialises as an order
of men flocking to Rome in the days of the Flavian
family, were not grammarians at all, but what the
French by a comprehensive name style litterateurs—
thatis, they weremenwho (1) studiedliterature, (2) who
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taught literature, (3) who practically produced litera-
ture. And, upon the whole, grammatica is perhaps
the least objectionable Latin equivalent for our word
literature.

Two or three days after my inaugural examination 5
—vViz. on the Sunday following—I transferred myself
to headquarters at Mr Lawson's house. About nine
o'clock in the evening, | was conducted by a servant
up ashort flight of stairs, through a series of gloomy and
unfurnished little rooms, having small windows but no 10
doors, to the common room (as in Oxford it would
technically be caled) of the senior boys. Everything
had combined to depress me. To leave the society of
accomplished women—that was already a signal priva-
tion. The season besides was rainy, which in itself 15
is a sure source of depression; and the forlorn aspect
of the rooms completed my dejection. But the scene
changed as the door was thrown open : faces kindling
with animation became visible; and from a company
of boys, numbering sixteen or eighteen, scattered about 20
the room, two or three, whose age entitled them to the
rank of leaders, came forward to receive me with a
courtesy which | had not looked for. The grave kind-
ness and the absolute sincerity of their manner impressed
me most favourably. | had lived familiarly with boys 25
gathered from all quarters of the island at the Bath
Grammar School: and for some time (when visiting
Lord Altamont at Eton) with boys of the highest
aristocratic pretensions. At Bath and at Eton, though
not equally, there prevailed a tone of higher polish; 30
and in the air, speech, deportment of the majority
could be traced at once a premature knowledge of the
world. They had indeed the advantage over my new
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friends in graceful self-possession; but, on the other
hand, the best of them suffered by comparison with
these Manchester boys in the qualities of visible sdf-
restraint and of self-respect. At Eton high rank was
5 distributed pretty liberally; but in the Manchester
school the parents of many boys were artisans, or of
that rank; some even had sisters that were menial
servants; and those who stood higher by pretensions
of birth and gentle blood were, at the most, the sons of
io rural gentry or of clergymen. And | believe that, with
the exception of three or four brothers, belonging to
a clergyman's family at York, all were, like mysdlf,
natives of Lancashire. At that time my experience was
too limited to warrant me in expressing any opinion,
15 one way or the other, upon the relative pretensions—
moral and intellectual—of the several provinces in our
island. But since then | have seen reason to agree
with the late Dr Cooke Taylor in awarding the pre-
eminence, as regards energy, power to face suffering,
20 and other high qualities, to the natives of Lancashire.
Even a century back, they were distinguished for the
culture of refined tastes. In musical skill and sens-
bility, no part of Europe, with the exception of a few
places in Germany, could pretend to rival them: and,
25 accordingly, even in Handel's days, but for the chorus-
singers from Lancashire, his oratorios must have re-
mained a treasure, if not absolutely seded, at any rate
most imperfectly revealed.
In after years, when an undergraduate at Oxford, |
30 had an opportunity of reading as it were in amirror the
characteristic pretensions and the average success of
many celebrated schools.  Such amirror | found in the
ordinary conversation and in the favourite reading of
young gownsmen belonging to the many different
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colleges of Oxford. Generally speaking, each college
had a filial connection (strict or not strict) with some
one or more of our great public schools. These,
fortunately for England, are diffused through all her
counties: and, as the main appointments to the capital 5
offices in such public schools are often vested by law in
Oxford or Cambridge, this arrangement guarantees a
sound system of teaching; so that any failures in the
result must presumably be due to theindividual student.
Failures, on the whole, | do not suppose that there 10
were. Classica attainments that might be styled even
splendid were not then, nor are now, uncommon. And
yet in one great feature many of those schools, even
the very best, when thustried by their fruits, left apain-
ful memento of failure; or rather not of failure as in 15
relation to any purpose that they steadily recognised,
but of wilful and intentional disregard, as towards a
purpose alien from any duty of theirs, or any task which
they had ever undertaken—a failure, namely, in rela-
tion to modern literature—aneglect to unroll its mighty 20
charts: and amongst this modern literature a specia
neglect (such as ssems almost brutal) of our own English
literature, though pleading its patent of precedency in a
voice so trumpet-tongued. To myself, whose homage
ascended night and day towards the great altars of 25
English Poetry or Eloquence, it was shocking and
revolting to find in high-minded young countrymen,
burning with sensibility that sought vainly for a corre-
sponding object, deep unconsciousness of an all-suffi-
cient object—namely, in that great inheritance of our 3°
literature which sometimes kindled enthusiasm in our
public enemies. How painful to sse or to know that
vast revelations of grandeur and beauty are wasting
themselves for ever—forests teeming with gorgeous life,
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floral wildernesses hidden inaccessibly ; whilst, at the
same time, in contra-position to that evil, behold a
corresponding evil—viz. that with equal prodigality
the great capacities of enjoyment are running aso to
5 waste, and are everywhere burning out unexercised—
waste, inshort, intheworld of thingsenjoyable, balanced
by an equal waste in the organs and the machineries of
enjoyment! This picture—would it not fret the heart
of an Englishman ? Some years (say twenty) after the
10 era of my own entrance at that Oxford which then
furnished me with records so painful of slight regard
to our national literature, behold at the court of
London a French ambassador, a man of genius blazing
(as some people thought) with nationality, but, in fact,
15 with something inexpressibly nobler and deeper—viz.
patriotism. For true and unaffected patriotism will
show its love in a noble form by sincerity and truth.
But nationality, as | have aways found, is mean; is
dishonest; is ungenerous; is incapable of candour ;
20 and, being continually beseged with temptations to
falsehood, too often ends by becoming habitually
mendacious. This Frenchman above all things valued
literature: hisown trophies of distinctionwere all won
upon that field: and yet, when called upon to review
25 the literature of Europe, he found himself conscienti-
ously coerced into making his work a mere monument
to the glory of one man, and that man the son of a
hostile land. The name of Milt<jn, in his estimate,
swallowed up all others.  This Frenchman was Chateau-
30 briand. The persona splendour which surrounded
him gave a corresponding splendour to his act. And,
because he, as an ambassador, was a representative
man, this act might be interpreted as a representative
act. The tutelary genius of France in this instance
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might be regarded as bending before that of England.
But homage so free, homage so noble, must be inter-
preted and received in a corresponding spirit of gener-
osity. It was not, like the testimony of Balaam on
behalf of Israel, an unwilling submission to a hateful 5
truth: it was a concession, in the spirit of saintly
magnanimity, to an interest of human nature that, as
such, transcended by many degrees all considerations
merely national.

Now, then, with this unlimited devotion to one great 10
luminary of our literary system emblazoned so con-
spicuously in the testimony of a Frenchman—that is,
of one trained, and privileged to be a public enemy—
contrast the humiliating spectacle of young Englishmen
suffered (so far as their training is concerned) to ignore 15
the very existence of this mighty poet. Do | mean,
then, that it would have been advisable to place the
Paradise Lost, and the Paradise Regained, and the
Samson, in the library of schoolboys ? By no means.
That mode of sensibility which deals with the Miltonic 20
sublimity is rarely developed in boyhood. And these
divine works should in prudence be reserved to the
period of mature manhood. But then it should be
made known that they are so reserved, and upon what
principle of reverential regard for the poet himself. 25
In the meantime, selections from Milton, from Dryden,
from Pope, and many other writers, though not every-
where appreciable by those who have but small experi-
ence of life, would not generally transcend the intellect
or sensibility of a boy sixteen or seventeen years old. 30

The reproach fell heavily, as my own limited experi-
ence inclined me to fear, upon most of our great public
schools, otherwise so admirably conducted. But from
the Manchester Grammar School any such reproach

2p
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altogether rebounded. My very first conversation with
the boys had arisen naturally upon a casua topic, and
had shown them to be tolerably familiar with the out-
line of the Christian polemics in the warfare with Jew,

5 Mahometan, Infidel, and Sceptic. But this was an ex-
ceptional case; and naturally it happened that most
of us sought for the ordinary subjects of our conversa
tional discussonsin literature—viz. in our own native
literature. Here it was that | learned to feel a deep
10 respect for my new school-fellows. deep it was, then;
and a larger experience has made it deeper. | have
since known many literary men; men whose profession
was literature ; who were understood to have dedicated
themselves to literature ; and who sometimes had with
15 some one specia section or little nook of literature an
acquaintance critically minute. But amongst such men

I have found but three or four who had a knowledge
which came as near to what | should consider a compre-
hensive knowledge as really existed amongst those boys
20 collectively. What one boy had not, another had ; and
thus, by continual intercourse, the fragmentary con-
tribution of one being integrated by the fragmentary
contributions of others, gradually the attainments of
exch separate individual became, in some degree, the
25 collective attainments of the whole senior common
room. It is true, undoubtedly, that some parts of
literature were inaccessible, simply because the books
were inaccessible to boys at school—for instance,
Froissart in the old translation by Lord Berners, now
30 more than three centuries old; and some parts were,
tothe young, essentially repulsive. But, measuring the
general qualifications by that standard which | have
since found to prevail amongst professional litterateurs,

| felt more respectfully towards the majority of my
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senior school-fellows than ever | had fancied it possible
that | should find occasion to feel towards any boys
whatever. My intercourse with those amongst them
who had any conversational talents greatly stimulated
my intellect. 5

But now, at last, came over me, from the mere excess
of bodily sufferingand mental disappointments, afrantic
and rapturous re-agency. In the United States the
cae is well known, and many times has been described
by travellers, of that furious instinct which, under a 10
secret call for saline variations of diet, drives all the
tribes of buffaloes for thousands of milesto the common
centre of the " Salt-licks/" Under such a compulsion
does the locust, under such a compulsion does the leem-
ing, traverse its mysterious path. They are deaf to 15
danger, deaf to the cry of battle, deaf to the trumpets
of death. Let the sea cross their path, let armies with
artillery bar the road, even these terrific powers can
arrest only by destroying; and the most frightful
abysses, up to the very last menace of engulfment, up 20
to the very instant of absorption, have no power to
alter or retard the line of their inexorable advance.

Such an instinct it was, such a rapturous command
—even so potent, and alas! even so blind—that, under
the whirl of tumultuous indignation and of new-born 25
hope, suddenly transfigured my whole being. In the
twinkling of an eye, | came to an adamantine resolution
—not as if issuing from any act or any choice of my
own, but as if passively received from some dark
oracular legislation external to myself. That | would 30
elope from Manchester—this was the resolution.
Abscond would have been the word, if | had meditated
anything criminal. But whence came the indignation,
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and the hope ? Theindignation arose naturally against
my three tormentors (guardian, Archididascalus, and
the professor of tigrology); for those who do substanti-
ally co-operate to one result, however little designing
5 it, unavoidably the mind unifies as a hostile confederacy.
But the hope—how shall | explain that ? Was it the
first-born of the resolution, or was the resolution the
first-born of thehope ? Indivisibly they went together,
like thunder and lightning; or each interchangeably ran
10 before and after the other. Under that transcendent
rapture which the prospect of sudden liberation let
loose, all that natural anxiety which should otherwise
have interlinked itself with my anticipations was actu-
ally drowned in the blaze of joy, as the light of the
15 planet Mercury is lost and confounded on sinking too
far within the blaze of the solar beams. Practically |
felt no care at all stretching beyond two or three weeks.
Not as being heedless and improvident; my tendencies
lay generally in the other direction. No; the cause
20 lurked in what Wordsworth, when describing the festal
state of France during the happy morning-tide of her
First Revolution (1788-90), cals "the senselessness of
joy " : thisit was, joy—headlong—frantic—irreflective
—and (as Wordsworth truly cals it), for that very
25 reason, sublime—which swallowed up all capacities of
rankling care or heart-corroding doubt. | was, | had
been long, a captive: | was in a house of bondage:
one fulminating word—Let there be freedom—spoken
from some hidden recess in my own will, had as by
30 an earthquake rent asunder my prison gates. At any
minute | couldwalk out. Already | trod by anticipation
the sweet pastoral hills, already | breathed gales of the
everlasting mountains, that to my feelings blew from the
garden of Paradise; and in that vestibule of an earthly
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heaven it was no more possible for me to s vividly
or in any lingering detail the thorny cares which might
hereafter multiply around me than amongst the roses
of June, and on the loveliest of June mornings, | could
gather depression from the glooms of the last December. 5
To go was settled. But when and whither ?  When
could have but one answer ; for on more reasons than
one | needed summer weather, and as much of it as
possible. Besides that, when August came, it would
bring along with it my own birthday : now, one codicil 10
in my general vow of freedom had been that my seven-
teenth birthday should not find me at school. Still |
needed some trifle of preparation. Especially | needed
a little money. | wrote, therefore, to the only con-
fidential friend that | had—viz. Lady Carbery. Origin- 15
ally, as early friends of my mother's, both she and L ord
Carbery had distinguished me at Bath and elsewhere,
for some years, by flattering attentions ; and, for the
last three years in particular, Lady Carbery, a young
woman some ten years older than myself, and who 20
was as remarkable for her intellectual pretensions as she
was for her beauty and her benevolence, had main-
tained a correspondence with me upon questions of
literature. She thought too highly of my powers and
attainments, and everywhere spoke of me with an 25
enthusiasm that, if | had been five or six years older,
and had possessad any personal advantages, might have
raised smiles at her expense. To her | now wrote,
requesting the loan of five guineas. A whole week
passed without any answer. This perplexed and made 30
me uneasy : for her ladyship was rich by a vast fortune
removed entirely from her husband's control; and, as
| felt assured, would have cheerfully sent me twenty
times the sum asked, unless her sagacity had suggested
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some suspicion (which seemed impossible) of the real
purposes which | contemplated in the employment of
the five guineas. Could | incautiously have said any-
thing in my own letter tending that way ? Certainly
5 not; then why. But at that moment my specula-
tions were cut short by aletter bearing a coroneted seal.
It was from Lady Carbery, of course, and enclosed ten
guiness instead of five. Sow in those days were the
mails; besdes which, Lady Carbery happened to be
10 down at the seaside, whither my letter had been sent
after her. Now, then, including my own pocket-money,
| possessed a dozen guineas; which seemed sufficient
for my immediate purpose; and all ulterior emergencies,
as the reader understands, | trampled under foot. This
15 sum, however, spent at inns on the most economic
footing, could not have held out for much above a
calendar month ; and, asto the plan of selecting second-
ary inns, these are not always cheaper; but the main
objection is that in the solitary stations amongst the
20 mountains (Cambrian no less than Cumbrian) there is
often no choice to be found: the high-priced inn is
the only one. Even this dozen of guiness it became
necessary to diminish by three. The age of " vails™”
and perquisites to three or four servants at any gentle-
25 man's house where you dined—this age, it is true,
had passed away by thirty years perhaps. But that
flagrant abuse had no connection at all with the English
custom of distributing money amongst that part of the
domestics whose daily labours may have been increased
30 by avisitor's residence in the family for some consider-
able space of time. This custom (almost peculiar, |
believe, to the English gentry) is honourable and just.
| personally had been trained by my mother, who
detested sordid habits, to look upon it as ignominious
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in a gentleman to leave a household without acknow-
ledging the obliging services of those who cannot openly
remind him of their claims. On this occasion, mere
necessity compelled me to overlook the housekeeper:
for to her | could not have offered less than two or three 5
guineas; and, as she was a fixture, | reflected that |
might send it at some future period. To three inferior
servants | found that | ought not to give less than one
guinea each : so much, therefore, | left in the hands of
G——, the most honourable and upright of boys; since 10
to have given it myself would have been prematurely
to publish my purpose. These three guineas deducted,
I still had nine, or thereabouts. And now all things
were settled, except one : the when was settled, and the
how ; but not the whither. That was still sab judice. 15
My plan originally had been to travel northwards—
viz. to the region of the English Lakes. That little
mountainous district, lying stretched like a pavilion
between four well-known points,—viz. the small towns
of Ulverstone and Penrith as its two poles, south and 20
north ; between Kendal, again, on the east, and Egre-
mont on the west—measuring on the one diameter
about forty miles, and on the other perhaps thirty-five
—had for me a secret fascination, subtle, sweet, fan-
tastic, and even from my seventh or eighth year spiritu- 25
ally strong. The southern section of that district, about
eighteen or twenty miles long, which bears the name
of Furness, figuresin the eccentric geography of English
law as a section of Lancashire, though separated from
that county by the estuary of Morecambe Bay : and 30
therefore, as Lancashire happened to be my own native
county, | had from childhood, on the strength of this
mere legal fiction, cherished as a mystic privilege,
dender as a filament of air, some fraction of denizenship
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in the fairy little domain of the English Lakes. The
major part of these lakes lies in Westmoreland and
Cumberland: but the sweet reposing little water of
Esthwaite, with its few emerald fields, and the grander
5 one of Coniston, with the sublime cluster of mountain
groups, and the little network of quiet dells lurking
about its head all the way back to Grasmere, lie in or
near the upper chamber of Furness; and all these
together with the ruins of the once glorious abbey, had
10 been brought out not many years before into sunny
splendour by the great enchantress of that generation
—Anne RadcMe. But more even than Anne Radcliffe
had the landscape painters, so many and so various,
contributed to the glorification of the English lake
15 district; drawing out and impressing upon the heart
the sanctity of repose in its shy recesses—its alpine
grandeurs in such pases as those of Wastdale-head,
Langdale-head, Borrowdale, Kirkstone, Hawsdale, etc.,
together with the monastic peace which seems to brood
20 over its peculiar form of pastoral life, so much nobler
(as Wordsworth notices) inits stern simplicity and con-
tinual conflict with danger hidden in the vast draperies
of mist overshadowing the hills, and amongst the armies
of snow and hail arrayed by fierce northern winters,
25 than the effeminate shepherd's life in the classical
Arcadia, or in the flowery pastures of Sicily.

Amongst these attractions that drew me so strongly
to the Lakes, there had aso by that time arisen in this
lovely region the deep deep magnet (as to me only in

30 all this world it then was) of William Wordsworth.
Inevitably this close connection of the poetry which
most of all had moved mewith the particular region and
scenery that most of all had fastened upon my affec-
tions, and led captive my imagination, was calculated,
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under ordinary circumstances, to impress upon my
fluctuating deliberations a summary and decisive bias.
But the very depth of the impressions which had been
made upon me, either as regarded the poetry or the
scenery, was too solemn and (unaffectedly | may say it) 5
too spiritual, to clothe itself in any hasty or chance
movement as at all adequately expressing its strength,
or reflecting its hallowed character. If you, reader,
were a devout Mahometan, throwing gazes of mystical
awe daily towards Mecca, or were a Christian devotee 10
looking with the same rapt adoration to St Peter's at
Rome, or to El Kodah, the Holy City of Jerusalem (0
called even amongst the Arabs, who hate both Chris-
tian and Jew)—how painfully would it jar upon your
sensibilities if some friend, sweeping past you upon a 15
high road, with atrain (according to the circumstances)
of dromedaries or of wheel carriages, should suddenly
pull up, and say, " Come, old fellow, jump up aongside
of me; |I'm off for the Red Sea, and here's a spare
dromedary,” or " Off for Rome, and here's a well- 20
cushioned barouche." Seasonable and convenient it
might happen that the invitation were; but still it
would shock you that a journey which, with or with-
out your consent, could not but assume the character
eventually of asaintly pilgrimage, should arise and take 25
its initial movement upon a casua summons, or upon
a vulgar opening of momentary convenience. In the
present case, under no circumstances should | have
dreamed of presenting myself to Wordsworth. The
principle of " veneration" (to speak phrenologically) 3°
was by many degress too strong in me for any such
overture on my part. Hardly could | have found the
courage to meet and to answer such an overture coming
from him, | could not even tolerate the prospect (as
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a bare possibility) of Wordsworth's hearing my name
first of all associated with some case of pecuniary
embarrassment. And, apart from all that, it vulgarised
the whole " interest” (no other term can | find to
5 express the case collectively)—the whole " interest " of
poetry and the enchanted land—equally it vulgarised
person and thing, the vineyard and the vintage, the
gardens and the ladies, of the Hesperides, together with
all their golden fruitage, if | should rush upon themin a
10 hurried and thoughtless state of excitement. | remem-
bered the line caution on this subject involved in a
tradition preserved by Pausanias. Those (he tells us)
who visited by night the great field of Marathon (where
at certain times phantom cavalry careered, flying and
15 pursuing) in atemper of vulgar sight-seeking, and under
no higher impulse than the degrading one of curiosity,
were met and punished severely in the dark, by the
same sort of people, | presume, as those who handled
Falstaff so roughly in the venerable shades of Windsor :
20 whilst loyal visitors, who camebringing atrue and filial
sympathy with the grand deeds of their Athenian
ancestors, who came as children of the same hearth,
met with the most gracious acceptance, and fulfilled all
the purposes of a pilgrimage or sacred mission. Under
25 my present circumstances, | saw that the very motives
of love and honour, which would have inclined the scale
so powerfully in favour of the northern lakes, were
exactly those which drew most heavily in the other
direction—the circumstances being what they were as
30to hurry and perplexity. And just at that moment
suddenly unveiled itself another powerful motive
against taking the northern direction—viz. considera-
tion for my mother—which made my heart recoil from
giving her too great a shock; and in what other way
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could it be mitigated than by my personal presence in a
case of emergency ? For such a purpose North Wales
would be the best haven to make for, since the road
thither from my present home lay through Chester—
where at that time my mother had fixed her residence. 5

If | had hesitated (and hesitate | did very sincerely)
about such a mode of expressing the consideration due
to my mother, it was not from any want of decision in
my feeling, but really because | feared to be taunted
with this act of tenderness, as arguing an exaggerated 10
estimate of my own importance in my mother's eyes.
To be capable of causing any alarming shock, must |
not suppose myself an object of special interest ? No :
| did not agree to that inference. But no matter.
Better to stand ten thousand sneers than one abiding 15
pang, such as time could not abolish, of bitter self-
reproach. So | resolved to face this taunt without
flinching, and to steer a course for St John's Priory—
my mother's residence near Chester.

At length all was ready. Midsummer, like an army 20
with banners, wasmovingthroughtheheavens ; already
the longest day had passed; those arrangements, few
and imperfect, through which | attempted some partial
evasion of disagreeable contingencieslikely to arise, had
been finished : what more remained for me to do of 25
things that | was able to do ? None; and yet, though
now at last free to move off, | lingered ; lingered as
under some sense of dim perplexity, or even of relenting
love for the very captivity itself which | was making so
violent an effort to abjure, but moreintelligibly for all 30
the external objects, living or inanimate, by which that
captivity had been surrounded and gladdened. What |
was hastening to desert, nevertheless | grieved to desert;
and, but for the foreign letter, I might have long
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continued to loiter and procrastinate. That, however,
through various and urgent motives which it suggested,
quickened my movements ; and the same hour which
brought this letter into my hands witnessed my resolu-
5 tion (uttered audibly to myself in my study) that early
on the next day | would take my departure. A day,
therefore, had at length arrived, had somewhat sud-
denly arrived, which would be the last, the very last,
on which | should make my appearance in the school.
io Itisajust and afeeling remark of Dr Johnson's that
we never do anything consciously for the last time (of
things, that is to say, which we have been long in the
habit of doing) without sadness of heart. The secret
sense of a farewell or testamentary act | carried along
15 with meinto every word or deed of thismemorable day.
Agent or patient, singly or one of a crowd, | heard for
ever some sullen echo of valediction in every change,
casual or periodic, that varied the revolving hours from
morning to night. Most of all | felt this valedictory
20 sound as a pathetic appea when the closing hour of
five P.M. brought with it the solemn evening service of
the English Church—read by Mr Lawson; read now,
as always, under a reverential stillness of the entire
school. Already in itself, without the solemnity of
25 prayers, the decaying light of the dying day suggests a
mood of pensive and sympathetic sadness.  And, if the
changes in the light are less impressively made known
so early asfive o'clock in the depth of summer-tide, not
the less we are sensible of being as near to the hours of
30 repose, and to the secret dangers of the night, as if
the season were midwinter. With deepest sympathy |
accompanied the prayer against the perils of darkness—
perils that | seemed to see in the ambush of midnight
solitude, brooding around the beds of sleeping nations ;
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perils from even worse forms of darkness shrouded
within the recessss of blind human hearts ; perils from
temptations weaving unseen snares for our footing;
perils from the limitations of our own misleading
knowledge. 5
Prayers had finished. The school had dissolved
itself. Six o'clock came, seven, eight. By three hours
nearer stood the dying day to its departure. By three
hours nearer, therefore, stood we to that darkness which
our English liturgy callsinto such symbolic grandeur, 10
as hiding beneath its shadowy mantle all perils that
besege our human infirmity. But in summer, in the
immediate suburbs of midsummer, the vast scae of the
heavenly movements is read in their downess. Time
becomes the expounder of Space. And now, though 15
eight o'clock had struck, the sun was still lingering
above the horizon : thelight, broad and gaudy, having
still two hours of travel to face before it would assume
that tender fading hue prelusive to the twilight. Now
came thelast official ceremony of the day : the students 20
were all mustered ; and the names of all were challenged
according to the order of precedency. My name, as
usual, came first. Stepping forward, | passed Mr
Lawson, and bowed to him, looking earnestly in his
face, and saying to myself, " Heis old and infirm, and 25
inthisworld | shall not sse him again." | wasright;
| never did s him again, nor ever shall. He looked
at me complacently; smiled placidly; returned my
salutation (not knowing it to be my valediction) ; and
we parted for ever. Intellectually, | might not have 30
seen cause to reverence him in any emphatic sense.
But very sincerely | respected him as a conscientious
man, faithful to his duties, and as, even in his latter
ineffectual struggle with these duties, inflicting more
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suffering upon himself than upon others; finally, |
respected him as a sound and accurate (though not
brilliant) scholar. Personaly | owed him much grati-
tude; for he had been uniformly kind to me, and had
5 allowed me such indulgences as lay in his power; and
| grieved at the thought of the mortification | should
inflict upon him.
The morning came which was to launch me into the
world; that morning from which, and from its con-
i0 sequences, my whole succeeding life has, in many
important points, taken its colouring. At half after
three | rose, and gazed with deep emotion at the ancient
collegiate church, " dressed in earliest light," and
beginning to crimson with the deep lustre of a cloudless
15 July morning. | was firm and immovable in my pur-
pose, but yet agitated by anticipation of uncertain
danger and troubles. To this agitation the deep peace
of the morning presented an affecting contrast, and in
some degree a medicine. The silence was more pro-
20 found than that of midnight: and to me the silence of
a summer morning is more touching than all other
silence, because, the light being broad and strong as
that of noonday at other seasons of the year, it ssems
to differ from perfect day chiefly because man is not
25 yet abroad, and thus the peace of nature, and of the
innocent creatures of God, seems to be secure and deep
only so long as the presence of man, and his unquiet
spirit, are not there to trouble its sanctity. | dressed
myself, took my hat and gloves, and lingered a little
30in the room. For nearly a year and a half this room
had been my " pensive citadel " : here | had read and
studied through all the hours of night; and, though
true it was that, for the latter part of this time, | had
lost my gaiety and peace of mind during the strife and
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fever of contention with my guardian, yet, on the other
hand, as aboy passionately fond of books, and dedicated
tointellectual pursuits, | could not fail to have enjoyed
many happy hours in the midst of genera dejection.

| shed tears as | looked round on the chair, hearth, 5
writing-table, and other familiar objects, knowing too
certainly that | looked upon them for the last time.
Whilst | write this, it is nineteen! years ago ; and yet,
at this moment, | seg as if it were but yesterday, the
lineaments and expressions of the object on which | 10
fixed my parting gaze. It was the picture of a lovely
lady, which hung over the mantelpiece; the eyes and
mouth of which were so beautiful, and the whole
countenance so radiant with divine tranquillity, that
| had athousand times laid down my pen, or my book, 15
to gather consolation from it, as a devotee from his
patron saint. Whilst | was yet gazing upon it, the
deep tones of the old church clock proclaimed that it
was six o'clock. | went up to the picture, kissed it,
then gently walked out, and closed the door for ever. 20

THE BORE AT CHESTER

In theinfancy of its course amongst the Denbighshire
mountains, the river Dee (famous in our pre-Norman
history for the earliest parade of English monarchy) is
wild and picturesque; and even below my mother's
Priory it wears a character of interest. But, a mile 25
or so nearer to its mouth, when leaving Chester for
Parkgate, it becomes miserably tame ; and the several
reaches of the river take the appearance of formal canals.
On the right bank of the river runs an artificial mound,

! Writtenin the August of 1821. (D. Q.).
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called the Cop. It was, | believe, originally a Danish
work ; and certainly its name is Danish (i.e. Icelandic,
or old Danish), and the same from which is derived our
architectural word coping. Upon this bank | was walk-
5ing, and throwing my gaze along the formal vista pre-
sented by the river. Some trifle of anxiety might
mingle with this gaze at the first, lest perhaps Philistines
might be abroad; for it was just possible that |1 had
been watched. But | have generally found that, if you
10 are in quest of some certain escape from Philistines
of whatsoever class—sheriff-officers, bores, no matter
what—the surest refuge is to be found amongst hedge
rows and fields, amongst cows and sheep : in fact, cows
are amongst the gentlest of breathing creatures ; none
15 show more passionate tenderness to their young when
‘deprived of them ; and, in short, | am not ashamed to
profess a deep love for these quiet creatures. On the
present occasion there were many cows grazing in the
fields below the Cop: but all along the Cop itself | could
20 descry no person whatever answering to the idea of a
Philistine : in fact, there was nobody at all, except
one woman, apparently middle-aged (meaning by that
from thirty-five to forty-five), neatly dressed, though
perhaps in rustic fashion, and by no possibility belong-
25ing to any class of my enemies; for already | was near
enough to se so much. This woman might be a
quarter of a mile distant, and was steadily advancing
towards me—face to face. Soon, therefore, | was
beginning to read the character of her features pretty
30 distinctly; and her countenance naturally served as a
mirror to echo and reverberate my own feelings, con-
sequently my own horror (horror without exaggeration
it was), at a sudden uproar of tumultuous sounds rising
clamorously ahead. Ahead | mean in relation to my-
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sf, but to her the sound was from the rear. Our
situation was briefly this. Nearly half a mile behind
the station of the woman, that reach of the river along
which we two were moving came to an abrupt close;
so that the next reach, making nearly a right-angled 5
turn, lay entirely out of view. From this unseen reach
it was that the angry clamour, so passionate and so
mysterious, arose : and |, for my part, having never
heard such a fierce battling outcry, nor even heard of
such a cry, either in books or on the stage, in prose or 10
verse, could not so much as whisper a guess to myself
upon its probable cause. Only this | felt, that blind,
unorganised nature it must be—and nothing in human
or in brutal wrath—that could utter itself by such
an anarchy of sea-like uproars. What wasit? Where 15
was it ? Whence was it ? Earthquake was it ? con-
vulsion of the steadfast earth ? or was it the breaking
loose from ancient chains of some degp morass like that
of Solway ? More probable it seemed that the dvw
wmordpwr Of Euripides (the flowing backwards of rivers20
to their fountains) now, at last, after ages of expecta-
tion, had been suddenly realised. Notlong | needed to
speculate ; for within half aminute, perhaps, from the
first arrest of our attention, the proximate cause of this
mystery declared itself to our eyes, although the remote 25
cause (the hidden cause of that visible cause) was still
as dark asbefore. Round that right-angledturnwhich
I have mentioned as wheeling into the next succeeding
reach of the river, suddenly as with the trampling of
cavalry—nbut all dressing accurately—and the water at 30
the outer angle sweeping so much faster than that at the
inner angle as to keep the front of advance rigorously
in line, violently careered round into our own placid
watery vista a huge charging block of waters, fillingthe
e
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whole channel of the river, and coming down upon us
at the rate of forty miles an hour. Well was it for
us, myself and that respectable rustic woman, us the
Deucalion and Pyrrha of this perilous moment, sole
5 survivors apparently of the deluge (since by accident
there was at that particular moment on that particular
Cop nothing ese to survive), that by means of this Cop,
and of ancient Danish hands (possibly not yet paid for
their work), we could survive. In fact, this watery
io breastwork, a perpendicular wall of water carrying
itself as true as if controlled by a mason's plumb-line,
rode forward at such a pace that obviously the fleetest
horse or dromedary would have had no chance of
excape. Many a decent railway even, among railways
15 since born its rivals, would not have had above the
third of a chance. Naturally, | had too short a time
for observing much or accurately ; and universally | am
a poor hand at observing; dse | should say that this
riding block of crystal waters did not gallop, but went
20 at along trot; yes, long trot—that most frightful of
pacesin atiger, in a buffalo, or in arebellion of waters.
Even a ghost, | feel convinced, would appal me more
if coming up at a long diabolical trot than at a canter
or gallop. The first impulse to both of us was derived
25 from cowardice ; cowardice the most abject and selfish.
Such is man, though a Deucalion elect; such is woman,
though a decent Pyrrha. Both of us ran like hares;
neither did I, Deucalion, think of poor Pyrrha at all
for the first sixty seconds. Yet, on the other hand,
30 why should | ? It struck me seriously that St George's
Channel (and, if so, beyond a doubt, the Atlantic
Ocean) had broke loose, and was, doubtless, playing the
same insufferable gambols upon all rivers along a se&
board of six to seven thousand miles; in which casg
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asall the race of woman must be doomed, how romantic
a speculation it was for me, sole relic of literature, to
think specialy of one poor Pyrrha, probably very
illiterate, whom | had never yet spokento! That idea
pulled meup. Not spokento her ? Then | would speak 5
to her; and the more so because the sound of the
pursuing river told me that flight was usdess. And, -
besdes, if any reporter or sub-editor of some Chester
chronicle should, at this moment, with his glass be
sweeping the Cop, and discover me flying under these 10
unchivalrous circumstances, he might gibbet me to all
eternity. Halting, therefore (and really | had not run
above eighty or a hundred steps), | waited for my
solitary co-tenant of the Cop. She was alittle blown
by running, and could not easily speak ; besideswhich, 15
at the very moment of her coming up, the preternatural
column of waters, running in thevery opposite direction
to the natural current of the river, came up with us,
ran by with the ferocious uproar of a hurricane, sent
up the sides of the Cop a salute of waters, as if hypo- 20
critically pretending to kiss our feet, but secretly under-
stood by all parties as a vain treachery for pulling us
down into the flying deluge; whilst all along both
banks the mighty refluent wash was heard as it rode
along, leaving memorials, by sight and by sound, of 25
its victorious power. But my female associate in this
terrific drama, what said she, on coming up with me ?
Or what said | ? For, by accident, | it was that spoke
first; notwithstanding the fact, notorious and undeni-
able, that J had never been introduced to her. Here, 30
however, be it understood, as a case now solemnly
adjudicated and set at rest, that, in the midst of any
great natural convulsion—earthquake, suppose, water-
spout, tornado, or eruption of Vesuvius—it shall and
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may belawful inall time coming (any usage or tradition
to the contrary notwithstanding) for two English people
to communicate with each other, although, by affidavit
made before two justices of the peace, it shall have been
5 proved that no previousintroduction had been possible :
in all other cases the old statute of non-intercourse holds
good. Meantime, the present case, in default of more
circumstantial evidence, might be regarded, if not
as an earthquake, yet as ranking amongst the first-
10 fruits or blossoms of an earthquake. So | spoke with-
out scruple. All my freezing English reserve gave way
under this boiling sense of having been so recently
running for life: and then, again, suppose the water
column should come back—riding along with the current,
15 and no longer riding against it—in that case, we and all
the County Palatine might soon have to run for our
lives. Under such threatenings of common peril, surely
the magfnoio, or unlimited license of speech, ought
spontaneously to proclaim itself without waiting for
20 sanction.

So | asked her the meaning of this horrible tumult
in the waters: how did she read the mystery ? Her
answer was, that, though she had never before seen
such a thing, yet from her grandmother she had often

25 heard of it; and, if she had run before it, that was
because / ran ; and alittle, perhaps, because the noise
frightened her. What was it, then? | asked. " It
was," she said, " The Bore; and it was an affection to
which only some few rivers here and there were liable;

30 and the Dee was one of these." Soignorant was | that,
until that moment, | had never heard of such a nerv-
ous affection in rivers. Subsequently | found that,
amongst English rivers, the neighbouring river Severn,
a far more important stream, suffered at spring-tides
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the same kind of hysterics, and perhaps some few other
riversinthisBritish Island ; but amongst Indianrivers
only the Ganges.

FAREWELL TO WALES

Theday onwhich | left Oswestry (convoyed for nearly
five miles by my warmhearted friend) was a day of 5
golden sunshine amongst the closing days of November.
As truly as Jessicas moonlight (Merchant of Venice),
this golden sunshine might be said to sleep upon the
woods and the fields; so awful was the universal
silence, so profound the death-like stillness. It was a 10
day belonging to a brief and pathetic season of farewell
summer resurrection, which, under one name or other,
is known almost everywhere. In North Americait is
called the " Indian Summer.” In North Germany and
Midland Germany itiscalledthe" Old Wives Summer," 15
and more rarely the " Girls' Summer.” It is that last
brief resurrection of summer in its most brilliant
memorials, a resurrection that has no root in the past
nor steady hold upon the future, like the lambent and
fitful gleams from an expiring lamp, mimicking what is 20
called the " lightning before death” in sick patients,
when close upon their end. There is the feeling of a
conflict that has been going on between the lingering
powers of summer and the strengthening powers of
winter, not unlike that which moves by antagonist 25
forces in some deadly inflammation hurrying forwards
throughfiercestruggles into thefinal repose of mortifica-
tion. For atime the equilibrium has been maintained
between the hostile forces ; but at last the antagonism
is overthrown; the victory is accomplished for the 30
powers that fight on the side of death ; simultaneously
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with the conflict, the pain of conflict has departed : and
thenceforward the gentle process of collapsing life, no
longer fretted by counter movements, slips away with
holy peace into the noiseless deeps of the Infinite. So
5 sweset, so ghostly, in its soft, golden smiles, silent as a
dream, and quiet as the dying trance of a saint, faded
through all its stages this departing day, along the whole
length of which | bade farewell for many a year to
Wales, and farewell to summer. In the very aspect
10 and the sepulchral stillness of the motionless day, as
solemnly it wore away through morning, noontide,
afternoon, to meet the darkness that was hurrying to
swallow up its beauty, | had afantastic feeling as though
| read the very language of resignation when bending
15 before some irresistible agency. And at intervals |
heard—in how different’ a key !—the raving, the ever-
lasting uproar, of that dreadful metropolis which at
every step was coming nearer, and beckoning (s it
seemed) to myself for purposes as dim, for issues as
20 incalculable, as the path of cannon-shots fired at
random and in darkness.

It was not late, but it was at least two hours after
nightfall, when | reached Shrewsbury. Was | not
liable to the suspicion of pedestrianism ? Certainly |

25 was: but, even if my criminality had been more un-
equivocally attested than it could be under the circum-
stances, still there is a locus penitenticB in such a case.
Surely a man may repent of any crime ; and therefore
of pedestrianism. | might have erred; and a court

30 of pie poudri (dusty foot) might have found the evi-
dences of my crime on my shoes.  Yet secretly | might
be forming good resolutions to do so no more. Cer-
tainly it looked like this, when | announced myself as
a passenger " booked" for that night's mail. This
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character at once installed me as rightfully a guest
of theinn, however profligate a life I might have pre-
viously led asapedestrian. Accordingly | wasreceived
with special courtesy; and it so happened that | was
received with something even like pomp. Four wax- 5
lights carried before me by obedient mutes, these were
but ordinary honours, meant (as old experience had
instructed me) for the first engineering step towards
effecting a lodgment upon the stranger's purse. In
fact the wax-lights are used by innkeepers, both abroad 10
and at home, to " try the range of their guns." If
the stranger submits quietly, as a good anti-pedestrian
ought surely to do, and fires no counter gun by way
of protest, then he is recognised at once as passively
within range, and amenable to orders. | have aways 15
looked upon this fine of five or seven shillings (for wax
that you do not absolutely need) as a sort of inaugural
honorarium, entrance-money—what in jails used to be
known as smart-money—proclaiming me to be a man
comme il faut; and no toll in this world of tolls do | 20
pay so cheerfully. This, meantime, as | have said,
was too customary aform to confer much distinction.
The wax-lights, to use the magnificent Grecian phrase
iirofiwwve, moved pompously before me, as the holy,
holy fire, the inextinguishablefireand its golden hearth, 25
moved before Caesr semper Augustus, when he made
his official or ceremonial avatars. Yet still thismoved
along the ordinary channels of glorification : it rolled
along ancient grooves: | might say, indeed, like one
of the twelve Caesas when dying, Ut puto, Deus fw 30
(It's my private opinion that at this very moment | am
turning into a god): but still the metamorphosis was
not complete. That was accomplished when | stepped
into the sumptuous room allotted to me. It was a
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ball-room of noble proportions—Ilighted, if 1 choose to
issue orders, by three gorgeous chandeliers, not basely
wrapped up in paper, but sparkling through all their
thickets of crystal branches, and flashing back the soft
5 rays of my tall waxen lights. There were, moreover,
two orchestras, which money would have filled within
thirty minutes. And, upon the whole, one thing only
was wanting—viz. a throne—for the completion of my
apotheosis.
io It might be seven P.M. when | first entered upon my
kingdom. About three hourslater | rose from my chair,
and with considerable interest looked out into the night.
For nearly two hours | had heard fierce winds arising ;
and the whole atmosphere had, by this time, become
15 one vast laboratory of hostile movements in all direc-
tions. Such a chaos, such a distracting wilderness of
dim sights, and of those awful " sounds that live in
darkness® (Wordsworth's Excursion), never had |
consciously witnessed.  Rightly, and by atrue instinct,
20 had | made my farewell adieus to summer. All through
the day, Wales and her grand mountain ranges—Pen-
maenmawr, Snowdon, Cader Idris—had divided my
thoughts with London. But now rose London—sole,
dark, infinite—brooding over the whole capacities of
25 my heart. Other object, other thought, | could not
admit. Long before midnight the whole household
(with the exception of a solitary waiter) had retired
to rest. Two hours, at least, were left to me, after
twelve o'clock had struck, for heartshaking reflections.
30 More than ever | stood upon the brink of a precipice;
and the local circumstances around me deepened
and intensified these reflections, impressed upon them
solemnity and terror, sometimes even horror. It is
all but inconceivable to men of unyielding and callous
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sensibilities how profoundly others find their reveries
modified and overruled by the external characters of
the immediate scene around them. Many a suicide
that hung dubiously in the baances has been ratified,
and carried into summary effect, through the forlorn, 5
soul-revolting aspect of a crazy, dilapidated home.
Oftentimes, without extravagance, the whole difference
between a mind that spurns life and the same mind
reconciled to life turns upon the outside features of
that particular domestic scenery which hourly besieges 10
the eyes. I, in this Shrewsbury hotel, naturally con-
templated a group of objects tending to far different
results. And yet in some respects they agreed.

The unusual dimensions of the rooms, especialy their
towering height, brought up continually and obstin-15
ately, through natural links of associated feelings or
images, the mighty vision of London waiting for me
afar off.  An altitude of nineteen or twenty feet showed
itself unavoidably upon an exaggerated scde in some
of the smaller side-rooms, meant probably for cards or 20
for refreshments. This single feature of the rooms—
their unusual altitude, and the echoing hollowness which
had become the exponent of that altitude—this one
terrific feature (for terrific it was in the effect), together
with the crowding and evanescent images of the flying 25
feet that so often had spread gladness through these
halls on the wings of youth and hope at sessons when
every roomrangwithmusic : all this, risingin tumultu-
ous vision, whilst the dead hours of night were stealing
along—all around me, household and town, segping— 30
and whilst against the windows more and more the
storm outside was raving, and to all appearance end-
lessly growing—threw me into the deadliest condition
of nervous emotion under contradictory forces, high
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over which predominated horror recoiling from that
unfathomed abyss in London into which | was now so
wilfully precipitating myself. Often | looked out and
examined the night. Wild it was beyond all descrip-
5 tion, and dark as" the inside of awolfs throat." But
at intervals, when the wind, shifting continually, swept
in such a direction as to clear away the vast curtain of
vapour, the stars shone out, though with a light un-
usually dim and distant. Still, as| turned inwards to
io the echoing chambers, or outwards to the wild, wild
night, | saw London expanding her visionary gates
to receive me, like some dreadful mouth of Acheron
(Acherontis avari). Thou also, Whispering Gallery!
once again in those moments of conscious and wilful
15 desolation didst to my ear utter monitorial sighs. For
once again | was preparing to utter an irrevocable word,
to enter upon one of those fatally tortuous paths of
which the windings can never be unlinked.
Such thoughts, and visions without number corre-
20 sponding to them, were moving across the camera
obscura of my fermenting fancy, when suddenly | heard
a sound of wheels; which, however, soon died off
into some remote quarter. | guessed at the truth—
viz. that it was the Holyhead Mail wheeling off on its
25 primary duty of delivering its bags at the post-office.
In a few minutes it was announced as having changed
horses ; and off | was to London.
All the mails in the kingdom, with one solitary
exception (that of Liverpool), in those days, were so
30 arranged as to reach London early in the morning.
Between the hours of four and six A.M., one after the
other, according to their station upon the roll, all the
mails from the N[orth], the E[ast], the W][est], the
S[outh]—whence, according to some curious etymolo-
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gists, comes the magica word NEWS—drove up
successively to the post-office, and rendered up their
heart-shaking budgets; none earlier than four o'clock,
none later than six. | am speaking of days when all
things moved slowly. The condition of the roads was 5
then such that, in order to face it, a corresponding
build of coaches hyperbolically massive was rendered
necessary: the mails were upon principle made so
strong as to be the heaviest of all carriages known to
the wit or the experience of man; and, from these 10
joint evils of ponderous coaches and roads that were
quagmires, it was impossible for even the picked breed

of English coach-horses, all bone and blood, to carry
forward their huge tonnage at a greater rate than
six and a half miles an hour. Consequently, it cost 15
eight-and-twenty massy hours for us, leaving Shrews-
bury at two o'clock in the dead of night, to reach
the General Post-office, and faithfully to deposit upon
the threshing-floors of Lombard Street all that weight
of love and hatred which Ireland had found herself 20
able to muster through twenty-four hours in the great
depot of Dublin, by way of donation to England.

LONDON

On reflection, | have done myself some injustice. Not
altogether without a plan had | been from the first;
and in coming along | had matured it. My success in 25
such a plan would turn upon my chance of borrowing
on personal security. £200, without counting any in-
terest upon it, would sub-divide into four sums of £50.
Now, what interval was it that divided me from
my majority ? Simply an interval of four years. 30
London, | knew or believed, was the dearest of all
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cities for three items of expenditure: (i) servants
wages;, (2) lodgings;, (3) dairy produce. In other
things, London was often chegper than most towns.
Now, in aLondon street, having no pretensions beyond
5those of decent respectability, it has always been
possible for the last half-century to obtain two furnished
rooms at a weekly cost of half a guinea. This sum
(or say £25) deducted would leave me annually about
the same sum for my other expenses. Too certainly
101 knew that this would suffice. |f, therefore, 1 could
obtain the £200, my plan was to withdraw from the
knowledge of all my connections until | should become
mei juris by course of law. In such a casg it is true
that 1 must have waived all the advantages, fancied
15 or real, small or great, from residence at a university.
But, as in fact | never drew the slightest advantage
or emolument from any university, my scheme when
realised would have landed me in the same point
which finally | attained by its failure. The plan was
20 simple enough, but it rested on the assumption that |
could melt the obduracy of money-lenders. On this
point | had both hopes and fears. But more irritating
than either was the delay which eventually | came to
recognise as an essential element in the policy of all
25 money-lenders : in that way only can they raise up
such claims on behalf of their law-agents as may be
fitted for sustaining their zeal.

| lost no time in opening the business which had
brought me to London. By ten A.M., an hour when
30 all men of business are presumed to be at their posts,
personally or by proxy, | presented myself at the
money-lender's office. My name was already known
there : for | had, by letters from Wales, containing very
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plain and very accurate statements of my position in
life and my pecuniary expectations (some of which
statements it afterwards appeared that he had person-
ally investigated and verified), endeavoured to win his
favourable attention. 5

The money-lender, as it turned out, had one fixed
rule of action. He never granted a persona interview
to any man ; no, not to the most beloved of his clients.
One and all—myself, therefore, among the crowd—he
referred for information, and for the means of prose-10
cuting any kind of negotiation, to an attorney, who
caled himself, on most days of the week, by the
name of Brunell, but occasionaly (might it perhaps
be on red-letter days?) by the more common name of
Brown. Mr Brunell-Brown, or Brown-Brunell, had 15
located his hearth (if ever he had possessed one), and
his household gods (when they were not in the custody
of the sheriff), in Greek Street, Soho. The house was
not in itself, supposing that its face had been washed
now and then, at all disrespect able. But it wore an 20
unhappy countenance of gloom and unsocial fret fulness,
duein reality to thelong neglect of painting, cleansing,
and in some instances of repairing. There were, how-
ever, no fractured panes of glass in the windows ; and
the deep dlence which invested the house, not only 25
from the absence of all visitors, but aso of those
common household functionaries, bakers, butchers,
beer-carriers, sufficiently accounted for the desolation,
by suggesting an excuse not strictly true—viz. that it
might be tenantless. The house already had tenants 30
through the day, though of a noisdess order, and was
destined soon to increase them.

Mr Brown-Brunell, after reconnoitring me through a
narrow side-window (such asis often attached to front-
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doors in London), admitted me cheerfully, and con-
ducted me, as an honoured guest, to his private officina
diplomatum at the back of the house. From the ex-
pression of his face, but much more from the contra-
5 dictory and self-counteracting play of his features, you
gathered in a moment that he was a man who had
much to conceal, and much, perhaps, that he would
gladly forget. His eye expressed wariness against
surprise, and passed in a moment into irrepressible
io glances of suspicion and alarm. No smile that ever
his face naturally assumed but was pulled short up by
some freezing counteraction, or was chased by some
close-following expression of sadness. One feature
there was of relenting goodness and nobleness in Mr
15 Brunell's character, to which it was that subsequently
I myself was most profoundly indebted for an asylum
that saved my life. He had the deepest, the most
liberal, and unaffected love of knowledge, but, above
all, of that specific knowledge which we call literature.
20 His own stormy (and no doubt oftentimes disgraceful)
career in life, that had entangled him in perpetual
feuds with his fellow-men, he ascribed, with bitter
imprecations, to the sudden interruption of his studies
consequent upon his father's violent death, and to the
25 necessity which threw him, at a boyish age, upon a
professional life in the lower branches of law—threw
him, therefore, upon daily temptations, by surrounding
him with opportunities for taking advantages not
strictly honourable, before he had formed any fixed
30 principles at all. From the very first, Mr Brunell had
entered zealoudy into such conversation with myself
as either gave openings for reviving his own delight-
ful remembrances of classic authors, or brought up
sometimes doubts for solution, sometimes perplexities
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and cases of intricate construction for illustration and
disentanglement.

| continued for seven or eight weeks to live most
parsimoniously in lodgings. These lodgings, though
barely decent in my eyes, ran away with at the least 5
two-thirds of my remaining guiness. At length,
whilst it was yet possible to reserve a solitary half-
guinea towards the more urgent interest of finding
daily food, | gave up my rooms, and, stating exactly
the circumstances in which | stood, requested per- 10
mission of Mr Brunell to make use of his large house as
a nightly asylum from the open air. Parliament had
not then made it a crime, next door to a felony, for a
man to deep out-of-doors (as some twenty years later
was done by our benign legislators) ; asyet that wasno 15
crime. By the law | came to know sin, and looking
back to the Cambrian hills from distant years, dis-
covered to my surprise what a parliamentary wretch |
had been in elder days, when | slept amongst cows on
the open hill-sides. Lawful as yet thiswas; but not, 20
therefore, less full of misery. Naturally, then, | was
delighted when Mr Brunell not only most readily as-
sented to my request, but begged of me to come that
very night, and turn the house to account as fully as |
possibly could. The chearfulness of such a concession 25
brought with it one drawback. | now regretted that
I had not, at a much earlier period, applied for this
liberty; since | might thus have saved a considerable
fund of guineas, applicable, of course, to all urgent
necessities, but at this particular moment to one of 30
clamorous urgency—viz. the purchase of blankets.
0 ancient women, daughters of toil and suffering,
amongst all the hardships and bitter inheritances of
flesh that ye are called upon to face, not one—not even
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hunger—seems in my eyes comparable to that of nightly
cold. To seek a refuge from cold in bed, and then,
from the thin, gauzy texture of the miserable, worn-out
blankets, " not to deep a wink," as Wordsworth
5 records of poor old women in Dorsetshire, where coals,
from local causes, were at the very dearest—what a
terrific enemy was that for poor old grandmothers to
facein fight! How feelingly | learned at this time, as
heretofore | had learned on the wild hill-sides in Wales,

10 what an unspeakable blessing is that of warmth!
A more killing curse there does not exist for man or
woman than that bitter combat between the weariness
that prompts deep and the keen, searching cold that
forces you from the first access of deep to start up

15 horror-stricken, and to seek warmth vainly in renewed
exercise, though long since fainting under fatigue.
However, even without blankets, it was a fine thing to
have an asylum from the open air, and to be assured of
thisasylum aslong as | waslikely to want it.

20 Towards nightfall | went down to Greek Street, and
found, on taking possesson of my new quarters, that
the house aready contained one single inmate—a poor,
friendless child, apparently ten years old; but she
seemed hunger-bitten ; and sufferings of that sort often

25 make children look older than they are. From this
forlorn child | learned that she had slept and lived
there aone for some time before | came; and great
joy the poor creature expressed when she found that |
was in future to be her companion through the hours

30 of darkness. The house could hardly be called large—
that is, it was not large on each separate storey; but,
having four storeysin all, it was large enough to impress
vividly the sense of its echoing loneliness;, and, from
the want of furniture, the noise of the rats made a
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prodigious uproar on the staircase and hall; so that,
amidst the real fleshly ills of cold and hunger, the for-
saken child had found leisure to suffer still more from
the self-created one of ghosts. Against these enemies
| could promise her protection ; human companionship 5
was in itself protection ; but of other and more needful
aid | had, das! littleto offer. We lay upon the floor,
with a bundle of law-papers for a pillow, but with no
other covering than a large horseman's cloak; after-
wards, however, we discovered in a garret an old sofa-10
cover, asmall piece of rug, and some fragments of other
articles, which added alittle to our comfort. The poor
child crept close to me for warmth, and for security
against her ghostly enemies. When | was not more
than usually ill, | took her into my arms, so that, in 15
general, she was tolerably warm, and often slept when
| could not; for, during the last two months of my
sufferings, | slept much in the daytime, and was apt
to fall into transient dozings at all hours. But my
deep distressed me more than my watching; for, 20
besides the tumultuousness of my dreams (which were
only not so awful as those which | shall have hereafter
to describe as produced by opium), my deep was never
more than what is called dog-deep ; so that | could hear
myself moaning; and very often | was awakened 25
suddenly by my own voice. About thistime, a hideous
sensation began to haunt me as soon as | fell into a
slumber, which has since returned upon me, at different
periods of my life—viz. asort of twitching (I knew not
where, but apparently about the region of the stomach), 30
which compelled me violently to throw out my feet
for the sake of relieving it. This sensation coming
on as soon as | began to deep, and the effort to relieve
it constantly awaking me, at length | slept only from
2F
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exhaustion; and, through increasing weakness (es |
said before), | was constantly falling adeep and con-
stantly awaking. Too generally the very attainment
of any deep repose seemed as if mechanically linked
5 to some fatal necessity of self-interruption. It was as
though a cup were gradually filled by the deepy over-
flow of some natural fountain, the fulness of the cup
expressing symbolically the completeness of the rest:
but then, in the next stage of the process, it seemed as
io though the rush and torrent-like babbling of the re-
dundant waters, when running over from every part
of the cup, interrupted the slumber which in their
earlier stage of silent gathering they had so naturally
produced. Such and so regular in its swell and its
15 collapse—in its tardy growth and its violent dispersion
—did this endless alternation of stealthy deep and
stormy awaking travel through stages as natural as the
increments of twilight, or the kindlings of the dawn:
no rest that was not a prologue to terror; no Sweet
20 tremulous pulses of restoration that did not suddenly
explode through rolling clamours of fiery disruption.
Meantime, the master of the house sometimes came
in upon us suddenly, and very early; sometimes not
till ten o'clock; sometimes not at all. He was in
25 constant fear of arrest. Improving on the plan of
Cromwell, every night he dept in a different quarter
of London; and | observed that he never failed to
examine, through a private window, the appearance of
those who knocked at the door, before he would allow
30 it to be opened. He breakfasted alone; indeed, his
tea equipage would hardly have admitted of his hazard-
ing an invitation to a second person, any more than the
quantity of esculent material, which, for the most part,
was little more than aroll, or a few biscuits, purchased
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on hisroad from the place where he had slept. Or, if
he had asked a party, as | once learnedly observed to
him, the severa members of it must have stood in the
relation to each other (not sat in any relation whatever)
of succession, and not of co-existence ; in the relation 5
of parts of time, and not of the parts of space. During
his breakfast, | generally contrived a reason for loung-
ing in; and, with an air of as much indifference as |
could assume, took up such fragments as might chance
to remain; sometimes, indeed, none at all remained. 10
In doing this, I committed no robbery, except upon
Mr Brunell himself, who was thus obliged, now and
then, to send out at noon for an extrabiscuit; but he,
through channels subsequently explained, was repaid a
thousand-fold ; and, asto the poor child, she was never 15
admitted into his study (if | may give that name to
his chief depository of parchments, law-writings, etc.) ;
that room was to her the Bluebeard room of the house,
being regularly locked on his departure to dinner, about
six o'clock, which usually was his final departure for 20
the day. Whether this child were an illegitimate
daughter of Mr Brunell, or only a servant, | could not
ascertain ; she did not herself know; but certainly
she was treated altogether as a menial servant. No
sooner did Mr Brunell make his appearance than she 25
went below-stairs, brushed his shoes, coat, etc.; and,
except when she was summoned to run upon some
errand, she never emerged from the dismal Tartarus of
the kitchens to the upper air, until my welcome knock
towards nightfall called up her little trembling footsteps 30
to the front-door.  Of her life during the daytime, how-
ever, | knew little but what | gathered from her own
account at night; for, as soon as the hours of business
commenced, | saw that my absence would be accept-



48 AUTOBIOGRAPHY

able; and, in general, therefore, | went off and sat in
the parks or elsewhere until the approach of twilight.
But who, and what, meantime, was the master of
the house himself ? Reader, he was one of those
5 anomalous practitioners in lower departments of the
law who, on prudential reasons, or from necessity, deny
themselves all indulgence in the luxury of too delicate
a conscience.  In many walks of life a conscience is a
more expensive encumbrance than a wife or a carriage ;
10 and, as peopletalk of " layingdown" their carriages, so
| suppose my friend Mr Brunell had " laid down " his
conscience for a time; meaning, doubtless, to resume
it as soon as he could afford it. He was an advertis-
ing attorney, who continually notified to the public,
15 through the morning papers, that he undertook to raise
loans for approved parties in what would generally
be regarded as desperate cases—viz. where there was
nothing better than personal security to offer. But, as
he took good care to ascertain that there were ample
20 fundsin reversion to be counted on, or near connections
that would not suffer the family name to be dishonoured,
and as he insured the borrower's life over a sufficient
period, the risk was not great; and even of this the
whole rested upon the actual money-lender, who stood
25 aoof in the background, and never revealed himself
to clients in his proper person, transacting all affairs
through his proxies learned in the law—Mr Brunell or
others. The inner economy of such a man's daily life
would present a monstrous picture. Even with my
30 limited opportunities for observing what went on, |
saw scenes of intrigue and complex chicanery at which
| sometimes smile to this day, and at which | smiled
then in spite of my misery. My situation, however,
at that time, gave me little experience, in my own
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person, of any qualities in Mr BrunelTs character but
such as did him honour ; and of his whole strange com-
position | ought to forget everything, but that towards
me he was obliging, and, to the extent of his power,
generous. 5
That power was not, indeed, very extensive. How-
ever, in common with the rats, | sat rent free; and,
as Dr Johnson has recorded that he never but once
in his life had as much wall-fruit as he wished, so let
me be grateful that, on that single occasion, | had as 10
large a choice of rooms, or even of apartments, in a
London mansion—viz., as | am now at liberty to add,
at the north-west corner of Greek Street, being the
house on that side the street nearest to Soho Square
—as | could possibly desire. Except the Bluebeard 15
room, which the poor child believed to be permanently
haunted, and which, besides, was locked, all others,
from the attics to the cellars, were at our service. " The
world was all before us,” and we pitched our tent for
the night in any spot we might fancy. 20



DREAM-PHANTASIES

INTRODUCTION TO OPIUM

IT isvery long since | first took opium ; so long that,
if it had been atriflingincident in my life, I might have
forgotten its date: but cardinal events are not to be
forgotten ; and, from circumstances connected with it,
51 remember that this inauguration into the use of
opium must be referred to the spring or to the autumn
of 18041 during which seasons | wasin London, having
come thither for the first time since my entrance at
Oxford. And this event arose in the following way:
10 From an early age | had been accustomed to wash my
head in cold water at least once aday. Being suddenly
seized with toothache, | attributed it to some relaxa-
tion caused by a casual intermission of that practice,
jumped out of bed, plunged my head into a basin of
15 cold water, and with hair thus wetted went to deep.
The next morning, as | need hardly say, | awoke with
excruciating rheumatic pains of the head and face, from
which | had hardly any respite for about twenty days.
On thetwenty-first day | think it was, and on a Sunday,
20 that | went out into the streets; rather to run away,
if possible, from my torments, than with any distinct
purpose of relief. By accident, | met a college acquaint-
ance, who recommended opium. Opium! dread agent
of unimaginable pleasure and pain! | had heard of it
25 as | had heard of manna or of ambrosia, but no further.
How unmeaning a sound was opium at that time!
what solemn chords does it now strike upon my heart!
50
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what heart-quaking vibrations of sad and happy
remembrances! Reverting for a moment to these, |
feel a mystic importance attached to the minutest
circumstances connected with the place, and the time,
and the man (if man he was), that first laid opentome 5
the paradise of opium-eaters. It was a Sunday after-
noon, wet and cheerless; and a duller spectacle this
earth of ours has not to show than a rainy Sunday
in London. My road homewards lay through Oxford
Street; and near "the dstately Pantheon™ (as Mr 10
Wordsworth has obligingly called it) | saw a druggist's
shop. The druggist (unconscious minister of celestial
pleasures!), as if in sympathy with the rainy Sunday,
looked dull and stupid, just as any mortal druggist
might be expected to look on arainy London Sunday ; 15
and, when | asked for the tincture of opium, he gave it
to me as any other man might do ; and, furthermore,
out of my shilling returned to me what seemed t% be
real copper hafpence, taken out of a real wooden
drawer. Nevertheless, and notwithstanding all such 20
indications of humanity, he has ever since figured in
my mind as a beatific vision of an immortal druggist,
sent down to earth on aspecia mission to myself. And
it confirms me in this way of considering him that,
when | next came up to London, | sought him near 25
the stately Pantheon, and found him not; and thus
to me, who knew not his name (if, indeed, he had one),
he seemed rather to have vanished from Oxford Street
than to have flitted into any other locality, or (which
some abominable man suggested) to have absconded 30
from the rent. The reader may choose to think of him
as, possibly, no more than a sublunary druggist; it
may be so, but my faith is better. | believe him to
have evanesced. So unwillingly would | connect any
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mortal remembrances with that hour, and place, and
creature that first brought me acquainted with the
celestial drug.
Arrived at my lodgings, it may be supposed that |
5lost not a moment in taking the quantity prescribed.
| was necessarily ignorant of the whole art and mystery
of opium-taking ; and what | took | took under every
disadvantage. But | took it; and in an hour, O
heavens! what a revulsion! what a resurrection,
10 from its lowest depths, of the inner spirit! what an
apocalypse of the world within me! That my pains
had vanished was now atriflein my eyes; this negative
effect was swallowed up in the immensity of those
positive effects which had opened before me, in the
15 abyss of divine enjoyment thus suddenly revealed.
Here was a panacea, a ¢dpparer mpmevfes for all human
woes ; here was the secret of happiness, about which
pliilosophers had disputed for so many ages, at once
discovered; happiness might now be bought for a
20 penny, and carried in the waistcoat-pocket; portable
ecstasies might be had corked up in a pint-bottle; and
peace of mind could be sent down by the mail.
0 just, subtle, and all-conquering opium! that, to
the hearts of rich and poor alike, for the wounds that
25 will never heal, and for the pangs of grief that " tempt
the spirit to rebel/' bringest an assuaging balm;—
eloquent opium ! that with thy potent rhetoric stealest
away the purposes of wrath, pleadest effectually for
relenting pity, and through one night's heavenly deep
30 callest back to the guilty man the visions of his in-
fancy, and hands washed pure from blood;—O0 just
and righteous opium ! that to the chancery of dreams
summonest, for the triumphs of despairing innocence,
fdse witnesses; and confoundest perjury, and dost
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reverse the sentences of unrighteous judges,—thou
buildest upon the bosom of darkness, out of the fantastic
imagery of the brain, cities and temples, beyond the
art of Phidias and Praxiteles, beyond the splendours of
Babylon and Hekatémpylos; and, " from the anarchy 5
of dreaming sleep,” calest into sunny light the faces of
long-buried beauties, and the blessed household coun-
tenances, cleansed from the " dishonours of the grave.”
Thou only givest these gifts to man ; and thou hast the
keys of Paradise, O just, subtle, and mighty opium !

0

THE MALAY

If any man, poor or rich, were to say that he would
tell us what had been the happiest day in hislife, and
the why and the wherefore, | suppose that we should
all cry out, Hear him! hear him! As to the happiest
day, that must be very difficult for any wise man to 15
assign; because any event that could occupy so dis-
tinguished a place in a man's retrospect of life, or be
entitled to have shed a special, separate, and supreme
felicity on any one day, ought to be of such an endur-
ing character as that (accidents apart) it should have 20
continued to shed the same felicity, or one not distin-
guishably less, on very many years together. To the
happiest lustrum, however, or even to the happiest year,

a man may perhaps allowably point without discoun-
tenance from wisdom. This year, in my case, reader, 25
was the one which we have now reached; though it
stood, | confess, as a parenthesis between years of a
gloomier character. It was a year of brilliant water
(to spesk after the manner of jewellers), set, as it
were, and insulated, in the" gloomy umbrage of opium. 30
Strange as it may sound, | had alittle before this time
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descended suddenly, and without any considerable
effort, from three hundred and twenty grains of opium
(that is, eight thousand drops of laudanum) per day, to
forty grains, or one-eighth part. Instantaneously, and
5 as if by magic, the cloud of profoundest melancholy
which rested upon my brain, like some black vapours
that | have seen roll away from the summit of a moun-
tain, drew off in oneweek ; passed away withitsmurky
banners as simultaneously as a ship that has been
10 stranded, and is floated off by a spring-tide,

That moveth altogether, if it move at all.

Now, then, | was again happy : | now took only one
thousand drops of laudanum per day—and what was
that ? A latter spring had come to close up the season

15 of youth. My brain performed its functions as heal thily
as ever before. | read Kant again ; and again | under-
stood him, or fancied that | did. Again my feelings of
pleasure expanded themselves to all around me; and,
if any man from Oxford or Cambridge, or from neither,

20 had been announced to me in my unpretending cottage,
| should have welcomed him with as sumptuous a
reception as so poor a man could offer. Whatever
e might be wanting to a wise man's happiness, of
laudanum | would have given him as much as he

25 wished, andinasilver-gilt, if not golden, cup. And, by
the way, now that | speak of giving laudanum away,
| remember about this time a little incident, which 1
mention because, trifling as it was, the reader will soon
meet it again in my dreams, which it influenced more

30 fearfully than could be imagined. One day a Malay
knocked at my door. What business a Malay could
have to transact amongst the recesses of English moun-
tains is not my business to conjecture ; but possibly he
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was on his road to a segport—
ington, etc.—about forty mile
The servant who opened the door tO

girl, born and bred amongst the mountains, who had
never seen an Asiatic dress of any sort: his turban, 5
therefore, confounded her not alittle; and, asit turned
out that his knowledge of English was exactly com-
mensurate with hers of Malay, there seemed to be an
impassable gulf fixed between all communication of
ideas, if either party had happened to possess any. In 10
this dilemma, the girl, recollecting the reputed learning

of her master (and, doubtless, giving me credit for a
knowledge of all the languages of the earth, besides,
perhaps, a few of the lunar ones), came and gave me to
understand that there was a sort of demon below, whom 15
she clearly imagined that my art could exorcise from
the house. The group which presented itself, arranged
as it was by accident, though not very elaborate, took
hold of my fancy and my eye more powerfully than
any of the statuesque attitudes or groups exhibited 20
in the ballets at the operahouse, though so osten-
tatiously complex. In a cottage kitchen, but not look-
ing so much like that as a rustic hall of entrance, being
pannelled on the wall with dark wood, that from age
and rubbing resembled oak, stood the Malay, his turban 25
and loose trousers of dingy white relieved upon the
dark pannelling ; he had placed himself nearer to the
girl than she seemed to relish, though her native spirit
of mountain intrepidity contended with the feeling of
simple awe which her countenance expressed as she 30
gazed upon the tiger-cat before her. A more striking
picture there could not be imagined than the beautiful
English face of the girl, and its exquisite bloom, together
with her erect and independent attitude, contrasted
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with the sallow and bilious skin of the Malay, veneered
with mahogany tints by climate and marine air, his
small, fierce, restless eyes, thin lips, slavish gestures
and adorations. Half-hidden by the ferocious-looking
5 Malay, was a little child from a neighbouring cottage,
who had crept in after him, and was now in the act of
reverting its head and gazing upwards at the turban
and the fiery eyes beneath it, whilst with one hand he
caught at the dress of the lovely girl for protection.

10 My knowledge of the oriental tongues is not remark-
ably extensive, being, indeed, confined to two words—
the Arabic word for barley, and the Turkish for opium
(madjoon), which | have learned from Anastasius. And,
as | had neither a Malay dictionary, nor even Adelung's

15 Mithridates, which might have helped me to a few
words, | addressed him in some lines from the lliad;
considering that, of such languages as | possessad,
the Greek, in point of longitude, came geographically
nearest to an oriental one. He worshipped me in a

20 devout manner, and replied in what | suppose to have
been Malay. In thisway | saved my reputation as a
linguist with my neighbours; for the Malay had no
means of betraying the secret. He lay down upon
the floor for about an hour, and then pursued his

25 journey. On his departure, | presented him, inter
alia, with a piece of opium. To him, as a native of
the East, |1 could have no doubt that opium was not
less familiar than his daily bread; and the expression
of his face convinced me that it was. Nevertheless, |

30 was struck with some little consternation when | saw
him suddenly raise his hand to his mouth, and bolt
the whole, divided into three pieces, at one mouth-
ful. The quantity was enough to kill some half-dozen
dragoons, together with their horses, supposing neither
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bipeds nor quadrupeds to be regularly trained opium-
eaters. | felt some alarm for the poor creature; but
what could be done ? | had given him the opium in
pure compassion for his solitary life, since, if he had
travelled on foot from London, it must be nearly three 5
weeks since he could have exchanged athought with any
human being. Ought | to have violated the laws of
hospitality by having him seized and drenched with an
emetic, thusfrightening him into a notion that we were
going to sacrifice him to some English idol ? No : there 10
was clearly no help for it. The mischief, if any, was done.
He took his leave, and for some days | felt anxious;
but, as | never heard of any Malay, or of any man in

a turban, being found dead on any part of the very
slenderly peopled road between Grasmere and White-15
haven, | became satisfied that he was familiar with
opium, and that | must doubtless have done him the
service | designed, by giving him one night of respite
from the pains of wandering.

OPIUM-DREAMS

The first notice | had of any important change going 20
on in my physical economy was from the re-awaking
of a state of eye oftentimes incident to childhood. |
know not whether my reader is aware that many
children have a power of painting, as it were, upon the
darkness all sorts of phantoms: in some that power is 25
simply a mechanic affection of the eye; others have
a voluntary or semi-voluntary power to dismiss or
summon such phantoms; or, as a child once said to
me, when | questioned him on this matter, " | can tell
them to go, and they go; but sometimes they come 30
when | don't tell them to come." He had by one-half
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as unlimited a command over apparitions as a Roman
centurion over his soldiers. In the middle of 1817
this faculty became increasingly distressing to me:
at night, when | lay awake in bed, vast processons

5 moved along continually in mournful pomp; friezes
of never-ending stories, that to my feelings were as
sad and solemn as stories drawn from times before
(Edipus or Priam, before Tyre, before Memphis.
And, concurrently with this, a corresponding change

10 took place in my dreams; a theatre seemed suddenly
opened and lighted up within my brain, which presented
nightly spectacles of more than earthly splendour.
And the four following facts may be mentioned, as
noticeable at this time :—

15 1. That, as the creative state of the eye increased,
a sympathy seemed to arise between the waking and
the dreaming states of the brain in one point—that
whatsoever | happened to call up and to trace by a
voluntary act upon the darkness was very apt to

20 transfer itself to my dreams; and at length | feared
to exercise this faculty; for, as Midas turned all
things to gold that yet baffled his hopes and defrauded
his human desires, so whatsoever things capable of
being visually represented | did but think of in the

25 darkness, immediately shaped themselvesinto phantoms
for the eye; and, by a process apparently no less in-
evitable, when thus once traced in faint and visionary
colours, like writings in sympathetic ink, they were
drawn out, by the fierce chemistry of my dreams, into

3P insufferable splendour that fretted my heart.

2. This and all other changes in my dreams were
accompanied by deep-seated anxiety and funerea
melancholy, such as are wholly incommunicable by
words. | seemed every night to descend—not meta-
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phorically, but literally to descend—into chasms and
sunless abysses, depths below depths, from which it
seemed hopeless that | could ever re-ascend. Nor did

I, by waking, feel that | had re-ascended. Why should

| dwell upon this? For indeed the state of gloomwhich 5
attended those gorgeous spectacles, amounting at last
to utter darkness, as of some suicidal despondency,
cannot be approached by words.

3. The sense of space, and in the end the sense of
time, were both powerfully affected. Buildings, land-10
scapes, etc., were exhibited in proportions so vast as the
bodily eye is not fitted to receive. Space swelled, and
was amplified to an extent of unutterable and sdlf-
repeating infinity. This disturbed me very much less
than the vast expansion of time. Sometimes | seemed 15
to have lived for seventy or a hundred years in one
night; nay, sometimes had feelings representative of
a duration far beyond the limits of any human ex-
perience.

4. The minutest incidents of childhood, or forgotten 20
soenes of later years, were often revived. | could not
be said to recollect them; for, if | had been told of
them when waking, | should not have been able to
acknowledge them as parts of my past experience.
But, placed as they were before me in dreams like 25
intuitions, and clothed in all their evanescent circum-
stances and accompanying feelings, | recognised them
instantaneously. | was once told by a near relative of
mine that, having in her childhood fallen into ariver,
and being on the very verge of death but for the 30
assistance which reached her at the last critical moment,
she saw in a moment her whole life, clothed in its for-
gotten incidents, arrayed before her as in a mirror,
not successively, but simultaneously; and she had a
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faculty developed as suddenly for comprehending the
whole and every part. This, from some opium experi-
ences, | can believe ; | have, indeed, seen the same thing
asserted twice in modern books, and accompanied by
5 a remark which probably is true—viz. that the dread
book of account which the Scriptures speak of is, in
fact, the mind itself of each individual. Of this, at
least, | feel assured, that there is no such thing as
ultimate forgetting; traces once impressed upon the
io memory are indestructible; a thousand accidents
may and will interpose a veil between our present
consciousness and the secret inscriptions on the mind.
Accidents of the same sort will dso rend away this
veil. But alike, whether veiled or unveiled, the in-
15 scription remains for ever; just as the stars seem to
withdraw before the common light of day, whereas,
in fact, we all know that it is the light which is drawn
over them as a veil, and that they are waiting to be
revealed whenever the obscuring daylight itself shall
20 havewithdrawn.

Having noticed these four facts as memorably dis-
tinguishing my dreams from those of health, | shall
now cite a few illustrative cases; and shall then cite
such others as | remember, in any order that may give

25 them most effect as pictures to the reader.

| had been in youth, and ever since, for occasiona
amusement, a great reader of Livy, whom | confess
that | prefer, both for style and matter, to any other
of the Roman historians; and | had often felt as

30 solemn and appalling sounds, emphatically repre-
sentative of Roman majesty, the two words so often
occurring in Livy, Consul Romanus; especially when
the consul is introduced in his military character.
I mean to say that the words king, sultan, regent, etc.,
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or any other titles of those who embody in their own
persons the collective majesty of a great people, had
less power over my reverential feelings. | had aso,
though no great reader of History, made myself
critically familiar with one period of English history 5
—viz. the period of the Parliamentary War—having
been attracted by the moral grandeur of some who
figured in that day, and by the interesting memoirs
which survive those unquiet times. Both these
parts of my lighter reading, having furnished me 10
often with matter of reflection, now furnished me
with matter for my dreams. Often | used to seg
after painting upon the blank darkness a sort of re-
hearsal whilst waking, a crowd of ladies, and perhaps a
festival and dances. And | heard it said, or | said to 15
myself, " These are English ladies from the unhappy
times of Charles I. These are the wives and daughters
of those who met in peace, and sat at the same tables,
and were allied by marriage or by blood; and yet,
after a certain day in August 1642, never smiled upon 20
each other again, nor met but in the field of battle;
and at Marston Moor, at Newbury, or at Naseby, cut
asunder all ties of love by the cruel sabre, and washed
away in blood the memory of ancient friendship.” The
ladies danced, and looked as lovely as at the court of 25
George |V. Yet even in my dream | knew that they
had been in the grave for nearly two centuries. The
pageant would suddenly dissolve ; and, at a clapping
of hands, would be heard the heart-shaking sound of
Congtil Romanus ; and immediately came " sweeping 30
by," in gorgeous paludaments, Paullus or Marius, girt
around by a company of centurions, with the crimson
tunic hoisted on a spear, and followed by the alalagmos

of the Roman legions.

126
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Many years ago, when | was looking over Piranesi's
Antiquities of Rome, Coleridge, then standing by, de-
scribed to me a set of plates from that artist, called
his" Dreams/* and which record the scenery of his own

5 visions during the delirium of a fever. Some of these
(I describe only from memory of Coleridge's account)
represented vast Gothic halls; on the floor of which
stood mighty engines and machinery, wheels, cables,
catapults, etc., expressive of enormous power put forth,

io or resistance overcome. Creeping along the sides of
the walls, you perceived a staircase; and upon this,
groping hisway upwards, was Piranesi himself. Follow
the stairs alittle farther, and you perceive them reach-
ing an abrupt termination, without any balustrade, and

15 allowing no step onwards to him who should reach the
extremity, except into the depths below. Whatever is
to become of poor Piranesi, at least you suppose that
his labours must now in some way terminate. But
raise your eyes, and behold a second flight of stairs

20 still higher, on which again Piranesi is perceived, by
thistime standing on the very brink of the abyss. Once
again elevate your eye, and a still more aerial flight of
stairs is descried ; and there, again, is the delirious
Piranesi, busy on his aspiring labours : and so on, until
25 the unfinished stairs and the hopeless Piranesi both are
lost in the upper gloom of the hall. With the same
power of endless growth and self-reproduction did my
architecture proceed in dreams. In the early stage
of the malady, the splendours of my dreams were
30 indeed chiefly architectural; and | beheld such pomp
of cities and palaces as never yet was beheld by
the waking eye, unless in the clouds. From a great
modern poet | cite the part of a passge which
describes, as an appearance actually beheld in the
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clouds, what in many of its circumstances | saw
frequently in deep :—

The appearance, instantaneously disclosed,

Was of a mighty city—boldly say

A wilderness of building, sinking far 5
And self-withdrawn into awondrous depth,
Far sinking into splendour without end 1
Fabric it ssemed of diamond and of gold,
With alabaster domes and silver spires,

And blazing terrace upon terrace, high
Uplifted; here, serene pavilions bright,

In avenues disposed ; there, towers begirt
With battlements that on their restless fronts
Borestars—illumination of all gems!

By earthly nature had the effect been wrought 15
Upon the dark materials of the storm

Now pacified ; on them, and on the coves,

And mountain-steeps and summits, whereunto

The vapours had receded, taking there

Their station under a cerulean sky. 20

The sublime circumstance—" that on their restlessfronts
bore stars"—might have been copied from my own
architectural dreams, so often did it occur.

To my architecture succeeded dreams of lakes and
silvery expanses of water : these haunted me so much 25
that | feared lest some dropsical state or tendency of
the brain might thus be making itself (to use a meta-
physical word) objective, and that the sentient organ
might be projecting itself as its own object. For two
months 1. suffered greatly in my head—a part of my 30
bodily structure which had hitherto been so clear from
all touch or taint of weakness (physically, | mean) that
| used to say of it, asthe last Lord Orford said of his
stomach, that it seemed likely to survive the rest of my
person. Till now | had never felt a headache even, or 36
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any the slightest pain, except rheumatic pains caused
by my own folly.
The waters gradually changed their character—from
translucent lakes, shining like mirrors, they became
5 ssasand oceans. A nd now came atremendous change,
which, unfolding itself slowly like a scroll, through many
months, promised an abiding torment; and, in fact, it
never left me, though recurring more or less inter-
mittingly. Hitherto the human face had often mixed
10 in my dreams, but not despotically, nor with any special
power of tormenting. But now that affection which
| have called the tyranny of the human face began to
unfold itself. Perhaps some part of my London life
might be answerable for this. Be that as it may, now
15 it was that upon the rocking waters of the ocean the
human face began to reveal itself; the sea appeared
paved with innumerable faces, upturned to the heavens ;
faces, imploring, wrathful, despairing; facesthat surged
upwards by thousands, by myriads, by generations:
20 infinite was my agitation; my mind tossed, as it
seemed, upon the billowy ocean, and weltered upon the
weltering waves.
May 1818 —The Malay has been a fearful enemy for
months. Every night, through his means, | have been
25 transported into Asiatic scenery. | know not whether
others share in my feelings on this point; but | have
often thought that, if | were compelled to forego
England, and to live in China,